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“Let me l�ve out my years �n heat of blood!
    Let me l�e drunken w�th the dreamer’s w�ne!
Let me not see th�s soul-house bu�lt of mud
    Go toppl�ng to the dust a vacant shr�ne!”



CHAPTER I.

The one opened the door w�th a latch-key and went �n, followed by
a young fellow who awkwardly removed h�s cap. He wore rough
clothes that smacked of the sea, and he was man�festly out of place
�n the spac�ous hall �n wh�ch he found h�mself. He d�d not know what
to do w�th h�s cap, and was stuff�ng �t �nto h�s coat pocket when the
other took �t from h�m. The act was done qu�etly and naturally, and
the awkward young fellow apprec�ated �t. “He understands,” was h�s
thought. “He’ll see me through all r�ght.”

He walked at the other’s heels w�th a sw�ng to h�s shoulders, and
h�s legs spread unw�tt�ngly, as �f the level floors were t�lt�ng up and
s�nk�ng down to the heave and lunge of the sea. The w�de rooms
seemed too narrow for h�s roll�ng ga�t, and to h�mself he was �n terror
lest h�s broad shoulders should coll�de w�th the doorways or sweep
the br�c-a-brac from the low mantel. He reco�led from s�de to s�de
between the var�ous objects and mult�pl�ed the hazards that �n real�ty
lodged only �n h�s m�nd. Between a grand p�ano and a centre-table
p�led h�gh w�th books was space for a half a dozen to walk abreast,
yet he essayed �t w�th trep�dat�on. H�s heavy arms hung loosely at h�s
s�des. He d�d not know what to do w�th those arms and hands, and
when, to h�s exc�ted v�s�on, one arm seemed l�able to brush aga�nst
the books on the table, he lurched away l�ke a fr�ghtened horse,
barely m�ss�ng the p�ano stool. He watched the easy walk of the
other �n front of h�m, and for the f�rst t�me real�zed that h�s walk was
d�fferent from that of other men. He exper�enced a momentary pang
of shame that he should walk so uncouthly. The sweat burst through
the sk�n of h�s forehead �n t�ny beads, and he paused and mopped
h�s bronzed face w�th h�s handkerch�ef.



“Hold on, Arthur, my boy,” he sa�d, attempt�ng to mask h�s anx�ety
w�th facet�ous utterance. “Th�s �s too much all at once for yours truly.
G�ve me a chance to get my nerve. You know I d�dn’t want to come,
an’ I guess your fam’ly a�n’t hanker�n’ to see me ne�ther.”

“That’s all r�ght,” was the reassur�ng answer. “You mustn’t be
fr�ghtened at us. We’re just homely people—Hello, there’s a letter for
me.”

He stepped back to the table, tore open the envelope, and began
to read, g�v�ng the stranger an opportun�ty to recover h�mself. And
the stranger understood and apprec�ated. H�s was the g�ft of
sympathy, understand�ng; and beneath h�s alarmed exter�or that
sympathet�c process went on. He mopped h�s forehead dry and
glanced about h�m w�th a controlled face, though �n the eyes there
was an express�on such as w�ld an�mals betray when they fear the
trap. He was surrounded by the unknown, apprehens�ve of what
m�ght happen, �gnorant of what he should do, aware that he walked
and bore h�mself awkwardly, fearful that every attr�bute and power of
h�m was s�m�larly affl�cted. He was keenly sens�t�ve, hopelessly self-
consc�ous, and the amused glance that the other stole pr�v�ly at h�m
over the top of the letter burned �nto h�m l�ke a dagger-thrust. He saw
the glance, but he gave no s�gn, for among the th�ngs he had learned
was d�sc�pl�ne. Also, that dagger-thrust went to h�s pr�de. He cursed
h�mself for hav�ng come, and at the same t�me resolved that, happen
what would, hav�ng come, he would carry �t through. The l�nes of h�s
face hardened, and �nto h�s eyes came a f�ght�ng l�ght. He looked
about more unconcernedly, sharply observant, every deta�l of the
pretty �nter�or reg�ster�ng �tself on h�s bra�n. H�s eyes were w�de
apart; noth�ng �n the�r f�eld of v�s�on escaped; and as they drank �n
the beauty before them the f�ght�ng l�ght d�ed out and a warm glow
took �ts place. He was respons�ve to beauty, and here was cause to
respond.

An o�l pa�nt�ng caught and held h�m. A heavy surf thundered and
burst over an outjutt�ng rock; lower�ng storm-clouds covered the sky;
and, outs�de the l�ne of surf, a p�lot-schooner, close-hauled, heeled
over t�ll every deta�l of her deck was v�s�ble, was surg�ng along
aga�nst a stormy sunset sky. There was beauty, and �t drew h�m



�rres�st�bly. He forgot h�s awkward walk and came closer to the
pa�nt�ng, very close. The beauty faded out of the canvas. H�s face
expressed h�s bepuzzlement. He stared at what seemed a careless
daub of pa�nt, then stepped away. Immed�ately all the beauty flashed
back �nto the canvas. “A tr�ck p�cture,” was h�s thought, as he
d�sm�ssed �t, though �n the m�dst of the mult�tud�nous �mpress�ons he
was rece�v�ng he found t�me to feel a prod of �nd�gnat�on that so
much beauty should be sacr�f�ced to make a tr�ck. He d�d not know
pa�nt�ng. He had been brought up on chromos and l�thographs that
were always def�n�te and sharp, near or far. He had seen o�l
pa�nt�ngs, �t was true, �n the show w�ndows of shops, but the glass of
the w�ndows had prevented h�s eager eyes from approach�ng too
near.

He glanced around at h�s fr�end read�ng the letter and saw the
books on the table. Into h�s eyes leaped a w�stfulness and a yearn�ng
as promptly as the yearn�ng leaps �nto the eyes of a starv�ng man at
s�ght of food. An �mpuls�ve str�de, w�th one lurch to r�ght and left of
the shoulders, brought h�m to the table, where he began
affect�onately handl�ng the books. He glanced at the t�tles and the
authors’ names, read fragments of text, caress�ng the volumes w�th
h�s eyes and hands, and, once, recogn�zed a book he had read. For
the rest, they were strange books and strange authors. He chanced
upon a volume of Sw�nburne and began read�ng stead�ly, forgetful of
where he was, h�s face glow�ng. Tw�ce he closed the book on h�s
foref�nger to look at the name of the author. Sw�nburne! he would
remember that name. That fellow had eyes, and he had certa�nly
seen color and flash�ng l�ght. But who was Sw�nburne? Was he dead
a hundred years or so, l�ke most of the poets? Or was he al�ve st�ll,
and wr�t�ng? He turned to the t�tle-page . . . yes, he had wr�tten other
books; well, he would go to the free l�brary the f�rst th�ng �n the
morn�ng and try to get hold of some of Sw�nburne’s stuff. He went
back to the text and lost h�mself. He d�d not not�ce that a young
woman had entered the room. The f�rst he knew was when he heard
Arthur’s vo�ce say�ng:-

“Ruth, th�s �s Mr. Eden.”



The book was closed on h�s foref�nger, and before he turned he
was thr�ll�ng to the f�rst new �mpress�on, wh�ch was not of the g�rl, but
of her brother’s words. Under that muscled body of h�s he was a
mass of qu�ver�ng sens�b�l�t�es. At the sl�ghtest �mpact of the outs�de
world upon h�s consc�ousness, h�s thoughts, sympath�es, and
emot�ons leapt and played l�ke lambent flame. He was extraord�nar�ly
recept�ve and respons�ve, wh�le h�s �mag�nat�on, p�tched h�gh, was
ever at work establ�sh�ng relat�ons of l�keness and d�fference. “Mr.
Eden,” was what he had thr�lled to—he who had been called “Eden,”
or “Mart�n Eden,” or just “Mart�n,” all h�s l�fe. And “M�ster!” It was
certa�nly go�ng some, was h�s �nternal comment. H�s m�nd seemed to
turn, on the �nstant, �nto a vast camera obscura, and he saw arrayed
around h�s consc�ousness endless p�ctures from h�s l�fe, of stoke-
holes and forecastles, camps and beaches, ja�ls and booz�ng-kens,
fever-hosp�tals and slum streets, where�n the thread of assoc�at�on
was the fash�on �n wh�ch he had been addressed �n those var�ous
s�tuat�ons.

And then he turned and saw the g�rl. The phantasmagor�a of h�s
bra�n van�shed at s�ght of her. She was a pale, ethereal creature,
w�th w�de, sp�r�tual blue eyes and a wealth of golden ha�r. He d�d not
know how she was dressed, except that the dress was as wonderful
as she. He l�kened her to a pale gold flower upon a slender stem.
No, she was a sp�r�t, a d�v�n�ty, a goddess; such subl�mated beauty
was not of the earth. Or perhaps the books were r�ght, and there
were many such as she �n the upper walks of l�fe. She m�ght well be
sung by that chap, Sw�nburne. Perhaps he had had somebody l�ke
her �n m�nd when he pa�nted that g�rl, Iseult, �n the book there on the
table. All th�s plethora of s�ght, and feel�ng, and thought occurred on
the �nstant. There was no pause of the real�t�es where�n he moved.
He saw her hand com�ng out to h�s, and she looked h�m stra�ght �n
the eyes as she shook hands, frankly, l�ke a man. The women he
had known d�d not shake hands that way. For that matter, most of
them d�d not shake hands at all. A flood of assoc�at�ons, v�s�ons of
var�ous ways he had made the acqua�ntance of women, rushed �nto
h�s m�nd and threatened to swamp �t. But he shook them as�de and
looked at her. Never had he seen such a woman. The women he
had known! Immed�ately, bes�de her, on e�ther hand, ranged the



women he had known. For an eternal second he stood �n the m�dst
of a portra�t gallery, where�n she occup�ed the central place, wh�le
about her were l�mned many women, all to be we�ghed and
measured by a fleet�ng glance, herself the un�t of we�ght and
measure. He saw the weak and s�ckly faces of the g�rls of the
factor�es, and the s�mper�ng, bo�sterous g�rls from the south of
Market. There were women of the cattle camps, and swarthy
c�garette-smok�ng women of Old Mex�co. These, �n turn, were
crowded out by Japanese women, doll-l�ke, stepp�ng m�nc�ngly on
wooden clogs; by Euras�ans, del�cate featured, stamped w�th
degeneracy; by full-bod�ed South-Sea-Island women, flower-
crowned and brown-sk�nned. All these were blotted out by a
grotesque and terr�ble n�ghtmare brood—frowsy, shuffl�ng creatures
from the pavements of Wh�techapel, g�n-bloated hags of the stews,
and all the vast hell’s follow�ng of harp�es, v�le-mouthed and f�lthy,
that under the gu�se of monstrous female form prey upon sa�lors, the
scrap�ngs of the ports, the scum and sl�me of the human p�t.

“Won’t you s�t down, Mr. Eden?” the g�rl was say�ng. “I have been
look�ng forward to meet�ng you ever s�nce Arthur told us. It was
brave of you—”

He waved h�s hand deprecat�ngly and muttered that �t was noth�ng
at all, what he had done, and that any fellow would have done �t. She
not�ced that the hand he waved was covered w�th fresh abras�ons, �n
the process of heal�ng, and a glance at the other loose-hang�ng hand
showed �t to be �n the same cond�t�on. Also, w�th qu�ck, cr�t�cal eye,
she noted a scar on h�s cheek, another that peeped out from under
the ha�r of the forehead, and a th�rd that ran down and d�sappeared
under the starched collar. She repressed a sm�le at s�ght of the red
l�ne that marked the chafe of the collar aga�nst the bronzed neck. He
was ev�dently unused to st�ff collars. L�kew�se her fem�n�ne eye took
�n the clothes he wore, the cheap and unaesthet�c cut, the wr�nkl�ng
of the coat across the shoulders, and the ser�es of wr�nkles �n the
sleeves that advert�sed bulg�ng b�ceps muscles.

Wh�le he waved h�s hand and muttered that he had done noth�ng
at all, he was obey�ng her behest by try�ng to get �nto a cha�r. He
found t�me to adm�re the ease w�th wh�ch she sat down, then lurched



toward a cha�r fac�ng her, overwhelmed w�th consc�ousness of the
awkward f�gure he was cutt�ng. Th�s was a new exper�ence for h�m.
All h�s l�fe, up to then, he had been unaware of be�ng e�ther graceful
or awkward. Such thoughts of self had never entered h�s m�nd. He
sat down g�ngerly on the edge of the cha�r, greatly worr�ed by h�s
hands. They were �n the way wherever he put them. Arthur was
leav�ng the room, and Mart�n Eden followed h�s ex�t w�th long�ng
eyes. He felt lost, alone there �n the room w�th that pale sp�r�t of a
woman. There was no bar-keeper upon whom to call for dr�nks, no
small boy to send around the corner for a can of beer and by means
of that soc�al flu�d start the amen�t�es of fr�endsh�p flow�ng.

“You have such a scar on your neck, Mr. Eden,” the g�rl was
say�ng. “How d�d �t happen? I am sure �t must have been some
adventure.”

“A Mex�can w�th a kn�fe, m�ss,” he answered, mo�sten�ng h�s
parched l�ps and clear�ng h�s throat. “It was just a f�ght. After I got the
kn�fe away, he tr�ed to b�te off my nose.”

Baldly as he had stated �t, �n h�s eyes was a r�ch v�s�on of that hot,
starry n�ght at Sal�na Cruz, the wh�te str�p of beach, the l�ghts of the
sugar steamers �n the harbor, the vo�ces of the drunken sa�lors �n the
d�stance, the jostl�ng stevedores, the flam�ng pass�on �n the
Mex�can’s face, the gl�nt of the beast-eyes �n the starl�ght, the st�ng
of the steel �n h�s neck, and the rush of blood, the crowd and the
cr�es, the two bod�es, h�s and the Mex�can’s, locked together, roll�ng
over and over and tear�ng up the sand, and from away off
somewhere the mellow t�nkl�ng of a gu�tar. Such was the p�cture, and
he thr�lled to the memory of �t, wonder�ng �f the man could pa�nt �t
who had pa�nted the p�lot-schooner on the wall. The wh�te beach, the
stars, and the l�ghts of the sugar steamers would look great, he
thought, and m�dway on the sand the dark group of f�gures that
surrounded the f�ghters. The kn�fe occup�ed a place �n the p�cture, he
dec�ded, and would show well, w�th a sort of gleam, �n the l�ght of the
stars. But of all th�s no h�nt had crept �nto h�s speech. “He tr�ed to b�te
off my nose,” he concluded.

“Oh,” the g�rl sa�d, �n a fa�nt, far vo�ce, and he not�ced the shock �n
her sens�t�ve face.



He felt a shock h�mself, and a blush of embarrassment shone
fa�ntly on h�s sunburned cheeks, though to h�m �t burned as hotly as
when h�s cheeks had been exposed to the open furnace-door �n the
f�re-room. Such sord�d th�ngs as stabb�ng affrays were ev�dently not
f�t subjects for conversat�on w�th a lady. People �n the books, �n her
walk of l�fe, d�d not talk about such th�ngs—perhaps they d�d not
know about them, e�ther.

There was a br�ef pause �n the conversat�on they were try�ng to get
started. Then she asked tentat�vely about the scar on h�s cheek.
Even as she asked, he real�zed that she was mak�ng an effort to talk
h�s talk, and he resolved to get away from �t and talk hers.

“It was just an acc�dent,” he sa�d, putt�ng h�s hand to h�s cheek.
“One n�ght, �n a calm, w�th a heavy sea runn�ng, the ma�n-boom-l�ft
carr�ed away, an’ next the tackle. The l�ft was w�re, an’ �t was
thresh�n’ around l�ke a snake. The whole watch was try�n’ to grab �t,
an’ I rushed �n an’ got swatted.”

“Oh,” she sa�d, th�s t�me w�th an accent of comprehens�on, though
secretly h�s speech had been so much Greek to her and she was
wonder�ng what a l�ft was and what swatted meant.

“Th�s man Sw�neburne,” he began, attempt�ng to put h�s plan �nto
execut�on and pronounc�ng the � long.

“Who?”
“Sw�neburne,” he repeated, w�th the same m�spronunc�at�on. “The

poet.”
“Sw�nburne,” she corrected.
“Yes, that’s the chap,” he stammered, h�s cheeks hot aga�n. “How

long s�nce he d�ed?”
“Why, I haven’t heard that he was dead.” She looked at h�m

cur�ously. “Where d�d you make h�s acqua�ntance?”
“I never clapped eyes on h�m,” was the reply. “But I read some of

h�s poetry out of that book there on the table just before you come �n.
How do you l�ke h�s poetry?”

And thereat she began to talk qu�ckly and eas�ly upon the subject
he had suggested. He felt better, and settled back sl�ghtly from the
edge of the cha�r, hold�ng t�ghtly to �ts arms w�th h�s hands, as �f �t



m�ght get away from h�m and buck h�m to the floor. He had
succeeded �n mak�ng her talk her talk, and wh�le she rattled on, he
strove to follow her, marvell�ng at all the knowledge that was stowed
away �n that pretty head of hers, and dr�nk�ng �n the pale beauty of
her face. Follow her he d�d, though bothered by unfam�l�ar words that
fell gl�bly from her l�ps and by cr�t�cal phrases and thought-processes
that were fore�gn to h�s m�nd, but that nevertheless st�mulated h�s
m�nd and set �t t�ngl�ng. Here was �ntellectual l�fe, he thought, and
here was beauty, warm and wonderful as he had never dreamed �t
could be. He forgot h�mself and stared at her w�th hungry eyes. Here
was someth�ng to l�ve for, to w�n to, to f�ght for—ay, and d�e for. The
books were true. There were such women �n the world. She was one
of them. She lent w�ngs to h�s �mag�nat�on, and great, lum�nous
canvases spread themselves before h�m whereon loomed vague,
g�gant�c f�gures of love and romance, and of hero�c deeds for
woman’s sake—for a pale woman, a flower of gold. And through the
sway�ng, palp�tant v�s�on, as through a fa�ry m�rage, he stared at the
real woman, s�tt�ng there and talk�ng of l�terature and art. He l�stened
as well, but he stared, unconsc�ous of the f�x�ty of h�s gaze or of the
fact that all that was essent�ally mascul�ne �n h�s nature was sh�n�ng
�n h�s eyes. But she, who knew l�ttle of the world of men, be�ng a
woman, was keenly aware of h�s burn�ng eyes. She had never had
men look at her �n such fash�on, and �t embarrassed her. She
stumbled and halted �n her utterance. The thread of argument
sl�pped from her. He fr�ghtened her, and at the same t�me �t was
strangely pleasant to be so looked upon. Her tra�n�ng warned her of
per�l and of wrong, subtle, myster�ous, lur�ng; wh�le her �nst�ncts rang
clar�on-vo�ced through her be�ng, �mpell�ng her to hurdle caste and
place and ga�n to th�s traveller from another world, to th�s uncouth
young fellow w�th lacerated hands and a l�ne of raw red caused by
the unaccustomed l�nen at h�s throat, who, all too ev�dently, was
so�led and ta�nted by ungrac�ous ex�stence. She was clean, and her
cleanness revolted; but she was woman, and she was just beg�nn�ng
to learn the paradox of woman.

“As I was say�ng—what was I say�ng?” She broke off abruptly and
laughed merr�ly at her pred�cament.



“You was say�ng that th�s man Sw�nburne fa�led be�n’ a great poet
because—an’ that was as far as you got, m�ss,” he prompted, wh�le
to h�mself he seemed suddenly hungry, and del�c�ous l�ttle thr�lls
crawled up and down h�s sp�ne at the sound of her laughter. L�ke
s�lver, he thought to h�mself, l�ke t�nkl�ng s�lver bells; and on the
�nstant, and for an �nstant, he was transported to a far land, where
under p�nk cherry blossoms, he smoked a c�garette and l�stened to
the bells of the peaked pagoda call�ng straw-sandalled devotees to
worsh�p.

“Yes, thank you,” she sa�d. “Sw�nburne fa�ls, when all �s sa�d,
because he �s, well, �ndel�cate. There are many of h�s poems that
should never be read. Every l�ne of the really great poets �s f�lled w�th
beaut�ful truth, and calls to all that �s h�gh and noble �n the human.
Not a l�ne of the great poets can be spared w�thout �mpover�sh�ng the
world by that much.”

“I thought �t was great,” he sa�d hes�tat�ngly, “the l�ttle I read. I had
no �dea he was such a—a scoundrel. I guess that crops out �n h�s
other books.”

“There are many l�nes that could be spared from the book you
were read�ng,” she sa�d, her vo�ce pr�mly f�rm and dogmat�c.

“I must ’a’ m�ssed ’em,” he announced. “What I read was the real
goods. It was all l�ghted up an’ sh�n�ng, an’ �t shun r�ght �nto me an’
l�ghted me up �ns�de, l�ke the sun or a searchl�ght. That’s the way �t
landed on me, but I guess I a�n’t up much on poetry, m�ss.”

He broke off lamely. He was confused, pa�nfully consc�ous of h�s
�nart�culateness. He had felt the b�gness and glow of l�fe �n what he
had read, but h�s speech was �nadequate. He could not express
what he felt, and to h�mself he l�kened h�mself to a sa�lor, �n a strange
sh�p, on a dark n�ght, grop�ng about �n the unfam�l�ar runn�ng r�gg�ng.
Well, he dec�ded, �t was up to h�m to get acqua�nted �n th�s new
world. He had never seen anyth�ng that he couldn’t get the hang of
when he wanted to and �t was about t�me for h�m to want to learn to
talk the th�ngs that were �ns�de of h�m so that she could understand.
She was bulk�ng large on h�s hor�zon.

“Now Longfellow—” she was say�ng.



“Yes, I’ve read ’m,” he broke �n �mpuls�vely, spurred on to exh�b�t
and make the most of h�s l�ttle store of book knowledge, des�rous of
show�ng her that he was not wholly a stup�d clod. “‘The Psalm of
L�fe,’ ‘Excels�or,’ an’ . . . I guess that’s all.”

She nodded her head and sm�led, and he felt, somehow, that her
sm�le was tolerant, p�t�fully tolerant. He was a fool to attempt to make
a pretence that way. That Longfellow chap most l�kely had wr�tten
countless books of poetry.

“Excuse me, m�ss, for butt�n’ �n that way. I guess the real facts �s
that I don’t know noth�n’ much about such th�ngs. It a�n’t �n my class.
But I’m go�n’ to make �t �n my class.”

It sounded l�ke a threat. H�s vo�ce was determ�ned, h�s eyes were
flash�ng, the l�nes of h�s face had grown harsh. And to her �t seemed
that the angle of h�s jaw had changed; �ts p�tch had become
unpleasantly aggress�ve. At the same t�me a wave of �ntense v�r�l�ty
seemed to surge out from h�m and �mp�nge upon her.

“I th�nk you could make �t �n—�n your class,” she f�n�shed w�th a
laugh. “You are very strong.”

Her gaze rested for a moment on the muscular neck, heavy
corded, almost bull-l�ke, bronzed by the sun, sp�ll�ng over w�th
rugged health and strength. And though he sat there, blush�ng and
humble, aga�n she felt drawn to h�m. She was surpr�sed by a wanton
thought that rushed �nto her m�nd. It seemed to her that �f she could
lay her two hands upon that neck that all �ts strength and v�gor would
flow out to her. She was shocked by th�s thought. It seemed to reveal
to her an undreamed deprav�ty �n her nature. Bes�des, strength to
her was a gross and brut�sh th�ng. Her �deal of mascul�ne beauty had
always been slender gracefulness. Yet the thought st�ll pers�sted. It
bew�ldered her that she should des�re to place her hands on that
sunburned neck. In truth, she was far from robust, and the need of
her body and m�nd was for strength. But she d�d not know �t. She
knew only that no man had ever affected her before as th�s one had,
who shocked her from moment to moment w�th h�s awful grammar.

“Yes, I a�n’t no �nval�d,” he sa�d. “When �t comes down to hard-pan,
I can d�gest scrap-�ron. But just now I’ve got dyspeps�a. Most of what
you was say�n’ I can’t d�gest. Never tra�ned that way, you see. I l�ke



books and poetry, and what t�me I’ve had I’ve read ’em, but I’ve
never thought about ’em the way you have. That’s why I can’t talk
about ’em. I’m l�ke a nav�gator adr�ft on a strange sea w�thout chart
or compass. Now I want to get my bear�n’s. Mebbe you can put me
r�ght. How d�d you learn all th�s you’ve ben talk�n’?”

“By go�ng to school, I fancy, and by study�ng,” she answered.
“I went to school when I was a k�d,” he began to object.
“Yes; but I mean h�gh school, and lectures, and the un�vers�ty.”
“You’ve gone to the un�vers�ty?” he demanded �n frank

amazement. He felt that she had become remoter from h�m by at
least a m�ll�on m�les.

“I’m go�ng there now. I’m tak�ng spec�al courses �n Engl�sh.”
He d�d not know what “Engl�sh” meant, but he made a mental note

of that �tem of �gnorance and passed on.
“How long would I have to study before I could go to the

un�vers�ty?” he asked.
She beamed encouragement upon h�s des�re for knowledge, and

sa�d: “That depends upon how much study�ng you have already
done. You have never attended h�gh school? Of course not. But d�d
you f�n�sh grammar school?”

“I had two years to run, when I left,” he answered. “But I was
always honorably promoted at school.”

The next moment, angry w�th h�mself for the boast, he had gr�pped
the arms of the cha�r so savagely that every f�nger-end was st�ng�ng.
At the same moment he became aware that a woman was enter�ng
the room. He saw the g�rl leave her cha�r and tr�p sw�ftly across the
floor to the newcomer. They k�ssed each other, and, w�th arms
around each other’s wa�sts, they advanced toward h�m. That must be
her mother, he thought. She was a tall, blond woman, slender, and
stately, and beaut�ful. Her gown was what he m�ght expect �n such a
house. H�s eyes del�ghted �n the graceful l�nes of �t. She and her
dress together rem�nded h�m of women on the stage. Then he
remembered see�ng s�m�lar grand lad�es and gowns enter�ng the
London theatres wh�le he stood and watched and the pol�cemen
shoved h�m back �nto the dr�zzle beyond the awn�ng. Next h�s m�nd



leaped to the Grand Hotel at Yokohama, where, too, from the
s�dewalk, he had seen grand lad�es. Then the c�ty and the harbor of
Yokohama, �n a thousand p�ctures, began flash�ng before h�s eyes.
But he sw�ftly d�sm�ssed the kale�doscope of memory, oppressed by
the urgent need of the present. He knew that he must stand up to be
�ntroduced, and he struggled pa�nfully to h�s feet, where he stood
w�th trousers bagg�ng at the knees, h�s arms loose-hang�ng and
lud�crous, h�s face set hard for the �mpend�ng ordeal.



CHAPTER II.

The process of gett�ng �nto the d�n�ng room was a n�ghtmare to
h�m. Between halts and stumbles, jerks and lurches, locomot�on had
at t�mes seemed �mposs�ble. But at last he had made �t, and was
seated alongs�de of Her. The array of kn�ves and forks fr�ghtened
h�m. They br�stled w�th unknown per�ls, and he gazed at them,
fasc�nated, t�ll the�r dazzle became a background across wh�ch
moved a success�on of forecastle p�ctures, where�n he and h�s mates
sat eat�ng salt beef w�th sheath-kn�ves and f�ngers, or scoop�ng th�ck
pea-soup out of pann�k�ns by means of battered �ron spoons. The
stench of bad beef was �n h�s nostr�ls, wh�le �n h�s ears, to the
accompan�ment of creak�ng t�mbers and groan�ng bulkheads,
echoed the loud mouth-no�ses of the eaters. He watched them
eat�ng, and dec�ded that they ate l�ke p�gs. Well, he would be careful
here. He would make no no�se. He would keep h�s m�nd upon �t all
the t�me.

He glanced around the table. Oppos�te h�m was Arthur, and
Arthur’s brother, Norman. They were her brothers, he rem�nded
h�mself, and h�s heart warmed toward them. How they loved each
other, the members of th�s fam�ly! There flashed �nto h�s m�nd the
p�cture of her mother, of the k�ss of greet�ng, and of the pa�r of them
walk�ng toward h�m w�th arms entw�ned. Not �n h�s world were such
d�splays of affect�on between parents and ch�ldren made. It was a
revelat�on of the he�ghts of ex�stence that were atta�ned �n the world
above. It was the f�nest th�ng yet that he had seen �n th�s small
gl�mpse of that world. He was moved deeply by apprec�at�on of �t,
and h�s heart was melt�ng w�th sympathet�c tenderness. He had
starved for love all h�s l�fe. H�s nature craved love. It was an organ�c
demand of h�s be�ng. Yet he had gone w�thout, and hardened h�mself



�n the process. He had not known that he needed love. Nor d�d he
know �t now. He merely saw �t �n operat�on, and thr�lled to �t, and
thought �t f�ne, and h�gh, and splend�d.

He was glad that Mr. Morse was not there. It was d�ff�cult enough
gett�ng acqua�nted w�th her, and her mother, and her brother,
Norman. Arthur he already knew somewhat. The father would have
been too much for h�m, he felt sure. It seemed to h�m that he had
never worked so hard �n h�s l�fe. The severest to�l was ch�ld’s play
compared w�th th�s. T�ny nodules of mo�sture stood out on h�s
forehead, and h�s sh�rt was wet w�th sweat from the exert�on of do�ng
so many unaccustomed th�ngs at once. He had to eat as he had
never eaten before, to handle strange tools, to glance surrept�t�ously
about and learn how to accompl�sh each new th�ng, to rece�ve the
flood of �mpress�ons that was pour�ng �n upon h�m and be�ng
mentally annotated and class�f�ed; to be consc�ous of a yearn�ng for
her that perturbed h�m �n the form of a dull, ach�ng restlessness; to
feel the prod of des�re to w�n to the walk �n l�fe whereon she trod, and
to have h�s m�nd ever and aga�n stray�ng off �n speculat�on and
vague plans of how to reach to her. Also, when h�s secret glance
went across to Norman oppos�te h�m, or to any one else, to ascerta�n
just what kn�fe or fork was to be used �n any part�cular occas�on, that
person’s features were se�zed upon by h�s m�nd, wh�ch automat�cally
strove to appra�se them and to d�v�ne what they were—all �n relat�on
to her. Then he had to talk, to hear what was sa�d to h�m and what
was sa�d back and forth, and to answer, when �t was necessary, w�th
a tongue prone to looseness of speech that requ�red a constant curb.
And to add confus�on to confus�on, there was the servant, an
unceas�ng menace, that appeared no�selessly at h�s shoulder, a d�re
Sph�nx that propounded puzzles and conundrums demand�ng
�nstantaneous solut�on. He was oppressed throughout the meal by
the thought of f�nger-bowls. Irrelevantly, �ns�stently, scores of t�mes,
he wondered when they would come on and what they looked l�ke.
He had heard of such th�ngs, and now, sooner or later, somewhere �n
the next few m�nutes, he would see them, s�t at table w�th exalted
be�ngs who used them—ay, and he would use them h�mself. And
most �mportant of all, far down and yet always at the surface of h�s
thought, was the problem of how he should comport h�mself toward



these persons. What should h�s att�tude be? He wrestled cont�nually
and anx�ously w�th the problem. There were cowardly suggest�ons
that he should make bel�eve, assume a part; and there were st�ll
more cowardly suggest�ons that warned h�m he would fa�l �n such
course, that h�s nature was not f�tted to l�ve up to �t, and that he
would make a fool of h�mself.

It was dur�ng the f�rst part of the d�nner, struggl�ng to dec�de upon
h�s att�tude, that he was very qu�et. He d�d not know that h�s
qu�etness was g�v�ng the l�e to Arthur’s words of the day before,
when that brother of hers had announced that he was go�ng to br�ng
a w�ld man home to d�nner and for them not to be alarmed, because
they would f�nd h�m an �nterest�ng w�ld man. Mart�n Eden could not
have found �t �n h�m, just then, to bel�eve that her brother could be
gu�lty of such treachery—espec�ally when he had been the means of
gett�ng th�s part�cular brother out of an unpleasant row. So he sat at
table, perturbed by h�s own unf�tness and at the same t�me charmed
by all that went on about h�m. For the f�rst t�me he real�zed that
eat�ng was someth�ng more than a ut�l�tar�an funct�on. He was
unaware of what he ate. It was merely food. He was feast�ng h�s love
of beauty at th�s table where eat�ng was an aesthet�c funct�on. It was
an �ntellectual funct�on, too. H�s m�nd was st�rred. He heard words
spoken that were mean�ngless to h�m, and other words that he had
seen only �n books and that no man or woman he had known was of
large enough mental cal�ber to pronounce. When he heard such
words dropp�ng carelessly from the l�ps of the members of th�s
marvellous fam�ly, her fam�ly, he thr�lled w�th del�ght. The romance,
and beauty, and h�gh v�gor of the books were com�ng true. He was �n
that rare and bl�ssful state where�n a man sees h�s dreams stalk out
from the crann�es of fantasy and become fact.

Never had he been at such an alt�tude of l�v�ng, and he kept
h�mself �n the background, l�sten�ng, observ�ng, and pleasur�ng,
reply�ng �n ret�cent monosyllables, say�ng, “Yes, m�ss,” and “No,
m�ss,” to her, and “Yes, ma’am,” and “No, ma’am,” to her mother. He
curbed the �mpulse, ar�s�ng out of h�s sea-tra�n�ng, to say “Yes, s�r,”
and “No, s�r,” to her brothers. He felt that �t would be �nappropr�ate
and a confess�on of �nfer�or�ty on h�s part—wh�ch would never do �f
he was to w�n to her. Also, �t was a d�ctate of h�s pr�de. “By God!” he



cr�ed to h�mself, once; “I’m just as good as them, and �f they do know
lots that I don’t, I could learn ’m a few myself, all the same!” And the
next moment, when she or her mother addressed h�m as “Mr. Eden,”
h�s aggress�ve pr�de was forgotten, and he was glow�ng and warm
w�th del�ght. He was a c�v�l�zed man, that was what he was, shoulder
to shoulder, at d�nner, w�th people he had read about �n books. He
was �n the books h�mself, adventur�ng through the pr�nted pages of
bound volumes.

But wh�le he bel�ed Arthur’s descr�pt�on, and appeared a gentle
lamb rather than a w�ld man, he was rack�ng h�s bra�ns for a course
of act�on. He was no gentle lamb, and the part of second f�ddle
would never do for the h�gh-p�tched dom�nance of h�s nature. He
talked only when he had to, and then h�s speech was l�ke h�s walk to
the table, f�lled w�th jerks and halts as he groped �n h�s polyglot
vocabulary for words, debat�ng over words he knew were f�t but
wh�ch he feared he could not pronounce, reject�ng other words he
knew would not be understood or would be raw and harsh. But all
the t�me he was oppressed by the consc�ousness that th�s
carefulness of d�ct�on was mak�ng a booby of h�m, prevent�ng h�m
from express�ng what he had �n h�m. Also, h�s love of freedom
chafed aga�nst the restr�ct�on �n much the same way h�s neck chafed
aga�nst the starched fetter of a collar. Bes�des, he was conf�dent that
he could not keep �t up. He was by nature powerful of thought and
sens�b�l�ty, and the creat�ve sp�r�t was rest�ve and urgent. He was
sw�ftly mastered by the concept or sensat�on �n h�m that struggled �n
b�rth-throes to rece�ve express�on and form, and then he forgot
h�mself and where he was, and the old words—the tools of speech
he knew—sl�pped out.

Once, he decl�ned someth�ng from the servant who �nterrupted
and pestered at h�s shoulder, and he sa�d, shortly and emphat�cally,
“Pow!”

On the �nstant those at the table were keyed up and expectant, the
servant was smugly pleased, and he was wallow�ng �n mort�f�cat�on.
But he recovered h�mself qu�ckly.

“It’s the Kanaka for ‘f�n�sh,’” he expla�ned, “and �t just come out
naturally. It’s spelt p-a-u.”



He caught her cur�ous and speculat�ve eyes f�xed on h�s hands,
and, be�ng �n explanatory mood, he sa�d:-

“I just come down the Coast on one of the Pac�f�c ma�l steamers.
She was beh�nd t�me, an’ around the Puget Sound ports we worked
l�ke n�ggers, stor�ng cargo—m�xed fre�ght, �f you know what that
means. That’s how the sk�n got knocked off.”

“Oh, �t wasn’t that,” she hastened to expla�n, �n turn. “Your hands
seemed too small for your body.”

H�s cheeks were hot. He took �t as an exposure of another of h�s
def�c�enc�es.

“Yes,” he sa�d deprec�at�ngly. “They a�n’t b�g enough to stand the
stra�n. I can h�t l�ke a mule w�th my arms and shoulders. They are too
strong, an’ when I smash a man on the jaw the hands get smashed,
too.”

He was not happy at what he had sa�d. He was f�lled w�th d�sgust
at h�mself. He had loosed the guard upon h�s tongue and talked
about th�ngs that were not n�ce.

“It was brave of you to help Arthur the way you d�d—and you a
stranger,” she sa�d tactfully, aware of h�s d�scomf�ture though not of
the reason for �t.

He, �n turn, real�zed what she had done, and �n the consequent
warm surge of gratefulness that overwhelmed h�m forgot h�s loose-
worded tongue.

“It wasn’t noth�n’ at all,” he sa�d. “Any guy ’ud do �t for another.
That bunch of hoodlums was look�n’ for trouble, an’ Arthur wasn’t
bother�n’ ’em none. They butted �n on ’m, an’ then I butted �n on them
an’ poked a few. That’s where some of the sk�n off my hands went,
along w�th some of the teeth of the gang. I wouldn’t ’a’ m�ssed �t for
anyth�ng. When I seen—”

He paused, open-mouthed, on the verge of the p�t of h�s own
deprav�ty and utter worthlessness to breathe the same a�r she d�d.
And wh�le Arthur took up the tale, for the twent�eth t�me, of h�s
adventure w�th the drunken hoodlums on the ferry-boat and of how
Mart�n Eden had rushed �n and rescued h�m, that �nd�v�dual, w�th
frown�ng brows, med�tated upon the fool he had made of h�mself,



and wrestled more determ�nedly w�th the problem of how he should
conduct h�mself toward these people. He certa�nly had not
succeeded so far. He wasn’t of the�r tr�be, and he couldn’t talk the�r
l�ngo, was the way he put �t to h�mself. He couldn’t fake be�ng the�r
k�nd. The masquerade would fa�l, and bes�des, masquerade was
fore�gn to h�s nature. There was no room �n h�m for sham or art�f�ce.
Whatever happened, he must be real. He couldn’t talk the�r talk just
yet, though �n t�me he would. Upon that he was resolved. But �n the
meant�me, talk he must, and �t must be h�s own talk, toned down, of
course, so as to be comprehens�ble to them and so as not to shock
them too much. And furthermore, he wouldn’t cla�m, not even by tac�t
acceptance, to be fam�l�ar w�th anyth�ng that was unfam�l�ar. In
pursuance of th�s dec�s�on, when the two brothers, talk�ng un�vers�ty
shop, had used “tr�g” several t�mes, Mart�n Eden demanded:-

“What �s tr�g?”
“Tr�gnometry,” Norman sa�d; “a h�gher form of math.”
“And what �s math?” was the next quest�on, wh�ch, somehow,

brought the laugh on Norman.
“Mathemat�cs, ar�thmet�c,” was the answer.
Mart�n Eden nodded. He had caught a gl�mpse of the apparently

�ll�m�table v�stas of knowledge. What he saw took on tang�b�l�ty. H�s
abnormal power of v�s�on made abstract�ons take on concrete form.
In the alchemy of h�s bra�n, tr�gonometry and mathemat�cs and the
whole f�eld of knowledge wh�ch they betokened were transmuted �nto
so much landscape. The v�stas he saw were v�stas of green fol�age
and forest glades, all softly lum�nous or shot through w�th flash�ng
l�ghts. In the d�stance, deta�l was ve�led and blurred by a purple
haze, but beh�nd th�s purple haze, he knew, was the glamour of the
unknown, the lure of romance. It was l�ke w�ne to h�m. Here was
adventure, someth�ng to do w�th head and hand, a world to conquer
—and stra�ghtway from the back of h�s consc�ousness rushed the
thought, conquer�ng, to w�n to her, that l�ly-pale sp�r�t s�tt�ng bes�de
h�m.

The gl�mmer�ng v�s�on was rent asunder and d�ss�pated by Arthur,
who, all even�ng, had been try�ng to draw h�s w�ld man out. Mart�n
Eden remembered h�s dec�s�on. For the f�rst t�me he became h�mself,



consc�ously and del�berately at f�rst, but soon lost �n the joy of
creat�ng �n mak�ng l�fe as he knew �t appear before h�s l�steners’
eyes. He had been a member of the crew of the smuggl�ng schooner
Halcyon when she was captured by a revenue cutter. He saw w�th
w�de eyes, and he could tell what he saw. He brought the puls�ng
sea before them, and the men and the sh�ps upon the sea. He
commun�cated h�s power of v�s�on, t�ll they saw w�th h�s eyes what he
had seen. He selected from the vast mass of deta�l w�th an art�st’s
touch, draw�ng p�ctures of l�fe that glowed and burned w�th l�ght and
color, �nject�ng movement so that h�s l�steners surged along w�th h�m
on the flood of rough eloquence, enthus�asm, and power. At t�mes he
shocked them w�th the v�v�dness of the narrat�ve and h�s terms of
speech, but beauty always followed fast upon the heels of v�olence,
and tragedy was rel�eved by humor, by �nterpretat�ons of the strange
tw�sts and qu�rks of sa�lors’ m�nds.

And wh�le he talked, the g�rl looked at h�m w�th startled eyes. H�s
f�re warmed her. She wondered �f she had been cold all her days.
She wanted to lean toward th�s burn�ng, blaz�ng man that was l�ke a
volcano spout�ng forth strength, robustness, and health. She felt that
she must lean toward h�m, and res�sted by an effort. Then, too, there
was the counter �mpulse to shr�nk away from h�m. She was repelled
by those lacerated hands, gr�med by to�l so that the very d�rt of l�fe
was �ngra�ned �n the flesh �tself, by that red chafe of the collar and
those bulg�ng muscles. H�s roughness fr�ghtened her; each
roughness of speech was an �nsult to her ear, each rough phase of
h�s l�fe an �nsult to her soul. And ever and aga�n would come the
draw of h�m, t�ll she thought he must be ev�l to have such power over
her. All that was most f�rmly establ�shed �n her m�nd was rock�ng. H�s
romance and adventure were batter�ng at the convent�ons. Before
h�s fac�le per�ls and ready laugh, l�fe was no longer an affa�r of
ser�ous effort and restra�nt, but a toy, to be played w�th and turned
topsy-turvy, carelessly to be l�ved and pleasured �n, and carelessly to
be flung as�de. “Therefore, play!” was the cry that rang through her.
“Lean toward h�m, �f so you w�ll, and place your two hands upon h�s
neck!” She wanted to cry out at the recklessness of the thought, and
�n va�n she appra�sed her own cleanness and culture and balanced
all that she was aga�nst what he was not. She glanced about her and



saw the others gaz�ng at h�m w�th rapt attent�on; and she would have
despa�red had not she seen horror �n her mother’s eyes—fasc�nated
horror, �t was true, but none the less horror. Th�s man from outer
darkness was ev�l. Her mother saw �t, and her mother was r�ght. She
would trust her mother’s judgment �n th�s as she had always trusted
�t �n all th�ngs. The f�re of h�m was no longer warm, and the fear of
h�m was no longer po�gnant.

Later, at the p�ano, she played for h�m, and at h�m, aggress�vely,
w�th the vague �ntent of emphas�z�ng the �mpassableness of the gulf
that separated them. Her mus�c was a club that she swung brutally
upon h�s head; and though �t stunned h�m and crushed h�m down, �t
�nc�ted h�m. He gazed upon her �n awe. In h�s m�nd, as �n her own,
the gulf w�dened; but faster than �t w�dened, towered h�s amb�t�on to
w�n across �t. But he was too compl�cated a plexus of sens�b�l�t�es to
s�t star�ng at a gulf a whole even�ng, espec�ally when there was
mus�c. He was remarkably suscept�ble to mus�c. It was l�ke strong
dr�nk, f�r�ng h�m to audac�t�es of feel�ng,—a drug that la�d hold of h�s
�mag�nat�on and went cloud-soar�ng through the sky. It ban�shed
sord�d fact, flooded h�s m�nd w�th beauty, loosed romance and to �ts
heels added w�ngs. He d�d not understand the mus�c she played. It
was d�fferent from the dance-hall p�ano-bang�ng and blatant brass
bands he had heard. But he had caught h�nts of such mus�c from the
books, and he accepted her play�ng largely on fa�th, pat�ently wa�t�ng,
at f�rst, for the l�lt�ng measures of pronounced and s�mple rhythm,
puzzled because those measures were not long cont�nued. Just as
he caught the sw�ng of them and started, h�s �mag�nat�on attuned �n
fl�ght, always they van�shed away �n a chaot�c scramble of sounds
that was mean�ngless to h�m, and that dropped h�s �mag�nat�on, an
�nert we�ght, back to earth.

Once, �t entered h�s m�nd that there was a del�berate rebuff �n all
th�s. He caught her sp�r�t of antagon�sm and strove to d�v�ne the
message that her hands pronounced upon the keys. Then he
d�sm�ssed the thought as unworthy and �mposs�ble, and y�elded
h�mself more freely to the mus�c. The old del�ghtful cond�t�on began
to be �nduced. H�s feet were no longer clay, and h�s flesh became
sp�r�t; before h�s eyes and beh�nd h�s eyes shone a great glory; and
then the scene before h�m van�shed and he was away, rock�ng over



the world that was to h�m a very dear world. The known and the
unknown were comm�ngled �n the dream-pageant that thronged h�s
v�s�on. He entered strange ports of sun-washed lands, and trod
market-places among barbar�c peoples that no man had ever seen.
The scent of the sp�ce �slands was �n h�s nostr�ls as he had known �t
on warm, breathless n�ghts at sea, or he beat up aga�nst the
southeast trades through long trop�c days, s�nk�ng palm-tufted coral
�slets �n the turquo�se sea beh�nd and l�ft�ng palm-tufted coral �slets �n
the turquo�se sea ahead. Sw�ft as thought the p�ctures came and
went. One �nstant he was astr�de a broncho and fly�ng through the
fa�ry-colored Pa�nted Desert country; the next �nstant he was gaz�ng
down through sh�mmer�ng heat �nto the wh�ted sepulchre of Death
Valley, or pull�ng an oar on a freez�ng ocean where great �ce �slands
towered and gl�stened �n the sun. He lay on a coral beach where the
cocoanuts grew down to the mellow-sound�ng surf. The hulk of an
anc�ent wreck burned w�th blue f�res, �n the l�ght of wh�ch danced the
hula dancers to the barbar�c love-calls of the s�ngers, who chanted to
t�nkl�ng ukuleles and rumbl�ng tom-toms. It was a sensuous, trop�c
n�ght. In the background a volcano crater was s�lhouetted aga�nst the
stars. Overhead dr�fted a pale crescent moon, and the Southern
Cross burned low �n the sky.

He was a harp; all l�fe that he had known and that was h�s
consc�ousness was the str�ngs; and the flood of mus�c was a w�nd
that poured aga�nst those str�ngs and set them v�brat�ng w�th
memor�es and dreams. He d�d not merely feel. Sensat�on �nvested
�tself �n form and color and rad�ance, and what h�s �mag�nat�on dared,
�t object�f�ed �n some subl�mated and mag�c way. Past, present, and
future m�ngled; and he went on osc�llat�ng across the broad, warm
world, through h�gh adventure and noble deeds to Her—ay, and w�th
her, w�nn�ng her, h�s arm about her, and carry�ng her on �n fl�ght
through the empery of h�s m�nd.

And she, glanc�ng at h�m across her shoulder, saw someth�ng of
all th�s �n h�s face. It was a transf�gured face, w�th great sh�n�ng eyes
that gazed beyond the ve�l of sound and saw beh�nd �t the leap and
pulse of l�fe and the g�gant�c phantoms of the sp�r�t. She was startled.
The raw, stumbl�ng lout was gone. The �ll-f�tt�ng clothes, battered
hands, and sunburned face rema�ned; but these seemed the pr�son-



bars through wh�ch she saw a great soul look�ng forth, �nart�culate
and dumb because of those feeble l�ps that would not g�ve �t speech.
Only for a flash�ng moment d�d she see th�s, then she saw the lout
returned, and she laughed at the wh�m of her fancy. But the
�mpress�on of that fleet�ng gl�mpse l�ngered, and when the t�me came
for h�m to beat a stumbl�ng retreat and go, she lent h�m the volume of
Sw�nburne, and another of Brown�ng—she was study�ng Brown�ng �n
one of her Engl�sh courses. He seemed such a boy, as he stood
blush�ng and stammer�ng h�s thanks, that a wave of p�ty, maternal �n
�ts prompt�ng, welled up �n her. She d�d not remember the lout, nor
the �mpr�soned soul, nor the man who had stared at her �n all
mascul�neness and del�ghted and fr�ghtened her. She saw before her
only a boy, who was shak�ng her hand w�th a hand so calloused that
�t felt l�ke a nutmeg-grater and rasped her sk�n, and who was say�ng
jerk�ly:-

“The greatest t�me of my l�fe. You see, I a�n’t used to th�ngs. . . ” He
looked about h�m helplessly. “To people and houses l�ke th�s. It’s all
new to me, and I l�ke �t.”

“I hope you’ll call aga�n,” she sa�d, as he was say�ng good n�ght to
her brothers.

He pulled on h�s cap, lurched desperately through the doorway,
and was gone.

“Well, what do you th�nk of h�m?” Arthur demanded.
“He �s most �nterest�ng, a wh�ff of ozone,” she answered. “How old

�s he?”
“Twenty—almost twenty-one. I asked h�m th�s afternoon. I d�dn’t

th�nk he was that young.”
And I am three years older, was the thought �n her m�nd as she

k�ssed her brothers goodn�ght.



CHAPTER III.

As Mart�n Eden went down the steps, h�s hand dropped �nto h�s
coat pocket. It came out w�th a brown r�ce paper and a p�nch of
Mex�can tobacco, wh�ch were deftly rolled together �nto a c�garette.
He drew the f�rst wh�ff of smoke deep �nto h�s lungs and expelled �t �n
a long and l�nger�ng exhalat�on. “By God!” he sa�d aloud, �n a vo�ce of
awe and wonder. “By God!” he repeated. And yet aga�n he
murmured, “By God!” Then h�s hand went to h�s collar, wh�ch he
r�pped out of the sh�rt and stuffed �nto h�s pocket. A cold dr�zzle was
fall�ng, but he bared h�s head to �t and unbuttoned h�s vest, sw�ng�ng
along �n splend�d unconcern. He was only d�mly aware that �t was
ra�n�ng. He was �n an ecstasy, dream�ng dreams and reconstruct�ng
the scenes just past.

He had met the woman at last—the woman that he had thought
l�ttle about, not be�ng g�ven to th�nk�ng about women, but whom he
had expected, �n a remote way, he would somet�me meet. He had
sat next to her at table. He had felt her hand �n h�s, he had looked
�nto her eyes and caught a v�s�on of a beaut�ful sp�r�t;—but no more
beaut�ful than the eyes through wh�ch �t shone, nor than the flesh
that gave �t express�on and form. He d�d not th�nk of her flesh as
flesh,—wh�ch was new to h�m; for of the women he had known that
was the only way he thought. Her flesh was somehow d�fferent. He
d�d not conce�ve of her body as a body, subject to the �lls and fra�lt�es
of bod�es. Her body was more than the garb of her sp�r�t. It was an
emanat�on of her sp�r�t, a pure and grac�ous crystall�zat�on of her
d�v�ne essence. Th�s feel�ng of the d�v�ne startled h�m. It shocked h�m
from h�s dreams to sober thought. No word, no clew, no h�nt, of the
d�v�ne had ever reached h�m before. He had never bel�eved �n the
d�v�ne. He had always been �rrel�g�ous, scoff�ng good-naturedly at the



sky-p�lots and the�r �mmortal�ty of the soul. There was no l�fe beyond,
he had contended; �t was here and now, then darkness everlast�ng.
But what he had seen �n her eyes was soul—�mmortal soul that
could never d�e. No man he had known, nor any woman, had g�ven
h�m the message of �mmortal�ty. But she had. She had wh�spered �t
to h�m the f�rst moment she looked at h�m. Her face sh�mmered
before h�s eyes as he walked along,—pale and ser�ous, sweet and
sens�t�ve, sm�l�ng w�th p�ty and tenderness as only a sp�r�t could
sm�le, and pure as he had never dreamed pur�ty could be. Her pur�ty
smote h�m l�ke a blow. It startled h�m. He had known good and bad;
but pur�ty, as an attr�bute of ex�stence, had never entered h�s m�nd.
And now, �n her, he conce�ved pur�ty to be the superlat�ve of
goodness and of cleanness, the sum of wh�ch const�tuted eternal l�fe.

And promptly urged h�s amb�t�on to grasp at eternal l�fe. He was
not f�t to carry water for her—he knew that; �t was a m�racle of luck
and a fantast�c stroke that had enabled h�m to see her and be w�th
her and talk w�th her that n�ght. It was acc�dental. There was no mer�t
�n �t. He d�d not deserve such fortune. H�s mood was essent�ally
rel�g�ous. He was humble and meek, f�lled w�th self-d�sparagement
and abasement. In such frame of m�nd s�nners come to the pen�tent
form. He was conv�cted of s�n. But as the meek and lowly at the
pen�tent form catch splend�d gl�mpses of the�r future lordly ex�stence,
so d�d he catch s�m�lar gl�mpses of the state he would ga�n to by
possess�ng her. But th�s possess�on of her was d�m and nebulous
and totally d�fferent from possess�on as he had known �t. Amb�t�on
soared on mad w�ngs, and he saw h�mself cl�mb�ng the he�ghts w�th
her, shar�ng thoughts w�th her, pleasur�ng �n beaut�ful and noble
th�ngs w�th her. It was a soul-possess�on he dreamed, ref�ned
beyond any grossness, a free comradesh�p of sp�r�t that he could not
put �nto def�n�te thought. He d�d not th�nk �t. For that matter, he d�d
not th�nk at all. Sensat�on usurped reason, and he was qu�ver�ng and
palp�tant w�th emot�ons he had never known, dr�ft�ng del�c�ously on a
sea of sens�b�l�ty where feel�ng �tself was exalted and sp�r�tual�zed
and carr�ed beyond the summ�ts of l�fe.

He staggered along l�ke a drunken man, murmur�ng fervently
aloud: “By God! By God!”



A pol�ceman on a street corner eyed h�m susp�c�ously, then noted
h�s sa�lor roll.

“Where d�d you get �t?” the pol�ceman demanded.
Mart�n Eden came back to earth. H�s was a flu�d organ�sm, sw�ftly

adjustable, capable of flow�ng �nto and f�ll�ng all sorts of nooks and
crann�es. W�th the pol�ceman’s ha�l he was �mmed�ately h�s ord�nary
self, grasp�ng the s�tuat�on clearly.

“It’s a beaut, a�n’t �t?” he laughed back. “I d�dn’t know I was talk�n’
out loud.”

“You’ll be s�ng�ng next,” was the pol�ceman’s d�agnos�s.
“No, I won’t. G�mme a match an’ I’ll catch the next car home.”
He l�ghted h�s c�garette, sa�d good n�ght, and went on. “Now

wouldn’t that rattle you?” he ejaculated under h�s breath. “That
copper thought I was drunk.” He sm�led to h�mself and med�tated. “I
guess I was,” he added; “but I d�dn’t th�nk a woman’s face’d do �t.”

He caught a Telegraph Avenue car that was go�ng to Berkeley. It
was crowded w�th youths and young men who were s�ng�ng songs
and ever and aga�n bark�ng out college yells. He stud�ed them
cur�ously. They were un�vers�ty boys. They went to the same
un�vers�ty that she d�d, were �n her class soc�ally, could know her,
could see her every day �f they wanted to. He wondered that they d�d
not want to, that they had been out hav�ng a good t�me �nstead of
be�ng w�th her that even�ng, talk�ng w�th her, s�tt�ng around her �n a
worsh�pful and ador�ng c�rcle. H�s thoughts wandered on. He not�ced
one w�th narrow-sl�tted eyes and a loose-l�pped mouth. That fellow
was v�c�ous, he dec�ded. On sh�pboard he would be a sneak, a
wh�ner, a tattler. He, Mart�n Eden, was a better man than that fellow.
The thought cheered h�m. It seemed to draw h�m nearer to Her. He
began compar�ng h�mself w�th the students. He grew consc�ous of
the muscled mechan�sm of h�s body and felt conf�dent that he was
phys�cally the�r master. But the�r heads were f�lled w�th knowledge
that enabled them to talk her talk,—the thought depressed h�m. But
what was a bra�n for? he demanded pass�onately. What they had
done, he could do. They had been study�ng about l�fe from the books
wh�le he had been busy l�v�ng l�fe. H�s bra�n was just as full of
knowledge as the�rs, though �t was a d�fferent k�nd of knowledge.



How many of them could t�e a lanyard knot, or take a wheel or a
lookout? H�s l�fe spread out before h�m �n a ser�es of p�ctures of
danger and dar�ng, hardsh�p and to�l. He remembered h�s fa�lures
and scrapes �n the process of learn�ng. He was that much to the
good, anyway. Later on they would have to beg�n l�v�ng l�fe and go�ng
through the m�ll as he had gone. Very well. Wh�le they were busy
w�th that, he could be learn�ng the other s�de of l�fe from the books.

As the car crossed the zone of scattered dwell�ngs that separated
Oakland from Berkeley, he kept a lookout for a fam�l�ar, two-story
bu�ld�ng along the front of wh�ch ran the proud s�gn,
HIGGINBOTHAM’S CASH STORE. Mart�n Eden got off at th�s
corner. He stared up for a moment at the s�gn. It carr�ed a message
to h�m beyond �ts mere word�ng. A personal�ty of smallness and
egot�sm and petty underhandedness seemed to emanate from the
letters themselves. Bernard H�gg�nbotham had marr�ed h�s s�ster,
and he knew h�m well. He let h�mself �n w�th a latch-key and cl�mbed
the sta�rs to the second floor. Here l�ved h�s brother-�n-law. The
grocery was below. There was a smell of stale vegetables �n the a�r.
As he groped h�s way across the hall he stumbled over a toy-cart,
left there by one of h�s numerous nephews and n�eces, and brought
up aga�nst a door w�th a resound�ng bang. “The p�ncher,” was h�s
thought; “too m�serly to burn two cents’ worth of gas and save h�s
boarders’ necks.”

He fumbled for the knob and entered a l�ghted room, where sat h�s
s�ster and Bernard H�gg�nbotham. She was patch�ng a pa�r of h�s
trousers, wh�le h�s lean body was d�str�buted over two cha�rs, h�s feet
dangl�ng �n d�lap�dated carpet-sl�ppers over the edge of the second
cha�r. He glanced across the top of the paper he was read�ng,
show�ng a pa�r of dark, �ns�ncere, sharp-star�ng eyes. Mart�n Eden
never looked at h�m w�thout exper�enc�ng a sense of repuls�on. What
h�s s�ster had seen �n the man was beyond h�m. The other affected
h�m as so much verm�n, and always aroused �n h�m an �mpulse to
crush h�m under h�s foot. “Some day I’ll beat the face off of h�m,” was
the way he often consoled h�mself for endur�ng the man’s ex�stence.
The eyes, weasel-l�ke and cruel, were look�ng at h�m compla�n�ngly.

“Well,” Mart�n demanded. “Out w�th �t.”



“I had that door pa�nted only last week,” Mr. H�gg�nbotham half
wh�ned, half bull�ed; “and you know what un�on wages are. You
should be more careful.”

Mart�n had �ntended to reply, but he was struck by the
hopelessness of �t. He gazed across the monstrous sord�dness of
soul to a chromo on the wall. It surpr�sed h�m. He had always l�ked �t,
but �t seemed that now he was see�ng �t for the f�rst t�me. It was
cheap, that was what �t was, l�ke everyth�ng else �n th�s house. H�s
m�nd went back to the house he had just left, and he saw, f�rst, the
pa�nt�ngs, and next, Her, look�ng at h�m w�th melt�ng sweetness as
she shook h�s hand at leav�ng. He forgot where he was and Bernard
H�gg�nbotham’s ex�stence, t�ll that gentleman demanded:-

“Seen a ghost?”
Mart�n came back and looked at the beady eyes, sneer�ng,

truculent, cowardly, and there leaped �nto h�s v�s�on, as on a screen,
the same eyes when the�r owner was mak�ng a sale �n the store
below—subserv�ent eyes, smug, and o�ly, and flatter�ng.

“Yes,” Mart�n answered. “I seen a ghost. Good n�ght. Good n�ght,
Gertrude.”

He started to leave the room, tr�pp�ng over a loose seam �n the
slatternly carpet.

“Don’t bang the door,” Mr. H�gg�nbotham caut�oned h�m.
He felt the blood crawl �n h�s ve�ns, but controlled h�mself and

closed the door softly beh�nd h�m.
Mr. H�gg�nbotham looked at h�s w�fe exultantly.
“He’s ben dr�nk�n’,” he procla�med �n a hoarse wh�sper. “I told you

he would.”
She nodded her head res�gnedly.
“H�s eyes was pretty sh�ny,” she confessed; “and he d�dn’t have no

collar, though he went away w�th one. But mebbe he d�dn’t have
more’n a couple of glasses.”

“He couldn’t stand up stra�ght,” asserted her husband. “I watched
h�m. He couldn’t walk across the floor w�thout stumbl�n’. You heard
’m yourself almost fall down �n the hall.”



“I th�nk �t was over Al�ce’s cart,” she sa�d. “He couldn’t see �t �n the
dark.”

Mr. H�gg�nbotham’s vo�ce and wrath began to r�se. All day he
effaced h�mself �n the store, reserv�ng for the even�ng, w�th h�s fam�ly,
the pr�v�lege of be�ng h�mself.

“I tell you that prec�ous brother of yours was drunk.”
H�s vo�ce was cold, sharp, and f�nal, h�s l�ps stamp�ng the

enunc�at�on of each word l�ke the d�e of a mach�ne. H�s w�fe s�ghed
and rema�ned s�lent. She was a large, stout woman, always dressed
slatternly and always t�red from the burdens of her flesh, her work,
and her husband.

“He’s got �t �n h�m, I tell you, from h�s father,” Mr. H�gg�nbotham
went on accus�ngly. “An’ he’ll croak �n the gutter the same way. You
know that.”

She nodded, s�ghed, and went on st�tch�ng. They were agreed that
Mart�n had come home drunk. They d�d not have �t �n the�r souls to
know beauty, or they would have known that those sh�n�ng eyes and
that glow�ng face betokened youth’s f�rst v�s�on of love.

“Sett�n’ a f�ne example to the ch�ldren,” Mr. H�gg�nbotham snorted,
suddenly, �n the s�lence for wh�ch h�s w�fe was respons�ble and wh�ch
he resented. Somet�mes he almost w�shed she would oppose h�m
more. “If he does �t aga�n, he’s got to get out. Understand! I won’t put
up w�th h�s sh�nan�gan—debotch�n’ �nnocent ch�ldren w�th h�s
booz�ng.” Mr. H�gg�nbotham l�ked the word, wh�ch was a new one �n
h�s vocabulary, recently gleaned from a newspaper column. “That’s
what �t �s, debotch�n’—there a�n’t no other name for �t.”

St�ll h�s w�fe s�ghed, shook her head sorrowfully, and st�tched on.
Mr. H�gg�nbotham resumed the newspaper.

“Has he pa�d last week’s board?” he shot across the top of the
newspaper.

She nodded, then added, “He st�ll has some money.”
“When �s he go�n’ to sea aga�n?”
“When h�s pay-day’s spent, I guess,” she answered. “He was over

to San Franc�sco yesterday look�ng for a sh�p. But he’s got money,
yet, an’ he’s part�cular about the k�nd of sh�p he s�gns for.”



“It’s not for a deck-swab l�ke h�m to put on a�rs,” Mr. H�gg�nbotham
snorted. “Part�cular! H�m!”

“He sa�d someth�ng about a schooner that’s gett�n’ ready to go off
to some outland�sh place to look for bur�ed treasure, that he’d sa�l on
her �f h�s money held out.”

“If he only wanted to steady down, I’d g�ve h�m a job dr�v�n’ the
wagon,” her husband sa�d, but w�th no trace of benevolence �n h�s
vo�ce. “Tom’s qu�t.”

H�s w�fe looked alarm and �nterrogat�on.
“Qu�t to-n�ght. Is go�n’ to work for Carruthers. They pa�d ’m more’n

I could afford.”
“I told you you’d lose ’m,” she cr�ed out. “He was worth more’n you

was g�v�ng h�m.”
“Now look here, old woman,” H�gg�nbotham bull�ed, “for the

thousandth t�me I’ve told you to keep your nose out of the bus�ness. I
won’t tell you aga�n.”

“I don’t care,” she sn�ffled. “Tom was a good boy.” Her husband
glared at her. Th�s was unqual�f�ed def�ance.

“If that brother of yours was worth h�s salt, he could take the
wagon,” he snorted.

“He pays h�s board, just the same,” was the retort. “An’ he’s my
brother, an’ so long as he don’t owe you money you’ve got no r�ght to
be jump�ng on h�m all the t�me. I’ve got some feel�ngs, �f I have been
marr�ed to you for seven years.”

“D�d you tell ’m you’d charge h�m for gas �f he goes on read�n’ �n
bed?” he demanded.

Mrs. H�gg�nbotham made no reply. Her revolt faded away, her sp�r�t
w�lt�ng down �nto her t�red flesh. Her husband was tr�umphant. He
had her. H�s eyes snapped v�nd�ct�vely, wh�le h�s ears joyed �n the
sn�ffles she em�tted. He extracted great happ�ness from squelch�ng
her, and she squelched eas�ly these days, though �t had been
d�fferent �n the f�rst years of the�r marr�ed l�fe, before the brood of
ch�ldren and h�s �ncessant nagg�ng had sapped her energy.



“Well, you tell ’m to-morrow, that’s all,” he sa�d. “An’ I just want to
tell you, before I forget �t, that you’d better send for Mar�an to-morrow
to take care of the ch�ldren. W�th Tom qu�t, I’ll have to be out on the
wagon, an’ you can make up your m�nd to �t to be down below wa�t�n’
on the counter.”

“But to-morrow’s wash day,” she objected weakly.
“Get up early, then, an’ do �t f�rst. I won’t start out t�ll ten o’clock.”
He cr�nkled the paper v�c�ously and resumed h�s read�ng.



CHAPTER IV.

Mart�n Eden, w�th blood st�ll crawl�ng from contact w�th h�s brother-
�n-law, felt h�s way along the unl�ghted back hall and entered h�s
room, a t�ny cubbyhole w�th space for a bed, a wash-stand, and one
cha�r. Mr. H�gg�nbotham was too thr�fty to keep a servant when h�s
w�fe could do the work. Bes�des, the servant’s room enabled them to
take �n two boarders �nstead of one. Mart�n placed the Sw�nburne
and Brown�ng on the cha�r, took off h�s coat, and sat down on the
bed. A screech�ng of asthmat�c spr�ngs greeted the we�ght of h�s
body, but he d�d not not�ce them. He started to take off h�s shoes, but
fell to star�ng at the wh�te plaster wall oppos�te h�m, broken by long
streaks of d�rty brown where ra�n had leaked through the roof. On
th�s befouled background v�s�ons began to flow and burn. He forgot
h�s shoes and stared long, t�ll h�s l�ps began to move and he
murmured, “Ruth.”

“Ruth.” He had not thought a s�mple sound could be so beaut�ful. It
del�ghted h�s ear, and he grew �ntox�cated w�th the repet�t�on of �t.
“Ruth.” It was a tal�sman, a mag�c word to conjure w�th. Each t�me he
murmured �t, her face sh�mmered before h�m, suffus�ng the foul wall
w�th a golden rad�ance. Th�s rad�ance d�d not stop at the wall. It
extended on �nto �nf�n�ty, and through �ts golden depths h�s soul went
quest�ng after hers. The best that was �n h�m was out �n splend�d
flood. The very thought of her ennobled and pur�f�ed h�m, made h�m
better, and made h�m want to be better. Th�s was new to h�m. He had
never known women who had made h�m better. They had always
had the counter effect of mak�ng h�m beastly. He d�d not know that
many of them had done the�r best, bad as �t was. Never hav�ng been
consc�ous of h�mself, he d�d not know that he had that �n h�s be�ng
that drew love from women and wh�ch had been the cause of the�r



reach�ng out for h�s youth. Though they had often bothered h�m, he
had never bothered about them; and he would never have dreamed
that there were women who had been better because of h�m. Always
�n subl�me carelessness had he l�ved, t�ll now, and now �t seemed to
h�m that they had always reached out and dragged at h�m w�th v�le
hands. Th�s was not just to them, nor to h�mself. But he, who for the
f�rst t�me was becom�ng consc�ous of h�mself, was �n no cond�t�on to
judge, and he burned w�th shame as he stared at the v�s�on of h�s
�nfamy.

He got up abruptly and tr�ed to see h�mself �n the d�rty look�ng-
glass over the wash-stand. He passed a towel over �t and looked
aga�n, long and carefully. It was the f�rst t�me he had ever really seen
h�mself. H�s eyes were made for see�ng, but up to that moment they
had been f�lled w�th the ever chang�ng panorama of the world, at
wh�ch he had been too busy gaz�ng, ever to gaze at h�mself. He saw
the head and face of a young fellow of twenty, but, be�ng unused to
such appra�sement, he d�d not know how to value �t. Above a
square-domed forehead he saw a mop of brown ha�r, nut-brown, w�th
a wave to �t and h�nts of curls that were a del�ght to any woman,
mak�ng hands t�ngle to stroke �t and f�ngers t�ngle to pass caresses
through �t. But he passed �t by as w�thout mer�t, �n Her eyes, and
dwelt long and thoughtfully on the h�gh, square forehead,—str�v�ng to
penetrate �t and learn the qual�ty of �ts content. What k�nd of a bra�n
lay beh�nd there? was h�s �ns�stent �nterrogat�on. What was �t
capable of? How far would �t take h�m? Would �t take h�m to her?

He wondered �f there was soul �n those steel-gray eyes that were
often qu�te blue of color and that were strong w�th the br�ny a�rs of
the sun-washed deep. He wondered, also, how h�s eyes looked to
her. He tr�ed to �mag�ne h�mself she, gaz�ng �nto those eyes of h�s,
but fa�led �n the jugglery. He could successfully put h�mself �ns�de
other men’s m�nds, but they had to be men whose ways of l�fe he
knew. He d�d not know her way of l�fe. She was wonder and mystery,
and how could he guess one thought of hers? Well, they were
honest eyes, he concluded, and �n them was ne�ther smallness nor
meanness. The brown sunburn of h�s face surpr�sed h�m. He had not
dreamed he was so black. He rolled up h�s sh�rt-sleeve and
compared the wh�te unders�de of the arm w�th h�s face. Yes, he was



a wh�te man, after all. But the arms were sunburned, too. He tw�sted
h�s arm, rolled the b�ceps over w�th h�s other hand, and gazed
underneath where he was least touched by the sun. It was very
wh�te. He laughed at h�s bronzed face �n the glass at the thought that
�t was once as wh�te as the unders�de of h�s arm; nor d�d he dream
that �n the world there were few pale sp�r�ts of women who could
boast fa�rer or smoother sk�ns than he—fa�rer than where he had
escaped the ravages of the sun.

H�s m�ght have been a cherub’s mouth, had not the full, sensuous
l�ps a tr�ck, under stress, of draw�ng f�rmly across the teeth. At t�mes,
so t�ghtly d�d they draw, the mouth became stern and harsh, even
ascet�c. They were the l�ps of a f�ghter and of a lover. They could
taste the sweetness of l�fe w�th rel�sh, and they could put the
sweetness as�de and command l�fe. The ch�n and jaw, strong and
just h�nt�ng of square aggress�veness, helped the l�ps to command
l�fe. Strength balanced sensuousness and had upon �t a ton�c effect,
compell�ng h�m to love beauty that was healthy and mak�ng h�m
v�brate to sensat�ons that were wholesome. And between the l�ps
were teeth that had never known nor needed the dent�st’s care. They
were wh�te and strong and regular, he dec�ded, as he looked at
them. But as he looked, he began to be troubled. Somewhere,
stored away �n the recesses of h�s m�nd and vaguely remembered,
was the �mpress�on that there were people who washed the�r teeth
every day. They were the people from up above—people �n her
class. She must wash her teeth every day, too. What would she th�nk
�f she learned that he had never washed h�s teeth �n all the days of
h�s l�fe? He resolved to get a tooth-brush and form the hab�t. He
would beg�n at once, to-morrow. It was not by mere ach�evement that
he could hope to w�n to her. He must make a personal reform �n all
th�ngs, even to tooth-wash�ng and neck-gear, though a starched
collar affected h�m as a renunc�at�on of freedom.

He held up h�s hand, rubb�ng the ball of the thumb over the
calloused palm and gaz�ng at the d�rt that was �ngra�ned �n the flesh
�tself and wh�ch no brush could scrub away. How d�fferent was her
palm! He thr�lled del�c�ously at the remembrance. L�ke a rose-petal,
he thought; cool and soft as a snowflake. He had never thought that
a mere woman’s hand could be so sweetly soft. He caught h�mself



�mag�n�ng the wonder of a caress from such a hand, and flushed
gu�lt�ly. It was too gross a thought for her. In ways �t seemed to
�mpugn her h�gh sp�r�tual�ty. She was a pale, slender sp�r�t, exalted
far beyond the flesh; but nevertheless the softness of her palm
pers�sted �n h�s thoughts. He was used to the harsh callousness of
factory g�rls and work�ng women. Well he knew why the�r hands were
rough; but th�s hand of hers . . . It was soft because she had never
used �t to work w�th. The gulf yawned between her and h�m at the
awesome thought of a person who d�d not have to work for a l�v�ng.
He suddenly saw the ar�stocracy of the people who d�d not labor. It
towered before h�m on the wall, a f�gure �n brass, arrogant and
powerful. He had worked h�mself; h�s f�rst memor�es seemed
connected w�th work, and all h�s fam�ly had worked. There was
Gertrude. When her hands were not hard from the endless
housework, they were swollen and red l�ke bo�led beef, what of the
wash�ng. And there was h�s s�ster Mar�an. She had worked �n the
cannery the preced�ng summer, and her sl�m, pretty hands were all
scarred w�th the tomato-kn�ves. Bes�des, the t�ps of two of her f�ngers
had been left �n the cutt�ng mach�ne at the paper-box factory the
preced�ng w�nter. He remembered the hard palms of h�s mother as
she lay �n her coff�n. And h�s father had worked to the last fad�ng
gasp; the horned growth on h�s hands must have been half an �nch
th�ck when he d�ed. But Her hands were soft, and her mother’s
hands, and her brothers’. Th�s last came to h�m as a surpr�se; �t was
tremendously �nd�cat�ve of the h�ghness of the�r caste, of the
enormous d�stance that stretched between her and h�m.

He sat back on the bed w�th a b�tter laugh, and f�n�shed tak�ng off
h�s shoes. He was a fool; he had been made drunken by a woman’s
face and by a woman’s soft, wh�te hands. And then, suddenly, before
h�s eyes, on the foul plaster-wall appeared a v�s�on. He stood �n front
of a gloomy tenement house. It was n�ght-t�me, �n the East End of
London, and before h�m stood Margey, a l�ttle factory g�rl of f�fteen.
He had seen her home after the bean-feast. She l�ved �n that gloomy
tenement, a place not f�t for sw�ne. H�s hand was go�ng out to hers
as he sa�d good n�ght. She had put her l�ps up to be k�ssed, but he
wasn’t go�ng to k�ss her. Somehow he was afra�d of her. And then
her hand closed on h�s and pressed fever�shly. He felt her callouses



gr�nd and grate on h�s, and a great wave of p�ty welled over h�m. He
saw her yearn�ng, hungry eyes, and her �ll-fed female form wh�ch
had been rushed from ch�ldhood �nto a fr�ghtened and feroc�ous
matur�ty; then he put h�s arms about her �n large tolerance and
stooped and k�ssed her on the l�ps. Her glad l�ttle cry rang �n h�s
ears, and he felt her cl�ng�ng to h�m l�ke a cat. Poor l�ttle starvel�ng!
He cont�nued to stare at the v�s�on of what had happened �n the long
ago. H�s flesh was crawl�ng as �t had crawled that n�ght when she
clung to h�m, and h�s heart was warm w�th p�ty. It was a gray scene,
greasy gray, and the ra�n dr�zzled greas�ly on the pavement stones.
And then a rad�ant glory shone on the wall, and up through the other
v�s�on, d�splac�ng �t, gl�mmered Her pale face under �ts crown of
golden ha�r, remote and �naccess�ble as a star.

He took the Brown�ng and the Sw�nburne from the cha�r and
k�ssed them. Just the same, she told me to call aga�n, he thought.
He took another look at h�mself �n the glass, and sa�d aloud, w�th
great solemn�ty:-

“Mart�n Eden, the f�rst th�ng to-morrow you go to the free l�brary an’
read up on et�quette. Understand!”

He turned off the gas, and the spr�ngs shr�eked under h�s body.
“But you’ve got to qu�t cuss�n’, Mart�n, old boy; you’ve got to qu�t

cuss�n’,” he sa�d aloud.
Then he dozed off to sleep and to dream dreams that for madness

and audac�ty r�valled those of poppy-eaters.



CHAPTER V.

He awoke next morn�ng from rosy scenes of dream to a steamy
atmosphere that smelled of soapsuds and d�rty clothes, and that was
v�brant w�th the jar and jangle of tormented l�fe. As he came out of
h�s room he heard the slosh of water, a sharp exclamat�on, and a
resound�ng smack as h�s s�ster v�s�ted her �rr�tat�on upon one of her
numerous progeny. The squall of the ch�ld went through h�m l�ke a
kn�fe. He was aware that the whole th�ng, the very a�r he breathed,
was repuls�ve and mean. How d�fferent, he thought, from the
atmosphere of beauty and repose of the house where�n Ruth dwelt.
There �t was all sp�r�tual. Here �t was all mater�al, and meanly
mater�al.

“Come here, Alfred,” he called to the cry�ng ch�ld, at the same t�me
thrust�ng h�s hand �nto h�s trousers pocket, where he carr�ed h�s
money loose �n the same large way that he l�ved l�fe �n general. He
put a quarter �n the youngster’s hand and held h�m �n h�s arms a
moment, sooth�ng h�s sobs. “Now run along and get some candy,
and don’t forget to g�ve some to your brothers and s�sters. Be sure
and get the k�nd that lasts longest.”

H�s s�ster l�fted a flushed face from the wash-tub and looked at
h�m.

“A n�ckel’d ha’ ben enough,” she sa�d. “It’s just l�ke you, no �dea of
the value of money. The ch�ld’ll eat h�mself s�ck.”

“That’s all r�ght, s�s,” he answered jov�ally. “My money’ll take care
of �tself. If you weren’t so busy, I’d k�ss you good morn�ng.”

He wanted to be affect�onate to th�s s�ster, who was good, and
who, �n her way, he knew, loved h�m. But, somehow, she grew less
herself as the years went by, and more and more baffl�ng. It was the



hard work, the many ch�ldren, and the nagg�ng of her husband, he
dec�ded, that had changed her. It came to h�m, �n a flash of fancy,
that her nature seemed tak�ng on the attr�butes of stale vegetables,
smelly soapsuds, and of the greasy d�mes, n�ckels, and quarters she
took �n over the counter of the store.

“Go along an’ get your breakfast,” she sa�d roughly, though
secretly pleased. Of all her wander�ng brood of brothers he had
always been her favor�te. “I declare I w�ll k�ss you,” she sa�d, w�th a
sudden st�r at her heart.

W�th thumb and foref�nger she swept the dr�pp�ng suds f�rst from
one arm and then from the other. He put h�s arms round her mass�ve
wa�st and k�ssed her wet steamy l�ps. The tears welled �nto her eyes
—not so much from strength of feel�ng as from the weakness of
chron�c overwork. She shoved h�m away from her, but not before he
caught a gl�mpse of her mo�st eyes.

“You’ll f�nd breakfast �n the oven,” she sa�d hurr�edly. “J�m ought to
be up now. I had to get up early for the wash�ng. Now get along w�th
you and get out of the house early. It won’t be n�ce to-day, what of
Tom qu�tt�n’ an’ nobody but Bernard to dr�ve the wagon.”

Mart�n went �nto the k�tchen w�th a s�nk�ng heart, the �mage of her
red face and slatternly form eat�ng �ts way l�ke ac�d �nto h�s bra�n.
She m�ght love h�m �f she only had some t�me, he concluded. But
she was worked to death. Bernard H�gg�nbotham was a brute to
work her so hard. But he could not help but feel, on the other hand,
that there had not been anyth�ng beaut�ful �n that k�ss. It was true, �t
was an unusual k�ss. For years she had k�ssed h�m only when he
returned from voyages or departed on voyages. But th�s k�ss had
tasted of soapsuds, and the l�ps, he had not�ced, were flabby. There
had been no qu�ck, v�gorous l�p-pressure such as should accompany
any k�ss. Hers was the k�ss of a t�red woman who had been t�red so
long that she had forgotten how to k�ss. He remembered her as a
g�rl, before her marr�age, when she would dance w�th the best, all
n�ght, after a hard day’s work at the laundry, and th�nk noth�ng of
leav�ng the dance to go to another day’s hard work. And then he
thought of Ruth and the cool sweetness that must res�de �n her l�ps
as �t res�ded �n all about her. Her k�ss would be l�ke her hand-shake



or the way she looked at one, f�rm and frank. In �mag�nat�on he dared
to th�nk of her l�ps on h�s, and so v�v�dly d�d he �mag�ne that he went
d�zzy at the thought and seemed to r�ft through clouds of rose-petals,
f�ll�ng h�s bra�n w�th the�r perfume.

In the k�tchen he found J�m, the other boarder, eat�ng mush very
langu�dly, w�th a s�ck, far-away look �n h�s eyes. J�m was a plumber’s
apprent�ce whose weak ch�n and hedon�st�c temperament, coupled
w�th a certa�n nervous stup�d�ty, prom�sed to take h�m nowhere �n the
race for bread and butter.

“Why don’t you eat?” he demanded, as Mart�n d�pped dolefully �nto
the cold, half-cooked oatmeal mush. “Was you drunk aga�n last
n�ght?”

Mart�n shook h�s head. He was oppressed by the utter squal�dness
of �t all. Ruth Morse seemed farther removed than ever.

“I was,” J�m went on w�th a boastful, nervous g�ggle. “I was loaded
r�ght to the neck. Oh, she was a da�sy. B�lly brought me home.”

Mart�n nodded that he heard,—�t was a hab�t of nature w�th h�m to
pay heed to whoever talked to h�m,—and poured a cup of lukewarm
coffee.

“Go�n’ to the Lotus Club dance to-n�ght?” J�m demanded. “They’re
go�n’ to have beer, an’ �f that Temescal bunch comes, there’ll be a
rough-house. I don’t care, though. I’m tak�n’ my lady fr�end just the
same. Cr�pes, but I’ve got a taste �n my mouth!”

He made a wry face and attempted to wash the taste away w�th
coffee.

“D’ye know Jul�a?”
Mart�n shook h�s head.
“She’s my lady fr�end,” J�m expla�ned, “and she’s a peach. I’d

�ntroduce you to her, only you’d w�n her. I don’t see what the g�rls see
�n you, honest I don’t; but the way you w�n them away from the
fellers �s s�cken�n’.”

“I never got any away from you,” Mart�n answered un�nterestedly.
The breakfast had to be got through somehow.



“Yes, you d�d, too,” the other asserted warmly. “There was
Magg�e.”

“Never had anyth�ng to do w�th her. Never danced w�th her except
that one n�ght.”

“Yes, an’ that’s just what d�d �t,” J�m cr�ed out. “You just danced
w�th her an’ looked at her, an’ �t was all off. Of course you d�dn’t
mean noth�n’ by �t, but �t settled me for keeps. Wouldn’t look at me
aga�n. Always ask�n’ about you. She’d have made fast dates enough
w�th you �f you’d wanted to.”

“But I d�dn’t want to.”
“Wasn’t necessary. I was left at the pole.” J�m looked at h�m

adm�r�ngly. “How d’ye do �t, anyway, Mart?”
“By not car�n’ about ’em,” was the answer.
“You mean mak�n’ b’l�eve you don’t care about them?” J�m quer�ed

eagerly.
Mart�n cons�dered for a moment, then answered, “Perhaps that w�ll

do, but w�th me I guess �t’s d�fferent. I never have cared—much. If
you can put �t on, �t’s all r�ght, most l�kely.”

“You should ’a’ ben up at R�ley’s barn last n�ght,” J�m announced
�nconsequently. “A lot of the fellers put on the gloves. There was a
peach from West Oakland. They called ’m ‘The Rat.’ Sl�ck as s�lk. No
one could touch ’m. We was all w�sh�n’ you was there. Where was
you anyway?”

“Down �n Oakland,” Mart�n repl�ed.
“To the show?”
Mart�n shoved h�s plate away and got up.
“Com�n’ to the dance to-n�ght?” the other called after h�m.
“No, I th�nk not,” he answered.
He went downsta�rs and out �nto the street, breath�ng great

breaths of a�r. He had been suffocat�ng �n that atmosphere, wh�le the
apprent�ce’s chatter had dr�ven h�m frant�c. There had been t�mes
when �t was all he could do to refra�n from reach�ng over and
mopp�ng J�m’s face �n the mush-plate. The more he had chattered,
the more remote had Ruth seemed to h�m. How could he, herd�ng



w�th such cattle, ever become worthy of her? He was appalled at the
problem confront�ng h�m, we�ghted down by the �ncubus of h�s
work�ng-class stat�on. Everyth�ng reached out to hold h�m down—h�s
s�ster, h�s s�ster’s house and fam�ly, J�m the apprent�ce, everybody
he knew, every t�e of l�fe. Ex�stence d�d not taste good �n h�s mouth.
Up to then he had accepted ex�stence, as he had l�ved �t w�th all
about h�m, as a good th�ng. He had never quest�oned �t, except when
he read books; but then, they were only books, fa�ry stor�es of a
fa�rer and �mposs�ble world. But now he had seen that world,
poss�ble and real, w�th a flower of a woman called Ruth �n the
m�dmost centre of �t; and thenceforth he must know b�tter tastes, and
long�ngs sharp as pa�n, and hopelessness that tantal�zed because �t
fed on hope.

He had debated between the Berkeley Free L�brary and the
Oakland Free L�brary, and dec�ded upon the latter because Ruth
l�ved �n Oakland. Who could tell?—a l�brary was a most l�kely place
for her, and he m�ght see her there. He d�d not know the way of
l�brar�es, and he wandered through endless rows of f�ct�on, t�ll the
del�cate-featured French-look�ng g�rl who seemed �n charge, told h�m
that the reference department was upsta�rs. He d�d not know enough
to ask the man at the desk, and began h�s adventures �n the
ph�losophy alcove. He had heard of book ph�losophy, but had not
�mag�ned there had been so much wr�tten about �t. The h�gh, bulg�ng
shelves of heavy tomes humbled h�m and at the same t�me
st�mulated h�m. Here was work for the v�gor of h�s bra�n. He found
books on tr�gonometry �n the mathemat�cs sect�on, and ran the
pages, and stared at the mean�ngless formulas and f�gures. He could
read Engl�sh, but he saw there an al�en speech. Norman and Arthur
knew that speech. He had heard them talk�ng �t. And they were her
brothers. He left the alcove �n despa�r. From every s�de the books
seemed to press upon h�m and crush h�m.

He had never dreamed that the fund of human knowledge bulked
so b�g. He was fr�ghtened. How could h�s bra�n ever master �t all?
Later, he remembered that there were other men, many men, who
had mastered �t; and he breathed a great oath, pass�onately, under
h�s breath, swear�ng that h�s bra�n could do what the�rs had done.



And so he wandered on, alternat�ng between depress�on and
elat�on as he stared at the shelves packed w�th w�sdom. In one
m�scellaneous sect�on he came upon a “Norr�e’s Ep�tome.” He turned
the pages reverently. In a way, �t spoke a k�ndred speech. Both he
and �t were of the sea. Then he found a “Bowd�tch” and books by
Lecky and Marshall. There �t was; he would teach h�mself nav�gat�on.
He would qu�t dr�nk�ng, work up, and become a capta�n. Ruth
seemed very near to h�m �n that moment. As a capta�n, he could
marry her (�f she would have h�m). And �f she wouldn’t, well—he
would l�ve a good l�fe among men, because of Her, and he would qu�t
dr�nk�ng anyway. Then he remembered the underwr�ters and the
owners, the two masters a capta�n must serve, e�ther of wh�ch could
and would break h�m and whose �nterests were d�ametr�cally
opposed. He cast h�s eyes about the room and closed the l�ds down
on a v�s�on of ten thousand books. No; no more of the sea for h�m.
There was power �n all that wealth of books, and �f he would do great
th�ngs, he must do them on the land. Bes�des, capta�ns were not
allowed to take the�r w�ves to sea w�th them.

Noon came, and afternoon. He forgot to eat, and sought on for the
books on et�quette; for, �n add�t�on to career, h�s m�nd was vexed by
a s�mple and very concrete problem: When you meet a young lady
and she asks you to call, how soon can you call? was the way he
worded �t to h�mself. But when he found the r�ght shelf, he sought
va�nly for the answer. He was appalled at the vast ed�f�ce of
et�quette, and lost h�mself �n the mazes of v�s�t�ng-card conduct
between persons �n pol�te soc�ety. He abandoned h�s search. He had
not found what he wanted, though he had found that �t would take all
of a man’s t�me to be pol�te, and that he would have to l�ve a
prel�m�nary l�fe �n wh�ch to learn how to be pol�te.

“D�d you f�nd what you wanted?” the man at the desk asked h�m as
he was leav�ng.

“Yes, s�r,” he answered. “You have a f�ne l�brary here.”
The man nodded. “We should be glad to see you here often. Are

you a sa�lor?”
“Yes, s�r,” he answered. “And I’ll come aga�n.”



Now, how d�d he know that? he asked h�mself as he went down
the sta�rs.

And for the f�rst block along the street he walked very st�ff and
stra�ght and awkwardly, unt�l he forgot h�mself �n h�s thoughts,
whereupon h�s roll�ng ga�t gracefully returned to h�m.



CHAPTER VI.

A terr�ble restlessness that was ak�n to hunger affl�cted Mart�n
Eden. He was fam�shed for a s�ght of the g�rl whose slender hands
had gr�pped h�s l�fe w�th a g�ant’s grasp. He could not steel h�mself to
call upon her. He was afra�d that he m�ght call too soon, and so be
gu�lty of an awful breach of that awful th�ng called et�quette. He spent
long hours �n the Oakland and Berkeley l�brar�es, and made out
appl�cat�on blanks for membersh�p for h�mself, h�s s�sters Gertrude
and Mar�an, and J�m, the latter’s consent be�ng obta�ned at the
expense of several glasses of beer. W�th four cards perm�tt�ng h�m to
draw books, he burned the gas late �n the servant’s room, and was
charged f�fty cents a week for �t by Mr. H�gg�nbotham.

The many books he read but served to whet h�s unrest. Every
page of every book was a peep-hole �nto the realm of knowledge.
H�s hunger fed upon what he read, and �ncreased. Also, he d�d not
know where to beg�n, and cont�nually suffered from lack of
preparat�on. The commonest references, that he could see pla�nly
every reader was expected to know, he d�d not know. And the same
was true of the poetry he read wh�ch maddened h�m w�th del�ght. He
read more of Sw�nburne than was conta�ned �n the volume Ruth had
lent h�m; and “Dolores” he understood thoroughly. But surely Ruth
d�d not understand �t, he concluded. How could she, l�v�ng the ref�ned
l�fe she d�d? Then he chanced upon K�pl�ng’s poems, and was swept
away by the l�lt and sw�ng and glamour w�th wh�ch fam�l�ar th�ngs had
been �nvested. He was amazed at the man’s sympathy w�th l�fe and
at h�s �nc�s�ve psychology. Psychology was a new word �n Mart�n’s
vocabulary. He had bought a d�ct�onary, wh�ch deed had decreased
h�s supply of money and brought nearer the day on wh�ch he must



sa�l �n search of more. Also, �t �ncensed Mr. H�gg�nbotham, who
would have preferred the money tak�ng the form of board.

He dared not go near Ruth’s ne�ghborhood �n the dayt�me, but
n�ght found h�m lurk�ng l�ke a th�ef around the Morse home, steal�ng
gl�mpses at the w�ndows and lov�ng the very walls that sheltered her.
Several t�mes he barely escaped be�ng caught by her brothers, and
once he tra�led Mr. Morse down town and stud�ed h�s face �n the
l�ghted streets, long�ng all the wh�le for some qu�ck danger of death
to threaten so that he m�ght spr�ng �n and save her father. On
another n�ght, h�s v�g�l was rewarded by a gl�mpse of Ruth through a
second-story w�ndow. He saw only her head and shoulders, and her
arms ra�sed as she f�xed her ha�r before a m�rror. It was only for a
moment, but �t was a long moment to h�m, dur�ng wh�ch h�s blood
turned to w�ne and sang through h�s ve�ns. Then she pulled down the
shade. But �t was her room—he had learned that; and thereafter he
strayed there often, h�d�ng under a dark tree on the oppos�te s�de of
the street and smok�ng countless c�garettes. One afternoon he saw
her mother com�ng out of a bank, and rece�ved another proof of the
enormous d�stance that separated Ruth from h�m. She was of the
class that dealt w�th banks. He had never been �ns�de a bank �n h�s
l�fe, and he had an �dea that such �nst�tut�ons were frequented only
by the very r�ch and the very powerful.

In one way, he had undergone a moral revolut�on. Her cleanness
and pur�ty had reacted upon h�m, and he felt �n h�s be�ng a cry�ng
need to be clean. He must be that �f he were ever to be worthy of
breath�ng the same a�r w�th her. He washed h�s teeth, and scrubbed
h�s hands w�th a k�tchen scrub-brush t�ll he saw a na�l-brush �n a
drug-store w�ndow and d�v�ned �ts use. Wh�le purchas�ng �t, the clerk
glanced at h�s na�ls, suggested a na�l-f�le, and so he became
possessed of an add�t�onal to�let-tool. He ran across a book �n the
l�brary on the care of the body, and promptly developed a penchant
for a cold-water bath every morn�ng, much to the amazement of J�m,
and to the bew�lderment of Mr. H�gg�nbotham, who was not �n
sympathy w�th such h�gh-fangled not�ons and who ser�ously debated
whether or not he should charge Mart�n extra for the water. Another
str�de was �n the d�rect�on of creased trousers. Now that Mart�n was
aroused �n such matters, he sw�ftly noted the d�fference between the



baggy knees of the trousers worn by the work�ng class and the
stra�ght l�ne from knee to foot of those worn by the men above the
work�ng class. Also, he learned the reason why, and �nvaded h�s
s�ster’s k�tchen �n search of �rons and �ron�ng-board. He had
m�sadventures at f�rst, hopelessly burn�ng one pa�r and buy�ng
another, wh�ch expend�ture aga�n brought nearer the day on wh�ch
he must put to sea.

But the reform went deeper than mere outward appearance. He
st�ll smoked, but he drank no more. Up to that t�me, dr�nk�ng had
seemed to h�m the proper th�ng for men to do, and he had pr�ded
h�mself on h�s strong head wh�ch enabled h�m to dr�nk most men
under the table. Whenever he encountered a chance sh�pmate, and
there were many �n San Franc�sco, he treated them and was treated
�n turn, as of old, but he ordered for h�mself root beer or g�nger ale
and good-naturedly endured the�r chaff�ng. And as they waxed
maudl�n he stud�ed them, watch�ng the beast r�se and master them
and thank�ng God that he was no longer as they. They had the�r
l�m�tat�ons to forget, and when they were drunk, the�r d�m, stup�d
sp�r�ts were even as gods, and each ruled �n h�s heaven of
�ntox�cated des�re. W�th Mart�n the need for strong dr�nk had
van�shed. He was drunken �n new and more profound ways—w�th
Ruth, who had f�red h�m w�th love and w�th a gl�mpse of h�gher and
eternal l�fe; w�th books, that had set a myr�ad maggots of des�re
gnaw�ng �n h�s bra�n; and w�th the sense of personal cleanl�ness he
was ach�ev�ng, that gave h�m even more superb health than what he
had enjoyed and that made h�s whole body s�ng w�th phys�cal well-
be�ng.

One n�ght he went to the theatre, on the bl�nd chance that he
m�ght see her there, and from the second balcony he d�d see her. He
saw her come down the a�sle, w�th Arthur and a strange young man
w�th a football mop of ha�r and eyeglasses, the s�ght of whom
spurred h�m to �nstant apprehens�on and jealousy. He saw her take
her seat �n the orchestra c�rcle, and l�ttle else than her d�d he see
that n�ght—a pa�r of slender wh�te shoulders and a mass of pale gold
ha�r, d�m w�th d�stance. But there were others who saw, and now and
aga�n, glanc�ng at those about h�m, he noted two young g�rls who
looked back from the row �n front, a dozen seats along, and who



sm�led at h�m w�th bold eyes. He had always been easy-go�ng. It was
not �n h�s nature to g�ve rebuff. In the old days he would have sm�led
back, and gone further and encouraged sm�l�ng. But now �t was
d�fferent. He d�d sm�le back, then looked away, and looked no more
del�berately. But several t�mes, forgett�ng the ex�stence of the two
g�rls, h�s eyes caught the�r sm�les. He could not re-thumb h�mself �n a
day, nor could he v�olate the �ntr�ns�c k�ndl�ness of h�s nature; so, at
such moments, he sm�led at the g�rls �n warm human fr�endl�ness. It
was noth�ng new to h�m. He knew they were reach�ng out the�r
woman’s hands to h�m. But �t was d�fferent now. Far down there �n
the orchestra c�rcle was the one woman �n all the world, so d�fferent,
so terr�f�cally d�fferent, from these two g�rls of h�s class, that he could
feel for them only p�ty and sorrow. He had �t �n h�s heart to w�sh that
they could possess, �n some small measure, her goodness and
glory. And not for the world could he hurt them because of the�r
outreach�ng. He was not flattered by �t; he even felt a sl�ght shame at
h�s lowl�ness that perm�tted �t. He knew, d�d he belong �n Ruth’s
class, that there would be no overtures from these g�rls; and w�th
each glance of the�rs he felt the f�ngers of h�s own class clutch�ng at
h�m to hold h�m down.

He left h�s seat before the curta�n went down on the last act, �ntent
on see�ng Her as she passed out. There were always numbers of
men who stood on the s�dewalk outs�de, and he could pull h�s cap
down over h�s eyes and screen h�mself beh�nd some one’s shoulder
so that she should not see h�m. He emerged from the theatre w�th
the f�rst of the crowd; but scarcely had he taken h�s pos�t�on on the
edge of the s�dewalk when the two g�rls appeared. They were
look�ng for h�m, he knew; and for the moment he could have cursed
that �n h�m wh�ch drew women. The�r casual edg�ng across the
s�dewalk to the curb, as they drew near, appr�sed h�m of d�scovery.
They slowed down, and were �n the th�ck of the crowd as they came
up w�th h�m. One of them brushed aga�nst h�m and apparently for the
f�rst t�me not�ced h�m. She was a slender, dark g�rl, w�th black, def�ant
eyes. But they sm�led at h�m, and he sm�led back.

“Hello,” he sa�d.



It was automat�c; he had sa�d �t so often before under s�m�lar
c�rcumstances of f�rst meet�ngs. Bes�des, he could do no less. There
was that large tolerance and sympathy �n h�s nature that would
perm�t h�m to do no less. The black-eyed g�rl sm�led grat�f�cat�on and
greet�ng, and showed s�gns of stopp�ng, wh�le her compan�on, arm
l�nked �n arm, g�ggled and l�kew�se showed s�gns of halt�ng. He
thought qu�ckly. It would never do for Her to come out and see h�m
talk�ng there w�th them. Qu�te naturally, as a matter of course, he
swung �n along-s�de the dark-eyed one and walked w�th her. There
was no awkwardness on h�s part, no numb tongue. He was at home
here, and he held h�s own royally �n the bad�nage, br�stl�ng w�th slang
and sharpness, that was always the prel�m�nary to gett�ng
acqua�nted �n these sw�ft-mov�ng affa�rs. At the corner where the
ma�n stream of people flowed onward, he started to edge out �nto the
cross street. But the g�rl w�th the black eyes caught h�s arm, follow�ng
h�m and dragg�ng her compan�on after her, as she cr�ed:

“Hold on, B�ll! What’s yer rush? You’re not go�n’ to shake us so
sudden as all that?”

He halted w�th a laugh, and turned, fac�ng them. Across the�r
shoulders he could see the mov�ng throng pass�ng under the street
lamps. Where he stood �t was not so l�ght, and, unseen, he would be
able to see Her as she passed by. She would certa�nly pass by, for
that way led home.

“What’s her name?” he asked of the g�ggl�ng g�rl, nodd�ng at the
dark-eyed one.

“You ask her,” was the convulsed response.
“Well, what �s �t?” he demanded, turn�ng squarely on the g�rl �n

quest�on.
“You a�n’t told me yours, yet,” she retorted.
“You never asked �t,” he sm�led. “Bes�des, you guessed the f�rst

rattle. It’s B�ll, all r�ght, all r�ght.”
“Aw, go ’long w�th you.” She looked h�m �n the eyes, her own

sharply pass�onate and �nv�t�ng. “What �s �t, honest?”
Aga�n she looked. All the centur�es of woman s�nce sex began

were eloquent �n her eyes. And he measured her �n a careless way,



and knew, bold now, that she would beg�n to retreat, coyly and
del�cately, as he pursued, ever ready to reverse the game should he
turn fa�nthearted. And, too, he was human, and could feel the draw
of her, wh�le h�s ego could not but apprec�ate the flattery of her
k�ndness. Oh, he knew �t all, and knew them well, from A to Z. Good,
as goodness m�ght be measured �n the�r part�cular class, hard-
work�ng for meagre wages and scorn�ng the sale of self for eas�er
ways, nervously des�rous for some small p�nch of happ�ness �n the
desert of ex�stence, and fac�ng a future that was a gamble between
the ugl�ness of unend�ng to�l and the black p�t of more terr�ble
wretchedness, the way whereto be�ng br�efer though better pa�d.

“B�ll,” he answered, nodd�ng h�s head. “Sure, Pete, B�ll an’ no
other.”

“No josh�n’?” she quer�ed.
“It a�n’t B�ll at all,” the other broke �n.
“How do you know?” he demanded. “You never la�d eyes on me

before.”
“No need to, to know you’re ly�n’,” was the retort.
“Stra�ght, B�ll, what �s �t?” the f�rst g�rl asked.
“B�ll’ll do,” he confessed.
She reached out to h�s arm and shook h�m playfully. “I knew you

was ly�n’, but you look good to me just the same.”
He captured the hand that �nv�ted, and felt on the palm fam�l�ar

mark�ngs and d�stort�ons.
“When’d you chuck the cannery?” he asked.
“How’d yeh know?” and, “My, a�n’t cheh a m�nd-reader!” the g�rls

chorussed.
And wh�le he exchanged the stup�d�t�es of stup�d m�nds w�th them,

before h�s �nner s�ght towered the book-shelves of the l�brary, f�lled
w�th the w�sdom of the ages. He sm�led b�tterly at the �ncongru�ty of
�t, and was assa�led by doubts. But between �nner v�s�on and
outward pleasantry he found t�me to watch the theatre crowd
stream�ng by. And then he saw Her, under the l�ghts, between her
brother and the strange young man w�th glasses, and h�s heart



seemed to stand st�ll. He had wa�ted long for th�s moment. He had
t�me to note the l�ght, fluffy someth�ng that h�d her queenly head, the
tasteful l�nes of her wrapped f�gure, the gracefulness of her carr�age
and of the hand that caught up her sk�rts; and then she was gone
and he was left star�ng at the two g�rls of the cannery, at the�r tawdry
attempts at prett�ness of dress, the�r trag�c efforts to be clean and
tr�m, the cheap cloth, the cheap r�bbons, and the cheap r�ngs on the
f�ngers. He felt a tug at h�s arm, and heard a vo�ce say�ng:-

“Wake up, B�ll! What’s the matter w�th you?”
“What was you say�n’?” he asked.
“Oh, noth�n’,” the dark g�rl answered, w�th a toss of her head. “I

was only remark�n’—”
“What?”
“Well, I was wh�sper�n’ �t’d be a good �dea �f you could d�g up a

gentleman fr�end—for her” (�nd�cat�ng her compan�on), “and then, we
could go off an’ have �ce-cream soda somewhere, or coffee, or
anyth�ng.”

He was affl�cted by a sudden sp�r�tual nausea. The trans�t�on from
Ruth to th�s had been too abrupt. Ranged s�de by s�de w�th the bold,
def�ant eyes of the g�rl before h�m, he saw Ruth’s clear, lum�nous
eyes, l�ke a sa�nt’s, gaz�ng at h�m out of unplumbed depths of pur�ty.
And, somehow, he felt w�th�n h�m a st�r of power. He was better than
th�s. L�fe meant more to h�m than �t meant to these two g�rls whose
thoughts d�d not go beyond �ce-cream and a gentleman fr�end. He
remembered that he had led always a secret l�fe �n h�s thoughts.
These thoughts he had tr�ed to share, but never had he found a
woman capable of understand�ng—nor a man. He had tr�ed, at
t�mes, but had only puzzled h�s l�steners. And as h�s thoughts had
been beyond them, so, he argued now, he must be beyond them. He
felt power move �n h�m, and clenched h�s f�sts. If l�fe meant more to
h�m, then �t was for h�m to demand more from l�fe, but he could not
demand �t from such compan�onsh�p as th�s. Those bold black eyes
had noth�ng to offer. He knew the thoughts beh�nd them—of �ce-
cream and of someth�ng else. But those sa�nt’s eyes alongs�de—
they offered all he knew and more than he could guess. They offered
books and pa�nt�ng, beauty and repose, and all the f�ne elegance of



h�gher ex�stence. Beh�nd those black eyes he knew every thought
process. It was l�ke clockwork. He could watch every wheel go
around. The�r b�d was low pleasure, narrow as the grave, that palled,
and the grave was at the end of �t. But the b�d of the sa�nt’s eyes was
mystery, and wonder unth�nkable, and eternal l�fe. He had caught
gl�mpses of the soul �n them, and gl�mpses of h�s own soul, too.

“There’s only one th�ng wrong w�th the programme,” he sa�d aloud.
“I’ve got a date already.”

The g�rl’s eyes blazed her d�sappo�ntment.
“To s�t up w�th a s�ck fr�end, I suppose?” she sneered.
“No, a real, honest date w�th—” he faltered, “w�th a g�rl.”
“You’re not str�ng�n’ me?” she asked earnestly.
He looked her �n the eyes and answered: “It’s stra�ght, all r�ght. But

why can’t we meet some other t�me? You a�n’t told me your name
yet. An’ where d’ye l�ve?”

“L�zz�e,” she repl�ed, soften�ng toward h�m, her hand press�ng h�s
arm, wh�le her body leaned aga�nst h�s. “L�zz�e Connolly. And I l�ve at
F�fth an’ Market.”

He talked on a few m�nutes before say�ng good n�ght. He d�d not
go home �mmed�ately; and under the tree where he kept h�s v�g�ls he
looked up at a w�ndow and murmured: “That date was w�th you,
Ruth. I kept �t for you.”



CHAPTER VII.

A week of heavy read�ng had passed s�nce the even�ng he f�rst
met Ruth Morse, and st�ll he dared not call. T�me and aga�n he
nerved h�mself up to call, but under the doubts that assa�led h�m h�s
determ�nat�on d�ed away. He d�d not know the proper t�me to call, nor
was there any one to tell h�m, and he was afra�d of comm�tt�ng
h�mself to an �rretr�evable blunder. Hav�ng shaken h�mself free from
h�s old compan�ons and old ways of l�fe, and hav�ng no new
compan�ons, noth�ng rema�ned for h�m but to read, and the long
hours he devoted to �t would have ru�ned a dozen pa�rs of ord�nary
eyes. But h�s eyes were strong, and they were backed by a body
superbly strong. Furthermore, h�s m�nd was fallow. It had la�n fallow
all h�s l�fe so far as the abstract thought of the books was concerned,
and �t was r�pe for the sow�ng. It had never been jaded by study, and
�t b�t hold of the knowledge �n the books w�th sharp teeth that would
not let go.

It seemed to h�m, by the end of the week, that he had l�ved
centur�es, so far beh�nd were the old l�fe and outlook. But he was
baffled by lack of preparat�on. He attempted to read books that
requ�red years of prel�m�nary spec�al�zat�on. One day he would read
a book of ant�quated ph�losophy, and the next day one that was ultra-
modern, so that h�s head would be wh�rl�ng w�th the confl�ct and
contrad�ct�on of �deas. It was the same w�th the econom�sts. On the
one shelf at the l�brary he found Karl Marx, R�cardo, Adam Sm�th,
and M�ll, and the abstruse formulas of the one gave no clew that the
�deas of another were obsolete. He was bew�ldered, and yet he
wanted to know. He had become �nterested, �n a day, �n econom�cs,
�ndustry, and pol�t�cs. Pass�ng through the C�ty Hall Park, he had
not�ced a group of men, �n the centre of wh�ch were half a dozen,



w�th flushed faces and ra�sed vo�ces, earnestly carry�ng on a
d�scuss�on. He jo�ned the l�steners, and heard a new, al�en tongue �n
the mouths of the ph�losophers of the people. One was a tramp,
another was a labor ag�tator, a th�rd was a law-school student, and
the rema�nder was composed of wordy work�ngmen. For the f�rst
t�me he heard of soc�al�sm, anarch�sm, and s�ngle tax, and learned
that there were warr�ng soc�al ph�losoph�es. He heard hundreds of
techn�cal words that were new to h�m, belong�ng to f�elds of thought
that h�s meagre read�ng had never touched upon. Because of th�s he
could not follow the arguments closely, and he could only guess at
and surm�se the �deas wrapped up �n such strange express�ons.
Then there was a black-eyed restaurant wa�ter who was a
theosoph�st, a un�on baker who was an agnost�c, an old man who
baffled all of them w�th the strange ph�losophy that what �s �s r�ght,
and another old man who d�scoursed �nterm�nably about the cosmos
and the father-atom and the mother-atom.

Mart�n Eden’s head was �n a state of addlement when he went
away after several hours, and he hurr�ed to the l�brary to look up the
def�n�t�ons of a dozen unusual words. And when he left the l�brary, he
carr�ed under h�s arm four volumes: Madam Blavatsky’s “Secret
Doctr�ne,” “Progress and Poverty,” “The Qu�ntessence of Soc�al�sm,”
and “Warfare of Rel�g�on and Sc�ence.” Unfortunately, he began on
the “Secret Doctr�ne.” Every l�ne br�stled w�th many-syllabled words
he d�d not understand. He sat up �n bed, and the d�ct�onary was �n
front of h�m more often than the book. He looked up so many new
words that when they recurred, he had forgotten the�r mean�ng and
had to look them up aga�n. He dev�sed the plan of wr�t�ng the
def�n�t�ons �n a note-book, and f�lled page after page w�th them. And
st�ll he could not understand. He read unt�l three �n the morn�ng, and
h�s bra�n was �n a turmo�l, but not one essent�al thought �n the text
had he grasped. He looked up, and �t seemed that the room was
l�ft�ng, heel�ng, and plung�ng l�ke a sh�p upon the sea. Then he hurled
the “Secret Doctr�ne” and many curses across the room, turned off
the gas, and composed h�mself to sleep. Nor d�d he have much
better luck w�th the other three books. It was not that h�s bra�n was
weak or �ncapable; �t could th�nk these thoughts were �t not for lack of
tra�n�ng �n th�nk�ng and lack of the thought-tools w�th wh�ch to th�nk.



He guessed th�s, and for a wh�le enterta�ned the �dea of read�ng
noth�ng but the d�ct�onary unt�l he had mastered every word �n �t.

Poetry, however, was h�s solace, and he read much of �t, f�nd�ng
h�s greatest joy �n the s�mpler poets, who were more understandable.
He loved beauty, and there he found beauty. Poetry, l�ke mus�c,
st�rred h�m profoundly, and, though he d�d not know �t, he was
prepar�ng h�s m�nd for the heav�er work that was to come. The pages
of h�s m�nd were blank, and, w�thout effort, much he read and l�ked,
stanza by stanza, was �mpressed upon those pages, so that he was
soon able to extract great joy from chant�ng aloud or under h�s
breath the mus�c and the beauty of the pr�nted words he had read.
Then he stumbled upon Gayley’s “Class�c Myths” and Bulf�nch’s
“Age of Fable,” s�de by s�de on a l�brary shelf. It was �llum�nat�on, a
great l�ght �n the darkness of h�s �gnorance, and he read poetry more
av�dly than ever.

The man at the desk �n the l�brary had seen Mart�n there so often
that he had become qu�te cord�al, always greet�ng h�m w�th a sm�le
and a nod when he entered. It was because of th�s that Mart�n d�d a
dar�ng th�ng. Draw�ng out some books at the desk, and wh�le the
man was stamp�ng the cards, Mart�n blurted out:-

“Say, there’s someth�ng I’d l�ke to ask you.”
The man sm�led and pa�d attent�on.
“When you meet a young lady an’ she asks you to call, how soon

can you call?”
Mart�n felt h�s sh�rt press and cl�ng to h�s shoulders, what of the

sweat of the effort.
“Why I’d say any t�me,” the man answered.
“Yes, but th�s �s d�fferent,” Mart�n objected. “She—I—well, you see,

�t’s th�s way: maybe she won’t be there. She goes to the un�vers�ty.”
“Then call aga�n.”
“What I sa�d a�n’t what I meant,” Mart�n confessed falter�ngly, wh�le

he made up h�s m�nd to throw h�mself wholly upon the other’s mercy.
“I’m just a rough sort of a fellow, an’ I a�n’t never seen anyth�ng of
soc�ety. Th�s g�rl �s all that I a�n’t, an’ I a�n’t anyth�ng that she �s. You
don’t th�nk I’m play�n’ the fool, do you?” he demanded abruptly.



“No, no; not at all, I assure you,” the other protested. “Your request
�s not exactly �n the scope of the reference department, but I shall be
only too pleased to ass�st you.”

Mart�n looked at h�m adm�r�ngly.
“If I could tear �t off that way, I’d be all r�ght,” he sa�d.
“I beg pardon?”
“I mean �f I could talk easy that way, an’ pol�te, an’ all the rest.”
“Oh,” sa�d the other, w�th comprehens�on.
“What �s the best t�me to call? The afternoon?—not too close to

meal-t�me? Or the even�ng? Or Sunday?”
“I’ll tell you,” the l�brar�an sa�d w�th a br�ghten�ng face. “You call her

up on the telephone and f�nd out.”
“I’ll do �t,” he sa�d, p�ck�ng up h�s books and start�ng away.
He turned back and asked:-
“When you’re speak�n’ to a young lady—say, for �nstance, M�ss

L�zz�e Sm�th—do you say ‘M�ss L�zz�e’? or ‘M�ss Sm�th’?”
“Say ‘M�ss Sm�th,’” the l�brar�an stated author�tat�vely. “Say ‘M�ss

Sm�th’ always—unt�l you come to know her better.”
So �t was that Mart�n Eden solved the problem.
“Come down any t�me; I’ll be at home all afternoon,” was Ruth’s

reply over the telephone to h�s stammered request as to when he
could return the borrowed books.

She met h�m at the door herself, and her woman’s eyes took �n
�mmed�ately the creased trousers and the certa�n sl�ght but
�ndef�nable change �n h�m for the better. Also, she was struck by h�s
face. It was almost v�olent, th�s health of h�s, and �t seemed to rush
out of h�m and at her �n waves of force. She felt the urge aga�n of the
des�re to lean toward h�m for warmth, and marvelled aga�n at the
effect h�s presence produced upon her. And he, �n turn, knew aga�n
the sw�mm�ng sensat�on of bl�ss when he felt the contact of her hand
�n greet�ng. The d�fference between them lay �n that she was cool
and self-possessed wh�le h�s face flushed to the roots of the ha�r. He
stumbled w�th h�s old awkwardness after her, and h�s shoulders
swung and lurched per�lously.



Once they were seated �n the l�v�ng-room, he began to get on
eas�ly—more eas�ly by far than he had expected. She made �t easy
for h�m; and the grac�ous sp�r�t w�th wh�ch she d�d �t made h�m love
her more madly than ever. They talked f�rst of the borrowed books, of
the Sw�nburne he was devoted to, and of the Brown�ng he d�d not
understand; and she led the conversat�on on from subject to subject,
wh�le she pondered the problem of how she could be of help to h�m.
She had thought of th�s often s�nce the�r f�rst meet�ng. She wanted to
help h�m. He made a call upon her p�ty and tenderness that no one
had ever made before, and the p�ty was not so much derogatory of
h�m as maternal �n her. Her p�ty could not be of the common sort,
when the man who drew �t was so much man as to shock her w�th
ma�denly fears and set her m�nd and pulse thr�ll�ng w�th strange
thoughts and feel�ngs. The old fasc�nat�on of h�s neck was there, and
there was sweetness �n the thought of lay�ng her hands upon �t. It
seemed st�ll a wanton �mpulse, but she had grown more used to �t.
She d�d not dream that �n such gu�se new-born love would ep�tom�ze
�tself. Nor d�d she dream that the feel�ng he exc�ted �n her was love.
She thought she was merely �nterested �n h�m as an unusual type
possess�ng var�ous potent�al excellenc�es, and she even felt
ph�lanthrop�c about �t.

She d�d not know she des�red h�m; but w�th h�m �t was d�fferent. He
knew that he loved her, and he des�red her as he had never before
des�red anyth�ng �n h�s l�fe. He had loved poetry for beauty’s sake;
but s�nce he met her the gates to the vast f�eld of love-poetry had
been opened w�de. She had g�ven h�m understand�ng even more
than Bulf�nch and Gayley. There was a l�ne that a week before he
would not have favored w�th a second thought—“God’s own mad
lover dy�ng on a k�ss”; but now �t was ever �ns�stent �n h�s m�nd. He
marvelled at the wonder of �t and the truth; and as he gazed upon
her he knew that he could d�e gladly upon a k�ss. He felt h�mself
God’s own mad lover, and no accolade of kn�ghthood could have
g�ven h�m greater pr�de. And at last he knew the mean�ng of l�fe and
why he had been born.

As he gazed at her and l�stened, h�s thoughts grew dar�ng. He
rev�ewed all the w�ld del�ght of the pressure of her hand �n h�s at the
door, and longed for �t aga�n. H�s gaze wandered often toward her



l�ps, and he yearned for them hungr�ly. But there was noth�ng gross
or earthly about th�s yearn�ng. It gave h�m exqu�s�te del�ght to watch
every movement and play of those l�ps as they enunc�ated the words
she spoke; yet they were not ord�nary l�ps such as all men and
women had. The�r substance was not mere human clay. They were
l�ps of pure sp�r�t, and h�s des�re for them seemed absolutely d�fferent
from the des�re that had led h�m to other women’s l�ps. He could k�ss
her l�ps, rest h�s own phys�cal l�ps upon them, but �t would be w�th the
lofty and awful fervor w�th wh�ch one would k�ss the robe of God. He
was not consc�ous of th�s transvaluat�on of values that had taken
place �n h�m, and was unaware that the l�ght that shone �n h�s eyes
when he looked at her was qu�te the same l�ght that sh�nes �n all
men’s eyes when the des�re of love �s upon them. He d�d not dream
how ardent and mascul�ne h�s gaze was, nor that the warm flame of
�t was affect�ng the alchemy of her sp�r�t. Her penetrat�ve v�rg�n�ty
exalted and d�sgu�sed h�s own emot�ons, elevat�ng h�s thoughts to a
star-cool chast�ty, and he would have been startled to learn that
there was that sh�n�ng out of h�s eyes, l�ke warm waves, that flowed
through her and k�ndled a k�ndred warmth. She was subtly perturbed
by �t, and more than once, though she knew not why, �t d�srupted her
tra�n of thought w�th �ts del�c�ous �ntrus�on and compelled her to
grope for the rema�nder of �deas partly uttered. Speech was always
easy w�th her, and these �nterrupt�ons would have puzzled her had
she not dec�ded that �t was because he was a remarkable type. She
was very sens�t�ve to �mpress�ons, and �t was not strange, after all,
that th�s aura of a traveller from another world should so affect her.

The problem �n the background of her consc�ousness was how to
help h�m, and she turned the conversat�on �n that d�rect�on; but �t was
Mart�n who came to the po�nt f�rst.

“I wonder �f I can get some adv�ce from you,” he began, and
rece�ved an acqu�escence of w�ll�ngness that made h�s heart bound.
“You remember the other t�me I was here I sa�d I couldn’t talk about
books an’ th�ngs because I d�dn’t know how? Well, I’ve ben do�n’ a
lot of th�nk�n’ ever s�nce. I’ve ben to the l�brary a whole lot, but most
of the books I’ve tackled have ben over my head. Mebbe I’d better
beg�n at the beg�nn�n’. I a�n’t never had no advantages. I’ve worked
pretty hard ever s�nce I was a k�d, an’ s�nce I’ve ben to the l�brary,



look�n’ w�th new eyes at books—an’ look�n’ at new books, too—I’ve
just about concluded that I a�n’t ben read�ng the r�ght k�nd. You know
the books you f�nd �n cattle-camps an’ fo’c’s’ls a�n’t the same you’ve
got �n th�s house, for �nstance. Well, that’s the sort of read�n’ matter
I’ve ben accustomed to. And yet—an’ I a�n’t just mak�n’ a brag of �t—
I’ve ben d�fferent from the people I’ve herded w�th. Not that I’m any
better than the sa�lors an’ cow-punchers I travelled w�th,—I was cow-
punch�n’ for a short t�me, you know,—but I always l�ked books, read
everyth�ng I could lay hands on, an’—well, I guess I th�nk d�fferently
from most of ’em.

“Now, to come to what I’m dr�v�n’ at. I was never �ns�de a house
l�ke th�s. When I come a week ago, an’ saw all th�s, an’ you, an’ your
mother, an’ brothers, an’ everyth�ng—well, I l�ked �t. I’d heard about
such th�ngs an’ read about such th�ngs �n some of the books, an’
when I looked around at your house, why, the books come true. But
the th�ng I’m after �s I l�ked �t. I wanted �t. I want �t now. I want to
breathe a�r l�ke you get �n th�s house—a�r that �s f�lled w�th books,
and p�ctures, and beaut�ful th�ngs, where people talk �n low vo�ces
an’ are clean, an’ the�r thoughts are clean. The a�r I always breathed
was m�xed up w�th grub an’ house-rent an’ scrapp�n’ an booze an’
that’s all they talked about, too. Why, when you was cross�n’ the
room to k�ss your mother, I thought �t was the most beaut�ful th�ng I
ever seen. I’ve seen a whole lot of l�fe, an’ somehow I’ve seen a
whole lot more of �t than most of them that was w�th me. I l�ke to see,
an’ I want to see more, an’ I want to see �t d�fferent.

“But I a�n’t got to the po�nt yet. Here �t �s. I want to make my way to
the k�nd of l�fe you have �n th�s house. There’s more �n l�fe than
booze, an’ hard work, an’ knock�n’ about. Now, how am I go�n’ to get
�t? Where do I take hold an’ beg�n? I’m w�ll�n’ to work my passage,
you know, an’ I can make most men s�ck when �t comes to hard
work. Once I get started, I’ll work n�ght an’ day. Mebbe you th�nk �t’s
funny, me ask�n’ you about all th�s. I know you’re the last person �n
the world I ought to ask, but I don’t know anybody else I could ask—
unless �t’s Arthur. Mebbe I ought to ask h�m. If I was—”

H�s vo�ce d�ed away. H�s f�rmly planned �ntent�on had come to a
halt on the verge of the horr�ble probab�l�ty that he should have



asked Arthur and that he had made a fool of h�mself. Ruth d�d not
speak �mmed�ately. She was too absorbed �n str�v�ng to reconc�le the
stumbl�ng, uncouth speech and �ts s�mpl�c�ty of thought w�th what she
saw �n h�s face. She had never looked �n eyes that expressed
greater power. Here was a man who could do anyth�ng, was the
message she read there, and �t accorded �ll w�th the weakness of h�s
spoken thought. And for that matter so complex and qu�ck was her
own m�nd that she d�d not have a just apprec�at�on of s�mpl�c�ty. And
yet she had caught an �mpress�on of power �n the very grop�ng of th�s
m�nd. It had seemed to her l�ke a g�ant wr�th�ng and stra�n�ng at the
bonds that held h�m down. Her face was all sympathy when she d�d
speak.

“What you need, you real�ze yourself, and �t �s educat�on. You
should go back and f�n�sh grammar school, and then go through to
h�gh school and un�vers�ty.”

“But that takes money,” he �nterrupted.
“Oh!” she cr�ed. “I had not thought of that. But then you have

relat�ves, somebody who could ass�st you?”
He shook h�s head.
“My father and mother are dead. I’ve two s�sters, one marr�ed, an’

the other’ll get marr�ed soon, I suppose. Then I’ve a str�ng of
brothers,—I’m the youngest,—but they never helped nobody.
They’ve just knocked around over the world, look�n’ out for number
one. The oldest d�ed �n Ind�a. Two are �n South Afr�ca now, an’
another’s on a whal�ng voyage, an’ one’s travell�n’ w�th a c�rcus—he
does trapeze work. An’ I guess I’m just l�ke them. I’ve taken care of
myself s�nce I was eleven—that’s when my mother d�ed. I’ve got to
study by myself, I guess, an’ what I want to know �s where to beg�n.”

“I should say the f�rst th�ng of all would be to get a grammar. Your
grammar �s—” She had �ntended say�ng “awful,” but she amended �t
to “�s not part�cularly good.”

He flushed and sweated.
“I know I must talk a lot of slang an’ words you don’t understand.

But then they’re the only words I know—how to speak. I’ve got other



words �n my m�nd, p�cked ’em up from books, but I can’t pronounce
’em, so I don’t use ’em.”

“It �sn’t what you say, so much as how you say �t. You don’t m�nd
my be�ng frank, do you? I don’t want to hurt you.”

“No, no,” he cr�ed, wh�le he secretly blessed her for her k�ndness.
“F�re away. I’ve got to know, an’ I’d sooner know from you than
anybody else.”

“Well, then, you say, ‘You was’; �t should be, ‘You were.’ You say ‘I
seen’ for ‘I saw.’ You use the double negat�ve—”

“What’s the double negat�ve?” he demanded; then added humbly,
“You see, I don’t even understand your explanat�ons.”

“I’m afra�d I d�dn’t expla�n that,” she sm�led. “A double negat�ve �s
—let me see—well, you say, ‘never helped nobody.’ ‘Never’ �s a
negat�ve. ‘Nobody’ �s another negat�ve. It �s a rule that two negat�ves
make a pos�t�ve. ‘Never helped nobody’ means that, not help�ng
nobody, they must have helped somebody.”

“That’s pretty clear,” he sa�d. “I never thought of �t before. But �t
don’t mean they must have helped somebody, does �t? Seems to me
that ‘never helped nobody’ just naturally fa�ls to say whether or not
they helped somebody. I never thought of �t before, and I’ll never say
�t aga�n.”

She was pleased and surpr�sed w�th the qu�ckness and surety of
h�s m�nd. As soon as he had got the clew he not only understood but
corrected her error.

“You’ll f�nd �t all �n the grammar,” she went on. “There’s someth�ng
else I not�ced �n your speech. You say ‘don’t’ when you shouldn’t.
‘Don’t’ �s a contract�on and stands for two words. Do you know
them?”

He thought a moment, then answered, “‘Do not.’”
She nodded her head, and sa�d, “And you use ‘don’t’ when you

mean ‘does not.’”
He was puzzled over th�s, and d�d not get �t so qu�ckly.
“G�ve me an �llustrat�on,” he asked.



“Well—” She puckered her brows and pursed up her mouth as she
thought, wh�le he looked on and dec�ded that her express�on was
most adorable. “‘It don’t do to be hasty.’ Change ‘don’t’ to ‘do not,’
and �t reads, ‘It do not do to be hasty,’ wh�ch �s perfectly absurd.”

He turned �t over �n h�s m�nd and cons�dered.
“Doesn’t �t jar on your ear?” she suggested.
“Can’t say that �t does,” he repl�ed jud�c�ally.
“Why d�dn’t you say, ‘Can’t say that �t do’?” she quer�ed.
“That sounds wrong,” he sa�d slowly. “As for the other I can’t make

up my m�nd. I guess my ear a�n’t had the tra�n�n’ yours has.”
“There �s no such word as ‘a�n’t,’” she sa�d, prett�ly emphat�c.
Mart�n flushed aga�n.
“And you say ‘ben’ for ‘been,’” she cont�nued; “‘come’ for ‘came’;

and the way you chop your end�ngs �s someth�ng dreadful.”
“How do you mean?” He leaned forward, feel�ng that he ought to

get down on h�s knees before so marvellous a m�nd. “How do I
chop?”

“You don’t complete the end�ngs. ‘A-n-d’ spells ‘and.’ You
pronounce �t ‘an’.’ ‘I-n-g’ spells ‘�ng.’ Somet�mes you pronounce �t
‘�ng’ and somet�mes you leave off the ‘g.’ And then you slur by
dropp�ng �n�t�al letters and d�phthongs. ‘T-h-e-m’ spells ‘them.’ You
pronounce �t—oh, well, �t �s not necessary to go over all of them.
What you need �s the grammar. I’ll get one and show you how to
beg�n.”

As she arose, there shot through h�s m�nd someth�ng that he had
read �n the et�quette books, and he stood up awkwardly, worry�ng as
to whether he was do�ng the r�ght th�ng, and fear�ng that she m�ght
take �t as a s�gn that he was about to go.

“By the way, Mr. Eden,” she called back, as she was leav�ng the
room. “What �s booze? You used �t several t�mes, you know.”

“Oh, booze,” he laughed. “It’s slang. It means wh�skey an’ beer—
anyth�ng that w�ll make you drunk.”

“And another th�ng,” she laughed back. “Don’t use ‘you’ when you
are �mpersonal. ‘You’ �s very personal, and your use of �t just now



was not prec�sely what you meant.”
“I don’t just see that.”
“Why, you sa�d just now, to me, ‘wh�skey and beer—anyth�ng that

w�ll make you drunk’—make me drunk, don’t you see?”
“Well, �t would, wouldn’t �t?”
“Yes, of course,” she sm�led. “But �t would be n�cer not to br�ng me

�nto �t. Subst�tute ‘one’ for ‘you’ and see how much better �t sounds.”
When she returned w�th the grammar, she drew a cha�r near h�s—

he wondered �f he should have helped her w�th the cha�r—and sat
down bes�de h�m. She turned the pages of the grammar, and the�r
heads were �ncl�ned toward each other. He could hardly follow her
outl�n�ng of the work he must do, so amazed was he by her del�ghtful
prop�nqu�ty. But when she began to lay down the �mportance of
conjugat�on, he forgot all about her. He had never heard of
conjugat�on, and was fasc�nated by the gl�mpse he was catch�ng �nto
the t�e-r�bs of language. He leaned closer to the page, and her ha�r
touched h�s cheek. He had fa�nted but once �n h�s l�fe, and he
thought he was go�ng to fa�nt aga�n. He could scarcely breathe, and
h�s heart was pound�ng the blood up �nto h�s throat and suffocat�ng
h�m. Never had she seemed so access�ble as now. For the moment
the great gulf that separated them was br�dged. But there was no
d�m�nut�on �n the loft�ness of h�s feel�ng for her. She had not
descended to h�m. It was he who had been caught up �nto the clouds
and carr�ed to her. H�s reverence for her, �n that moment, was of the
same order as rel�g�ous awe and fervor. It seemed to h�m that he had
�ntruded upon the holy of hol�es, and slowly and carefully he moved
h�s head as�de from the contact wh�ch thr�lled h�m l�ke an electr�c
shock and of wh�ch she had not been aware.



CHAPTER VIII.

Several weeks went by, dur�ng wh�ch Mart�n Eden stud�ed h�s
grammar, rev�ewed the books on et�quette, and read vorac�ously the
books that caught h�s fancy. Of h�s own class he saw noth�ng. The
g�rls of the Lotus Club wondered what had become of h�m and
worr�ed J�m w�th quest�ons, and some of the fellows who put on the
glove at R�ley’s were glad that Mart�n came no more. He made
another d�scovery of treasure-trove �n the l�brary. As the grammar
had shown h�m the t�e-r�bs of language, so that book showed h�m the
t�e-r�bs of poetry, and he began to learn metre and construct�on and
form, beneath the beauty he loved f�nd�ng the why and wherefore of
that beauty. Another modern book he found treated poetry as a
representat�ve art, treated �t exhaust�vely, w�th cop�ous �llustrat�ons
from the best �n l�terature. Never had he read f�ct�on w�th so keen
zest as he stud�ed these books. And h�s fresh m�nd, untaxed for
twenty years and �mpelled by matur�ty of des�re, gr�pped hold of what
he read w�th a v�r�l�ty unusual to the student m�nd.

When he looked back now from h�s vantage-ground, the old world
he had known, the world of land and sea and sh�ps, of sa�lor-men
and harpy-women, seemed a very small world; and yet �t blended �n
w�th th�s new world and expanded. H�s m�nd made for un�ty, and he
was surpr�sed when at f�rst he began to see po�nts of contact
between the two worlds. And he was ennobled, as well, by the
loft�ness of thought and beauty he found �n the books. Th�s led h�m to
bel�eve more f�rmly than ever that up above h�m, �n soc�ety l�ke Ruth
and her fam�ly, all men and women thought these thoughts and l�ved
them. Down below where he l�ved was the �gnoble, and he wanted to
purge h�mself of the �gnoble that had so�led all h�s days, and to r�se
to that subl�mated realm where dwelt the upper classes. All h�s



ch�ldhood and youth had been troubled by a vague unrest; he had
never known what he wanted, but he had wanted someth�ng that he
had hunted va�nly for unt�l he met Ruth. And now h�s unrest had
become sharp and pa�nful, and he knew at last, clearly and def�n�tely,
that �t was beauty, and �ntellect, and love that he must have.

Dur�ng those several weeks he saw Ruth half a dozen t�mes, and
each t�me was an added �nsp�rat�on. She helped h�m w�th h�s
Engl�sh, corrected h�s pronunc�at�on, and started h�m on ar�thmet�c.
But the�r �ntercourse was not all devoted to elementary study. He had
seen too much of l�fe, and h�s m�nd was too matured, to be wholly
content w�th fract�ons, cube root, pars�ng, and analys�s; and there
were t�mes when the�r conversat�on turned on other themes—the last
poetry he had read, the latest poet she had stud�ed. And when she
read aloud to h�m her favor�te passages, he ascended to the topmost
heaven of del�ght. Never, �n all the women he had heard speak, had
he heard a vo�ce l�ke hers. The least sound of �t was a st�mulus to h�s
love, and he thr�lled and throbbed w�th every word she uttered. It was
the qual�ty of �t, the repose, and the mus�cal modulat�on—the soft,
r�ch, �ndef�nable product of culture and a gentle soul. As he l�stened
to her, there rang �n the ears of h�s memory the harsh cr�es of
barbar�an women and of hags, and, �n lesser degrees of harshness,
the str�dent vo�ces of work�ng women and of the g�rls of h�s own
class. Then the chem�stry of v�s�on would beg�n to work, and they
would troop �n rev�ew across h�s m�nd, each, by contrast, mult�ply�ng
Ruth’s glor�es. Then, too, h�s bl�ss was he�ghtened by the knowledge
that her m�nd was comprehend�ng what she read and was qu�ver�ng
w�th apprec�at�on of the beauty of the wr�tten thought. She read to
h�m much from “The Pr�ncess,” and often he saw her eyes sw�mm�ng
w�th tears, so f�nely was her aesthet�c nature strung. At such
moments her own emot�ons elevated h�m t�ll he was as a god, and,
as he gazed at her and l�stened, he seemed gaz�ng on the face of
l�fe and read�ng �ts deepest secrets. And then, becom�ng aware of
the he�ghts of exqu�s�te sens�b�l�ty he atta�ned, he dec�ded that th�s
was love and that love was the greatest th�ng �n the world. And �n
rev�ew would pass along the corr�dors of memory all prev�ous thr�lls
and burn�ngs he had known,—the drunkenness of w�ne, the
caresses of women, the rough play and g�ve and take of phys�cal



contests,—and they seemed tr�v�al and mean compared w�th th�s
subl�me ardor he now enjoyed.

The s�tuat�on was obscured to Ruth. She had never had any
exper�ences of the heart. Her only exper�ences �n such matters were
of the books, where the facts of ord�nary day were translated by
fancy �nto a fa�ry realm of unreal�ty; and she l�ttle knew that th�s
rough sa�lor was creep�ng �nto her heart and stor�ng there pent
forces that would some day burst forth and surge through her �n
waves of f�re. She d�d not know the actual f�re of love. Her
knowledge of love was purely theoret�cal, and she conce�ved of �t as
lambent flame, gentle as the fall of dew or the r�pple of qu�et water,
and cool as the velvet-dark of summer n�ghts. Her �dea of love was
more that of plac�d affect�on, serv�ng the loved one softly �n an
atmosphere, flower-scented and d�m-l�ghted, of ethereal calm. She
d�d not dream of the volcan�c convuls�ons of love, �ts scorch�ng heat
and ster�le wastes of parched ashes. She knew ne�ther her own
potenc�es, nor the potenc�es of the world; and the deeps of l�fe were
to her seas of �llus�on. The conjugal affect�on of her father and
mother const�tuted her �deal of love-aff�n�ty, and she looked forward
some day to emerg�ng, w�thout shock or fr�ct�on, �nto that same qu�et
sweetness of ex�stence w�th a loved one.

So �t was that she looked upon Mart�n Eden as a novelty, a
strange �nd�v�dual, and she �dent�f�ed w�th novelty and strangeness
the effects he produced upon her. It was only natural. In s�m�lar ways
she had exper�enced unusual feel�ngs when she looked at w�ld
an�mals �n the menager�e, or when she w�tnessed a storm of w�nd, or
shuddered at the br�ght-r�bbed l�ghtn�ng. There was someth�ng
cosm�c �n such th�ngs, and there was someth�ng cosm�c �n h�m. He
came to her breath�ng of large a�rs and great spaces. The blaze of
trop�c suns was �n h�s face, and �n h�s swell�ng, res�l�ent muscles was
the pr�mord�al v�gor of l�fe. He was marred and scarred by that
myster�ous world of rough men and rougher deeds, the outposts of
wh�ch began beyond her hor�zon. He was untamed, w�ld, and �n
secret ways her van�ty was touched by the fact that he came so
m�ldly to her hand. L�kew�se she was st�rred by the common �mpulse
to tame the w�ld th�ng. It was an unconsc�ous �mpulse, and farthest
from her thoughts that her des�re was to re-thumb the clay of h�m



�nto a l�keness of her father’s �mage, wh�ch �mage she bel�eved to be
the f�nest �n the world. Nor was there any way, out of her
�nexper�ence, for her to know that the cosm�c feel she caught of h�m
was that most cosm�c of th�ngs, love, wh�ch w�th equal power drew
men and women together across the world, compelled stags to k�ll
each other �n the rutt�ng season, and drove even the elements
�rres�st�bly to un�te.

H�s sw�ft development was a source of surpr�se and �nterest. She
detected unguessed f�nenesses �n h�m that seemed to bud, day by
day, l�ke flowers �n congen�al so�l. She read Brown�ng aloud to h�m,
and was often puzzled by the strange �nterpretat�ons he gave to
mooted passages. It was beyond her to real�ze that, out of h�s
exper�ence of men and women and l�fe, h�s �nterpretat�ons were far
more frequently correct than hers. H�s concept�ons seemed na�ve to
her, though she was often f�red by h�s dar�ng fl�ghts of
comprehens�on, whose orb�t-path was so w�de among the stars that
she could not follow and could only s�t and thr�ll to the �mpact of
unguessed power. Then she played to h�m—no longer at h�m—and
probed h�m w�th mus�c that sank to depths beyond her plumb-l�ne.
H�s nature opened to mus�c as a flower to the sun, and the trans�t�on
was qu�ck from h�s work�ng-class rag-t�me and j�ngles to her class�cal
d�splay p�eces that she knew nearly by heart. Yet he betrayed a
democrat�c fondness for Wagner, and the “Tannhäuser” overture,
when she had g�ven h�m the clew to �t, cla�med h�m as noth�ng else
she played. In an �mmed�ate way �t person�f�ed h�s l�fe. All h�s past
was the Venusburg mot�f, wh�le her he �dent�f�ed somehow w�th the
P�lgr�m’s Chorus mot�f; and from the exalted state th�s elevated h�m
to, he swept onward and upward �nto that vast shadow-realm of
sp�r�t-grop�ng, where good and ev�l war eternally.

Somet�mes he quest�oned, and �nduced �n her m�nd temporary
doubts as to the correctness of her own def�n�t�ons and concept�ons
of mus�c. But her s�ng�ng he d�d not quest�on. It was too wholly her,
and he sat always amazed at the d�v�ne melody of her pure soprano
vo�ce. And he could not help but contrast �t w�th the weak p�p�ngs
and shr�ll quaver�ngs of factory g�rls, �ll-nour�shed and untra�ned, and
w�th the raucous shr�ek�ngs from g�n-cracked throats of the women of
the seaport towns. She enjoyed s�ng�ng and play�ng to h�m. In truth,



�t was the f�rst t�me she had ever had a human soul to play w�th, and
the plast�c clay of h�m was a del�ght to mould; for she thought she
was mould�ng �t, and her �ntent�ons were good. Bes�des, �t was
pleasant to be w�th h�m. He d�d not repel her. That f�rst repuls�on had
been really a fear of her und�scovered self, and the fear had gone to
sleep. Though she d�d not know �t, she had a feel�ng �n h�m of
propr�etary r�ght. Also, he had a ton�c effect upon her. She was
study�ng hard at the un�vers�ty, and �t seemed to strengthen her to
emerge from the dusty books and have the fresh sea-breeze of h�s
personal�ty blow upon her. Strength! Strength was what she needed,
and he gave �t to her �n generous measure. To come �nto the same
room w�th h�m, or to meet h�m at the door, was to take heart of l�fe.
And when he had gone, she would return to her books w�th a keener
zest and fresh store of energy.

She knew her Brown�ng, but �t had never sunk �nto her that �t was
an awkward th�ng to play w�th souls. As her �nterest �n Mart�n
�ncreased, the remodell�ng of h�s l�fe became a pass�on w�th her.

“There �s Mr. Butler,” she sa�d one afternoon, when grammar and
ar�thmet�c and poetry had been put as�de.

“He had comparat�vely no advantages at f�rst. H�s father had been
a bank cash�er, but he l�ngered for years, dy�ng of consumpt�on �n
Ar�zona, so that when he was dead, Mr. Butler, Charles Butler he
was called, found h�mself alone �n the world. H�s father had come
from Austral�a, you know, and so he had no relat�ves �n Cal�forn�a.
He went to work �n a pr�nt�ng-off�ce,—I have heard h�m tell of �t many
t�mes,—and he got three dollars a week, at f�rst. H�s �ncome to-day �s
at least th�rty thousand a year. How d�d he do �t? He was honest, and
fa�thful, and �ndustr�ous, and econom�cal. He den�ed h�mself the
enjoyments that most boys �ndulge �n. He made �t a po�nt to save so
much every week, no matter what he had to do w�thout �n order to
save �t. Of course, he was soon earn�ng more than three dollars a
week, and as h�s wages �ncreased he saved more and more.

“He worked �n the dayt�me, and at n�ght he went to n�ght school.
He had h�s eyes f�xed always on the future. Later on he went to n�ght
h�gh school. When he was only seventeen, he was earn�ng excellent
wages at sett�ng type, but he was amb�t�ous. He wanted a career, not



a l�vel�hood, and he was content to make �mmed�ate sacr�f�ces for h�s
ult�mate ga�n. He dec�ded upon the law, and he entered father’s
off�ce as an off�ce boy—th�nk of that!—and got only four dollars a
week. But he had learned how to be econom�cal, and out of that four
dollars he went on sav�ng money.”

She paused for breath, and to note how Mart�n was rece�v�ng �t.
H�s face was l�ghted up w�th �nterest �n the youthful struggles of Mr.
Butler; but there was a frown upon h�s face as well.

“I’d say they was pretty hard l�nes for a young fellow,” he
remarked. “Four dollars a week! How could he l�ve on �t? You can bet
he d�dn’t have any fr�lls. Why, I pay f�ve dollars a week for board now,
an’ there’s noth�n’ exc�t�n’ about �t, you can lay to that. He must have
l�ved l�ke a dog. The food he ate—”

“He cooked for h�mself,” she �nterrupted, “on a l�ttle kerosene
stove.”

“The food he ate must have been worse than what a sa�lor gets on
the worst-feed�n’ deep-water sh�ps, than wh�ch there a�n’t much that
can be poss�bly worse.”

“But th�nk of h�m now!” she cr�ed enthus�ast�cally. “Th�nk of what
h�s �ncome affords h�m. H�s early den�als are pa�d for a thousand-
fold.”

Mart�n looked at her sharply.
“There’s one th�ng I’ll bet you,” he sa�d, “and �t �s that Mr. Butler �s

noth�n’ gay-hearted now �n h�s fat days. He fed h�mself l�ke that for
years an’ years, on a boy’s stomach, an’ I bet h�s stomach’s none too
good now for �t.”

Her eyes dropped before h�s search�ng gaze.
“I’ll bet he’s got dyspeps�a r�ght now!” Mart�n challenged.
“Yes, he has,” she confessed; “but—”
“An’ I bet,” Mart�n dashed on, “that he’s solemn an’ ser�ous as an

old owl, an’ doesn’t care a rap for a good t�me, for all h�s th�rty
thousand a year. An’ I’ll bet he’s not part�cularly joyful at see�n’
others have a good t�me. A�n’t I r�ght?”

She nodded her head �n agreement, and hastened to expla�n:-



“But he �s not that type of man. By nature he �s sober and ser�ous.
He always was that.”

“You can bet he was,” Mart�n procla�med. “Three dollars a week,
an’ four dollars a week, an’ a young boy cook�n’ for h�mself on an o�l-
burner an’ lay�n’ up money, work�n’ all day an’ study�n’ all n�ght, just
work�n’ an’ never play�n’, never hav�n’ a good t�me, an’ never learn�n’
how to have a good t�me—of course h�s th�rty thousand came along
too late.”

H�s sympathet�c �mag�nat�on was flash�ng upon h�s �nner s�ght all
the thousands of deta�ls of the boy’s ex�stence and of h�s narrow
sp�r�tual development �nto a th�rty-thousand-dollar-a-year man. W�th
the sw�ftness and w�de-reach�ng of mult�tud�nous thought Charles
Butler’s whole l�fe was telescoped upon h�s v�s�on.

“Do you know,” he added, “I feel sorry for Mr. Butler. He was too
young to know better, but he robbed h�mself of l�fe for the sake of
th�rty thousand a year that’s clean wasted upon h�m. Why, th�rty
thousand, lump sum, wouldn’t buy for h�m r�ght now what ten cents
he was lay�n’ up would have bought h�m, when he was a k�d, �n the
way of candy an’ peanuts or a seat �n n�gger heaven.”

It was just such un�queness of po�nts of v�ew that startled Ruth.
Not only were they new to her, and contrary to her own bel�efs, but
she always felt �n them germs of truth that threatened to unseat or
mod�fy her own conv�ct�ons. Had she been fourteen �nstead of
twenty-four, she m�ght have been changed by them; but she was
twenty-four, conservat�ve by nature and upbr�ng�ng, and already
crystall�zed �nto the cranny of l�fe where she had been born and
formed. It was true, h�s b�zarre judgments troubled her �n the
moments they were uttered, but she ascr�bed them to h�s novelty of
type and strangeness of l�v�ng, and they were soon forgotten.
Nevertheless, wh�le she d�sapproved of them, the strength of the�r
utterance, and the flash�ng of eyes and earnestness of face that
accompan�ed them, always thr�lled her and drew her toward h�m.
She would never have guessed that th�s man who had come from
beyond her hor�zon, was, �n such moments, flash�ng on beyond her
hor�zon w�th w�der and deeper concepts. Her own l�m�ts were the
l�m�ts of her hor�zon; but l�m�ted m�nds can recogn�ze l�m�tat�ons only



�n others. And so she felt that her outlook was very w�de �ndeed, and
that where h�s confl�cted w�th hers marked h�s l�m�tat�ons; and she
dreamed of help�ng h�m to see as she saw, of w�den�ng h�s hor�zon
unt�l �t was �dent�f�ed w�th hers.

“But I have not f�n�shed my story,” she sa�d. “He worked, so father
says, as no other off�ce boy he ever had. Mr. Butler was always
eager to work. He never was late, and he was usually at the off�ce a
few m�nutes before h�s regular t�me. And yet he saved h�s t�me.
Every spare moment was devoted to study. He stud�ed book-keep�ng
and type-wr�t�ng, and he pa�d for lessons �n shorthand by d�ctat�ng at
n�ght to a court reporter who needed pract�ce. He qu�ckly became a
clerk, and he made h�mself �nvaluable. Father apprec�ated h�m and
saw that he was bound to r�se. It was on father’s suggest�on that he
went to law college. He became a lawyer, and hardly was he back �n
the off�ce when father took h�m �n as jun�or partner. He �s a great
man. He refused the Un�ted States Senate several t�mes, and father
says he could become a just�ce of the Supreme Court any t�me a
vacancy occurs, �f he wants to. Such a l�fe �s an �nsp�rat�on to all of
us. It shows us that a man w�th w�ll may r�se super�or to h�s
env�ronment.”

“He �s a great man,” Mart�n sa�d s�ncerely.
But �t seemed to h�m there was someth�ng �n the rec�tal that jarred

upon h�s sense of beauty and l�fe. He could not f�nd an adequate
mot�ve �n Mr. Butler’s l�fe of p�nch�ng and pr�vat�on. Had he done �t for
love of a woman, or for atta�nment of beauty, Mart�n would have
understood. God’s own mad lover should do anyth�ng for the k�ss,
but not for th�rty thousand dollars a year. He was d�ssat�sf�ed w�th Mr.
Butler’s career. There was someth�ng paltry about �t, after all. Th�rty
thousand a year was all r�ght, but dyspeps�a and �nab�l�ty to be
humanly happy robbed such pr�ncely �ncome of all �ts value.

Much of th�s he strove to express to Ruth, and shocked her and
made �t clear that more remodell�ng was necessary. Hers was that
common �nsular�ty of m�nd that makes human creatures bel�eve that
the�r color, creed, and pol�t�cs are best and r�ght and that other
human creatures scattered over the world are less fortunately placed
than they. It was the same �nsular�ty of m�nd that made the anc�ent



Jew thank God he was not born a woman, and sent the modern
m�ss�onary god-subst�tut�ng to the ends of the earth; and �t made
Ruth des�re to shape th�s man from other crann�es of l�fe �nto the
l�keness of the men who l�ved �n her part�cular cranny of l�fe.



CHAPTER IX.

Back from sea Mart�n Eden came, hom�ng for Cal�forn�a w�th a
lover’s des�re. H�s store of money exhausted, he had sh�pped before
the mast on the treasure-hunt�ng schooner; and the Solomon
Islands, after e�ght months of fa�lure to f�nd treasure, had w�tnessed
the break�ng up of the exped�t�on. The men had been pa�d off �n
Austral�a, and Mart�n had �mmed�ately sh�pped on a deep-water
vessel for San Franc�sco. Not alone had those e�ght months earned
h�m enough money to stay on land for many weeks, but they had
enabled h�m to do a great deal of study�ng and read�ng.

H�s was the student’s m�nd, and beh�nd h�s ab�l�ty to learn was the
�ndom�tab�l�ty of h�s nature and h�s love for Ruth. The grammar he
had taken along he went through aga�n and aga�n unt�l h�s unjaded
bra�n had mastered �t. He not�ced the bad grammar used by h�s
sh�pmates, and made a po�nt of mentally correct�ng and
reconstruct�ng the�r crud�t�es of speech. To h�s great joy he
d�scovered that h�s ear was becom�ng sens�t�ve and that he was
develop�ng grammat�cal nerves. A double negat�ve jarred h�m l�ke a
d�scord, and often, from lack of pract�ce, �t was from h�s own l�ps that
the jar came. H�s tongue refused to learn new tr�cks �n a day.

After he had been through the grammar repeatedly, he took up the
d�ct�onary and added twenty words a day to h�s vocabulary. He found
that th�s was no l�ght task, and at wheel or lookout he stead�ly went
over and over h�s lengthen�ng l�st of pronunc�at�ons and def�n�t�ons,
wh�le he �nvar�ably memor�zed h�mself to sleep. “Never d�d anyth�ng,”
“�f I were,” and “those th�ngs,” were phrases, w�th many var�at�ons,
that he repeated under h�s breath �n order to accustom h�s tongue to
the language spoken by Ruth. “And” and “�ng,” w�th the “d” and “g”
pronounced emphat�cally, he went over thousands of t�mes; and to



h�s surpr�se he not�ced that he was beg�nn�ng to speak cleaner and
more correct Engl�sh than the off�cers themselves and the
gentleman-adventurers �n the cab�n who had f�nanced the
exped�t�on.

The capta�n was a f�shy-eyed Norweg�an who somehow had fallen
�nto possess�on of a complete Shakespeare, wh�ch he never read,
and Mart�n had washed h�s clothes for h�m and �n return been
perm�tted access to the prec�ous volumes. For a t�me, so steeped
was he �n the plays and �n the many favor�te passages that
�mpressed themselves almost w�thout effort on h�s bra�n, that all the
world seemed to shape �tself �nto forms of El�zabethan tragedy or
comedy and h�s very thoughts were �n blank verse. It tra�ned h�s ear
and gave h�m a f�ne apprec�at�on for noble Engl�sh; w�thal �t
�ntroduced �nto h�s m�nd much that was archa�c and obsolete.

The e�ght months had been well spent, and, �n add�t�on to what he
had learned of r�ght speak�ng and h�gh th�nk�ng, he had learned
much of h�mself. Along w�th h�s humbleness because he knew so
l�ttle, there arose a conv�ct�on of power. He felt a sharp gradat�on
between h�mself and h�s sh�pmates, and was w�se enough to real�ze
that the d�fference lay �n potent�al�ty rather than ach�evement. What
he could do,—they could do; but w�th�n h�m he felt a confused
ferment work�ng that told h�m there was more �n h�m than he had
done. He was tortured by the exqu�s�te beauty of the world, and
w�shed that Ruth were there to share �t w�th h�m. He dec�ded that he
would descr�be to her many of the b�ts of South Sea beauty. The
creat�ve sp�r�t �n h�m flamed up at the thought and urged that he
recreate th�s beauty for a w�der aud�ence than Ruth. And then, �n
splendor and glory, came the great �dea. He would wr�te. He would
be one of the eyes through wh�ch the world saw, one of the ears
through wh�ch �t heard, one of the hearts through wh�ch �t felt. He
would wr�te—everyth�ng—poetry and prose, f�ct�on and descr�pt�on,
and plays l�ke Shakespeare. There was career and the way to w�n to
Ruth. The men of l�terature were the world’s g�ants, and he
conce�ved them to be far f�ner than the Mr. Butlers who earned th�rty
thousand a year and could be Supreme Court just�ces �f they wanted
to.



Once the �dea had germ�nated, �t mastered h�m, and the return
voyage to San Franc�sco was l�ke a dream. He was drunken w�th
unguessed power and felt that he could do anyth�ng. In the m�dst of
the great and lonely sea he ga�ned perspect�ve. Clearly, and for the
f�rst t�me, he saw Ruth and her world. It was all v�sual�zed �n h�s m�nd
as a concrete th�ng wh�ch he could take up �n h�s two hands and turn
around and about and exam�ne. There was much that was d�m and
nebulous �n that world, but he saw �t as a whole and not �n deta�l, and
he saw, also, the way to master �t. To wr�te! The thought was f�re �n
h�m. He would beg�n as soon as he got back. The f�rst th�ng he would
do would be to descr�be the voyage of the treasure-hunters. He
would sell �t to some San Franc�sco newspaper. He would not tell
Ruth anyth�ng about �t, and she would be surpr�sed and pleased
when she saw h�s name �n pr�nt. Wh�le he wrote, he could go on
study�ng. There were twenty-four hours �n each day. He was
�nv�nc�ble. He knew how to work, and the c�tadels would go down
before h�m. He would not have to go to sea aga�n—as a sa�lor; and
for the �nstant he caught a v�s�on of a steam yacht. There were other
wr�ters who possessed steam yachts. Of course, he caut�oned
h�mself, �t would be slow succeed�ng at f�rst, and for a t�me he would
be content to earn enough money by h�s wr�t�ng to enable h�m to go
on study�ng. And then, after some t�me,—a very �ndeterm�nate t�me,
—when he had learned and prepared h�mself, he would wr�te the
great th�ngs and h�s name would be on all men’s l�ps. But greater
than that, �nf�n�tely greater and greatest of all, he would have proved
h�mself worthy of Ruth. Fame was all very well, but �t was for Ruth
that h�s splend�d dream arose. He was not a fame-monger, but
merely one of God’s mad lovers.

Arr�ved �n Oakland, w�th h�s snug pay-day �n h�s pocket, he took up
h�s old room at Bernard H�gg�nbotham’s and set to work. He d�d not
even let Ruth know he was back. He would go and see her when he
f�n�shed the art�cle on the treasure-hunters. It was not so d�ff�cult to
absta�n from see�ng her, because of the v�olent heat of creat�ve fever
that burned �n h�m. Bes�des, the very art�cle he was wr�t�ng would
br�ng her nearer to h�m. He d�d not know how long an art�cle he
should wr�te, but he counted the words �n a double-page art�cle �n the
Sunday supplement of the San Franc�sco Exam�ner, and gu�ded



h�mself by that. Three days, at wh�te heat, completed h�s narrat�ve;
but when he had cop�ed �t carefully, �n a large scrawl that was easy
to read, he learned from a rhetor�c he p�cked up �n the l�brary that
there were such th�ngs as paragraphs and quotat�on marks. He had
never thought of such th�ngs before; and he promptly set to work
wr�t�ng the art�cle over, referr�ng cont�nually to the pages of the
rhetor�c and learn�ng more �n a day about compos�t�on than the
average schoolboy �n a year. When he had cop�ed the art�cle a
second t�me and rolled �t up carefully, he read �n a newspaper an
�tem on h�nts to beg�nners, and d�scovered the �ron law that
manuscr�pts should never be rolled and that they should be wr�tten
on one s�de of the paper. He had v�olated the law on both counts.
Also, he learned from the �tem that f�rst-class papers pa�d a m�n�mum
of ten dollars a column. So, wh�le he cop�ed the manuscr�pt a th�rd
t�me, he consoled h�mself by mult�ply�ng ten columns by ten dollars.
The product was always the same, one hundred dollars, and he
dec�ded that that was better than seafar�ng. If �t hadn’t been for h�s
blunders, he would have f�n�shed the art�cle �n three days. One
hundred dollars �n three days! It would have taken h�m three months
and longer on the sea to earn a s�m�lar amount. A man was a fool to
go to sea when he could wr�te, he concluded, though the money �n
�tself meant noth�ng to h�m. Its value was �n the l�berty �t would get
h�m, the presentable garments �t would buy h�m, all of wh�ch would
br�ng h�m nearer, sw�ftly nearer, to the slender, pale g�rl who had
turned h�s l�fe back upon �tself and g�ven h�m �nsp�rat�on.

He ma�led the manuscr�pt �n a flat envelope, and addressed �t to
the ed�tor of the San Franc�sco Exam�ner. He had an �dea that
anyth�ng accepted by a paper was publ�shed �mmed�ately, and as he
had sent the manuscr�pt �n on Fr�day he expected �t to come out on
the follow�ng Sunday. He conce�ved that �t would be f�ne to let that
event appr�se Ruth of h�s return. Then, Sunday afternoon, he would
call and see her. In the meant�me he was occup�ed by another �dea,
wh�ch he pr�ded h�mself upon as be�ng a part�cularly sane, careful,
and modest �dea. He would wr�te an adventure story for boys and
sell �t to The Youth’s Compan�on. He went to the free read�ng-room
and looked through the f�les of The Youth’s Compan�on. Ser�al
stor�es, he found, were usually publ�shed �n that weekly �n f�ve



�nstalments of about three thousand words each. He d�scovered
several ser�als that ran to seven �nstalments, and dec�ded to wr�te
one of that length.

He had been on a whal�ng voyage �n the Arct�c, once—a voyage
that was to have been for three years and wh�ch had term�nated �n
sh�pwreck at the end of s�x months. Wh�le h�s �mag�nat�on was
fanc�ful, even fantast�c at t�mes, he had a bas�c love of real�ty that
compelled h�m to wr�te about the th�ngs he knew. He knew whal�ng,
and out of the real mater�als of h�s knowledge he proceeded to
manufacture the f�ct�t�ous adventures of the two boys he �ntended to
use as jo�nt heroes. It was easy work, he dec�ded on Saturday
even�ng. He had completed on that day the f�rst �nstalment of three
thousand words—much to the amusement of J�m, and to the open
der�s�on of Mr. H�gg�nbotham, who sneered throughout meal-t�me at
the “l�tery” person they had d�scovered �n the fam�ly.

Mart�n contented h�mself by p�ctur�ng h�s brother-�n-law’s surpr�se
on Sunday morn�ng when he opened h�s Exam�ner and saw the
art�cle on the treasure-hunters. Early that morn�ng he was out
h�mself to the front door, nervously rac�ng through the many-sheeted
newspaper. He went through �t a second t�me, very carefully, then
folded �t up and left �t where he had found �t. He was glad he had not
told any one about h�s art�cle. On second thought he concluded that
he had been wrong about the speed w�th wh�ch th�ngs found the�r
way �nto newspaper columns. Bes�des, there had not been any news
value �n h�s art�cle, and most l�kely the ed�tor would wr�te to h�m
about �t f�rst.

After breakfast he went on w�th h�s ser�al. The words flowed from
h�s pen, though he broke off from the wr�t�ng frequently to look up
def�n�t�ons �n the d�ct�onary or to refer to the rhetor�c. He often read
or re-read a chapter at a t�me, dur�ng such pauses; and he consoled
h�mself that wh�le he was not wr�t�ng the great th�ngs he felt to be �n
h�m, he was learn�ng compos�t�on, at any rate, and tra�n�ng h�mself to
shape up and express h�s thoughts. He to�led on t�ll dark, when he
went out to the read�ng-room and explored magaz�nes and weekl�es
unt�l the place closed at ten o’clock. Th�s was h�s programme for a
week. Each day he d�d three thousand words, and each even�ng he



puzzled h�s way through the magaz�nes, tak�ng note of the stor�es,
art�cles, and poems that ed�tors saw f�t to publ�sh. One th�ng was
certa�n: What these mult�tud�nous wr�ters d�d he could do, and only
g�ve h�m t�me and he would do what they could not do. He was
cheered to read �n Book News, �n a paragraph on the payment of
magaz�ne wr�ters, not that Rudyard K�pl�ng rece�ved a dollar per
word, but that the m�n�mum rate pa�d by f�rst-class magaz�nes was
two cents a word. The Youth’s Compan�on was certa�nly f�rst class,
and at that rate the three thousand words he had wr�tten that day
would br�ng h�m s�xty dollars—two months’ wages on the sea!

On Fr�day n�ght he f�n�shed the ser�al, twenty-one thousand words
long. At two cents a word, he calculated, that would br�ng h�m four
hundred and twenty dollars. Not a bad week’s work. It was more
money than he had ever possessed at one t�me. He d�d not know
how he could spend �t all. He had tapped a gold m�ne. Where th�s
came from he could always get more. He planned to buy some more
clothes, to subscr�be to many magaz�nes, and to buy dozens of
reference books that at present he was compelled to go to the l�brary
to consult. And st�ll there was a large port�on of the four hundred and
twenty dollars unspent. Th�s worr�ed h�m unt�l the thought came to
h�m of h�r�ng a servant for Gertrude and of buy�ng a b�cycle for
Mar�an.

He ma�led the bulky manuscr�pt to The Youth’s Compan�on, and
on Saturday afternoon, after hav�ng planned an art�cle on pearl-
d�v�ng, he went to see Ruth. He had telephoned, and she went
herself to greet h�m at the door. The old fam�l�ar blaze of health
rushed out from h�m and struck her l�ke a blow. It seemed to enter
�nto her body and course through her ve�ns �n a l�qu�d glow, and to
set her qu�ver�ng w�th �ts �mparted strength. He flushed warmly as he
took her hand and looked �nto her blue eyes, but the fresh bronze of
e�ght months of sun h�d the flush, though �t d�d not protect the neck
from the gnaw�ng chafe of the st�ff collar. She noted the red l�ne of �t
w�th amusement wh�ch qu�ckly van�shed as she glanced at h�s
clothes. They really f�tted h�m,—�t was h�s f�rst made-to-order su�t,—
and he seemed sl�mmer and better modelled. In add�t�on, h�s cloth
cap had been replaced by a soft hat, wh�ch she commanded h�m to
put on and then compl�mented h�m on h�s appearance. She d�d not



remember when she had felt so happy. Th�s change �n h�m was her
hand�work, and she was proud of �t and f�red w�th amb�t�on further to
help h�m.

But the most rad�cal change of all, and the one that pleased her
most, was the change �n h�s speech. Not only d�d he speak more
correctly, but he spoke more eas�ly, and there were many new words
�n h�s vocabulary. When he grew exc�ted or enthus�ast�c, however, he
dropped back �nto the old slurr�ng and the dropp�ng of f�nal
consonants. Also, there was an awkward hes�tancy, at t�mes, as he
essayed the new words he had learned. On the other hand, along
w�th h�s ease of express�on, he d�splayed a l�ghtness and
facet�ousness of thought that del�ghted her. It was h�s old sp�r�t of
humor and bad�nage that had made h�m a favor�te �n h�s own class,
but wh�ch he had h�therto been unable to use �n her presence
through lack of words and tra�n�ng. He was just beg�nn�ng to
or�entate h�mself and to feel that he was not wholly an �ntruder. But
he was very tentat�ve, fast�d�ously so, lett�ng Ruth set the pace of
spr�ghtl�ness and fancy, keep�ng up w�th her but never dar�ng to go
beyond her.

He told her of what he had been do�ng, and of h�s plan to wr�te for
a l�vel�hood and of go�ng on w�th h�s stud�es. But he was
d�sappo�nted at her lack of approval. She d�d not th�nk much of h�s
plan.

“You see,” she sa�d frankly, “wr�t�ng must be a trade, l�ke anyth�ng
else. Not that I know anyth�ng about �t, of course. I only br�ng
common judgment to bear. You couldn’t hope to be a blacksm�th
w�thout spend�ng three years at learn�ng the trade—or �s �t f�ve years!
Now wr�ters are so much better pa�d than blacksm�ths that there
must be ever so many more men who would l�ke to wr�te, who—try to
wr�te.”

“But then, may not I be pecul�arly const�tuted to wr�te?” he quer�ed,
secretly exult�ng at the language he had used, h�s sw�ft �mag�nat�on
throw�ng the whole scene and atmosphere upon a vast screen along
w�th a thousand other scenes from h�s l�fe—scenes that were rough
and raw, gross and best�al.



The whole compos�te v�s�on was ach�eved w�th the speed of l�ght,
produc�ng no pause �n the conversat�on, nor �nterrupt�ng h�s calm
tra�n of thought. On the screen of h�s �mag�nat�on he saw h�mself and
th�s sweet and beaut�ful g�rl, fac�ng each other and convers�ng �n
good Engl�sh, �n a room of books and pa�nt�ngs and tone and culture,
and all �llum�nated by a br�ght l�ght of steadfast br�ll�ance; wh�le
ranged about and fad�ng away to the remote edges of the screen
were ant�thet�cal scenes, each scene a p�cture, and he the onlooker,
free to look at w�ll upon what he w�shed. He saw these other scenes
through dr�ft�ng vapors and sw�rls of sullen fog d�ssolv�ng before
shafts of red and gar�sh l�ght. He saw cowboys at the bar, dr�nk�ng
f�erce wh�skey, the a�r f�lled w�th obscen�ty and r�bald language, and
he saw h�mself w�th them dr�nk�ng and curs�ng w�th the w�ldest, or
s�tt�ng at table w�th them, under smok�ng kerosene lamps, wh�le the
ch�ps cl�cked and clattered and the cards were dealt around. He saw
h�mself, str�pped to the wa�st, w�th naked f�sts, f�ght�ng h�s great f�ght
w�th L�verpool Red �n the forecastle of the Susquehanna; and he saw
the bloody deck of the John Rogers, that gray morn�ng of attempted
mut�ny, the mate k�ck�ng �n death-throes on the ma�n-hatch, the
revolver �n the old man’s hand sp�tt�ng f�re and smoke, the men w�th
pass�on-wrenched faces, of brutes scream�ng v�le blasphem�es and
fall�ng about h�m—and then he returned to the central scene, calm
and clean �n the steadfast l�ght, where Ruth sat and talked w�th h�m
am�d books and pa�nt�ngs; and he saw the grand p�ano upon wh�ch
she would later play to h�m; and he heard the echoes of h�s own
selected and correct words, “But then, may I not be pecul�arly
const�tuted to wr�te?”

“But no matter how pecul�arly const�tuted a man may be for
blacksm�th�ng,” she was laugh�ng, “I never heard of one becom�ng a
blacksm�th w�thout f�rst serv�ng h�s apprent�cesh�p.”

“What would you adv�se?” he asked. “And don’t forget that I feel �n
me th�s capac�ty to wr�te—I can’t expla�n �t; I just know that �t �s �n
me.”

“You must get a thorough educat�on,” was the answer, “whether or
not you ult�mately become a wr�ter. Th�s educat�on �s �nd�spensable



for whatever career you select, and �t must not be sl�pshod or
sketchy. You should go to h�gh school.”

“Yes—” he began; but she �nterrupted w�th an afterthought:-
“Of course, you could go on w�th your wr�t�ng, too.”
“I would have to,” he sa�d gr�mly.
“Why?” She looked at h�m, prett�ly puzzled, for she d�d not qu�te

l�ke the pers�stence w�th wh�ch he clung to h�s not�on.
“Because, w�thout wr�t�ng there wouldn’t be any h�gh school. I must

l�ve and buy books and clothes, you know.”
“I’d forgotten that,” she laughed. “Why weren’t you born w�th an

�ncome?”
“I’d rather have good health and �mag�nat�on,” he answered. “I can

make good on the �ncome, but the other th�ngs have to be made
good for—” He almost sa�d “you,” then amended h�s sentence to,
“have to be made good for one.”

“Don’t say ‘make good,’” she cr�ed, sweetly petulant. “It’s slang,
and �t’s horr�d.”

He flushed, and stammered, “That’s r�ght, and I only w�sh you’d
correct me every t�me.”

“I—I’d l�ke to,” she sa�d halt�ngly. “You have so much �n you that �s
good that I want to see you perfect.”

He was clay �n her hands �mmed�ately, as pass�onately des�rous of
be�ng moulded by her as she was des�rous of shap�ng h�m �nto the
�mage of her �deal of man. And when she po�nted out the
opportuneness of the t�me, that the entrance exam�nat�ons to h�gh
school began on the follow�ng Monday, he promptly volunteered that
he would take them.

Then she played and sang to h�m, wh�le he gazed w�th hungry
yearn�ng at her, dr�nk�ng �n her lovel�ness and marvell�ng that there
should not be a hundred su�tors l�sten�ng there and long�ng for her as
he l�stened and longed.



CHAPTER X.

He stopped to d�nner that even�ng, and, much to Ruth’s
sat�sfact�on, made a favorable �mpress�on on her father. They talked
about the sea as a career, a subject wh�ch Mart�n had at h�s f�nger-
ends, and Mr. Morse remarked afterward that he seemed a very
clear-headed young man. In h�s avo�dance of slang and h�s search
after r�ght words, Mart�n was compelled to talk slowly, wh�ch enabled
h�m to f�nd the best thoughts that were �n h�m. He was more at ease
than that f�rst n�ght at d�nner, nearly a year before, and h�s shyness
and modesty even commended h�m to Mrs. Morse, who was pleased
at h�s man�fest �mprovement.

“He �s the f�rst man that ever drew pass�ng not�ce from Ruth,” she
told her husband. “She has been so s�ngularly backward where men
are concerned that I have been worr�ed greatly.”

Mr. Morse looked at h�s w�fe cur�ously.
“You mean to use th�s young sa�lor to wake her up?” he

quest�oned.
“I mean that she �s not to d�e an old ma�d �f I can help �t,” was the

answer. “If th�s young Eden can arouse her �nterest �n mank�nd �n
general, �t w�ll be a good th�ng.”

“A very good th�ng,” he commented. “But suppose,—and we must
suppose, somet�mes, my dear,—suppose he arouses her �nterest too
part�cularly �n h�m?”

“Imposs�ble,” Mrs. Morse laughed. “She �s three years older than
he, and, bes�des, �t �s �mposs�ble. Noth�ng w�ll ever come of �t. Trust
that to me.”

And so Mart�n’s rôle was arranged for h�m, wh�le he, led on by
Arthur and Norman, was med�tat�ng an extravagance. They were



go�ng out for a r�de �nto the h�lls Sunday morn�ng on the�r wheels,
wh�ch d�d not �nterest Mart�n unt�l he learned that Ruth, too, rode a
wheel and was go�ng along. He d�d not r�de, nor own a wheel, but �f
Ruth rode, �t was up to h�m to beg�n, was h�s dec�s�on; and when he
sa�d good n�ght, he stopped �n at a cyclery on h�s way home and
spent forty dollars for a wheel. It was more than a month’s hard-
earned wages, and �t reduced h�s stock of money amaz�ngly; but
when he added the hundred dollars he was to rece�ve from the
Exam�ner to the four hundred and twenty dollars that was the least
The Youth’s Compan�on could pay h�m, he felt that he had reduced
the perplex�ty the unwonted amount of money had caused h�m. Nor
d�d he m�nd, �n the course of learn�ng to r�de the wheel home, the
fact that he ru�ned h�s su�t of clothes. He caught the ta�lor by
telephone that n�ght from Mr. H�gg�nbotham’s store and ordered
another su�t. Then he carr�ed the wheel up the narrow sta�rway that
clung l�ke a f�re-escape to the rear wall of the bu�ld�ng, and when he
had moved h�s bed out from the wall, found there was just space
enough �n the small room for h�mself and the wheel.

Sunday he had �ntended to devote to study�ng for the h�gh school
exam�nat�on, but the pearl-d�v�ng art�cle lured h�m away, and he
spent the day �n the wh�te-hot fever of re-creat�ng the beauty and
romance that burned �n h�m. The fact that the Exam�ner of that
morn�ng had fa�led to publ�sh h�s treasure-hunt�ng art�cle d�d not
dash h�s sp�r�ts. He was at too great a he�ght for that, and hav�ng
been deaf to a tw�ce-repeated summons, he went w�thout the heavy
Sunday d�nner w�th wh�ch Mr. H�gg�nbotham �nvar�ably graced h�s
table. To Mr. H�gg�nbotham such a d�nner was advert�sement of h�s
worldly ach�evement and prosper�ty, and he honored �t by del�ver�ng
plat�tud�nous sermonettes upon Amer�can �nst�tut�ons and the
opportun�ty sa�d �nst�tut�ons gave to any hard-work�ng man to r�se—
the r�se, �n h�s case, wh�ch he po�nted out unfa�l�ngly, be�ng from a
grocer’s clerk to the ownersh�p of H�gg�nbotham’s Cash Store.

Mart�n Eden looked w�th a s�gh at h�s unf�n�shed “Pearl-d�v�ng” on
Monday morn�ng, and took the car down to Oakland to the h�gh
school. And when, days later, he appl�ed for the results of h�s
exam�nat�ons, he learned that he had fa�led �n everyth�ng save
grammar.



“Your grammar �s excellent,” Professor H�lton �nformed h�m, star�ng
at h�m through heavy spectacles; “but you know noth�ng, pos�t�vely
noth�ng, �n the other branches, and your Un�ted States h�story �s
abom�nable—there �s no other word for �t, abom�nable. I should
adv�se you—”

Professor H�lton paused and glared at h�m, unsympathet�c and
un�mag�nat�ve as one of h�s own test-tubes. He was professor of
phys�cs �n the h�gh school, possessor of a large fam�ly, a meagre
salary, and a select fund of parrot-learned knowledge.

“Yes, s�r,” Mart�n sa�d humbly, w�sh�ng somehow that the man at
the desk �n the l�brary was �n Professor H�lton’s place just then.

“And I should adv�se you to go back to the grammar school for at
least two years. Good day.”

Mart�n was not deeply affected by h�s fa�lure, though he was
surpr�sed at Ruth’s shocked express�on when he told her Professor
H�lton’s adv�ce. Her d�sappo�ntment was so ev�dent that he was sorry
he had fa�led, but ch�efly so for her sake.

“You see I was r�ght,” she sa�d. “You know far more than any of the
students enter�ng h�gh school, and yet you can’t pass the
exam�nat�ons. It �s because what educat�on you have �s fragmentary,
sketchy. You need the d�sc�pl�ne of study, such as only sk�lled
teachers can g�ve you. You must be thoroughly grounded. Professor
H�lton �s r�ght, and �f I were you, I’d go to n�ght school. A year and a
half of �t m�ght enable you to catch up that add�t�onal s�x months.
Bes�des, that would leave you your days �n wh�ch to wr�te, or, �f you
could not make your l�v�ng by your pen, you would have your days �n
wh�ch to work �n some pos�t�on.”

But �f my days are taken up w�th work and my n�ghts w�th school,
when am I go�ng to see you?—was Mart�n’s f�rst thought, though he
refra�ned from utter�ng �t. Instead, he sa�d:-

“It seems so baby�sh for me to be go�ng to n�ght school. But I
wouldn’t m�nd that �f I thought �t would pay. But I don’t th�nk �t w�ll pay.
I can do the work qu�cker than they can teach me. It would be a loss
of t�me—” he thought of her and h�s des�re to have her—“and I can’t
afford the t�me. I haven’t the t�me to spare, �n fact.”



“There �s so much that �s necessary.” She looked at h�m gently,
and he was a brute to oppose her. “Phys�cs and chem�stry—you
can’t do them w�thout laboratory study; and you’ll f�nd algebra and
geometry almost hopeless w�thout �nstruct�on. You need the sk�lled
teachers, the spec�al�sts �n the art of �mpart�ng knowledge.”

He was s�lent for a m�nute, cast�ng about for the least va�nglor�ous
way �n wh�ch to express h�mself.

“Please don’t th�nk I’m bragg�ng,” he began. “I don’t �ntend �t that
way at all. But I have a feel�ng that I am what I may call a natural
student. I can study by myself. I take to �t k�ndly, l�ke a duck to water.
You see yourself what I d�d w�th grammar. And I’ve learned much of
other th�ngs—you would never dream how much. And I’m only
gett�ng started. Wa�t t�ll I get—” He hes�tated and assured h�mself of
the pronunc�at�on before he sa�d “momentum. I’m gett�ng my f�rst real
feel of th�ngs now. I’m beg�nn�ng to s�ze up the s�tuat�on—”

“Please don’t say ‘s�ze up,’” she �nterrupted.
“To get a l�ne on th�ngs,” he hast�ly amended.
“That doesn’t mean anyth�ng �n correct Engl�sh,” she objected.
He floundered for a fresh start.
“What I’m dr�v�ng at �s that I’m beg�nn�ng to get the lay of the land.”
Out of p�ty she forebore, and he went on.
“Knowledge seems to me l�ke a chart-room. Whenever I go �nto

the l�brary, I am �mpressed that way. The part played by teachers �s
to teach the student the contents of the chart-room �n a systemat�c
way. The teachers are gu�des to the chart-room, that’s all. It’s not
someth�ng that they have �n the�r own heads. They don’t make �t up,
don’t create �t. It’s all �n the chart-room and they know the�r way
about �n �t, and �t’s the�r bus�ness to show the place to strangers who
m�ght else get lost. Now I don’t get lost eas�ly. I have the bump of
locat�on. I usually know where I’m at—What’s wrong now?”

“Don’t say ‘where I’m at.’”
“That’s r�ght,” he sa�d gratefully, “where I am. But where am I at—I

mean, where am I? Oh, yes, �n the chart-room. Well, some people—”
“Persons,” she corrected.



“Some persons need gu�des, most persons do; but I th�nk I can get
along w�thout them. I’ve spent a lot of t�me �n the chart-room now,
and I’m on the edge of know�ng my way about, what charts I want to
refer to, what coasts I want to explore. And from the way I l�ne �t up,
I’ll explore a whole lot more qu�ckly by myself. The speed of a fleet,
you know, �s the speed of the slowest sh�p, and the speed of the
teachers �s affected the same way. They can’t go any faster than the
ruck of the�r scholars, and I can set a faster pace for myself than
they set for a whole schoolroom.”

“‘He travels the fastest who travels alone,’” she quoted at h�m.
But I’d travel faster w�th you just the same, was what he wanted to

blurt out, as he caught a v�s�on of a world w�thout end of sunl�t
spaces and starry vo�ds through wh�ch he dr�fted w�th her, h�s arm
around her, her pale gold ha�r blow�ng about h�s face. In the same
�nstant he was aware of the p�t�ful �nadequacy of speech. God! If he
could so frame words that she could see what he then saw! And he
felt the st�r �n h�m, l�ke a throe of yearn�ng pa�n, of the des�re to pa�nt
these v�s�ons that flashed unsummoned on the m�rror of h�s m�nd.
Ah, that was �t! He caught at the hem of the secret. It was the very
th�ng that the great wr�ters and master-poets d�d. That was why they
were g�ants. They knew how to express what they thought, and felt,
and saw. Dogs asleep �n the sun often wh�ned and barked, but they
were unable to tell what they saw that made them wh�ne and bark.
He had often wondered what �t was. And that was all he was, a dog
asleep �n the sun. He saw noble and beaut�ful v�s�ons, but he could
only wh�ne and bark at Ruth. But he would cease sleep�ng �n the
sun. He would stand up, w�th open eyes, and he would struggle and
to�l and learn unt�l, w�th eyes unbl�nded and tongue unt�ed, he could
share w�th her h�s v�s�oned wealth. Other men had d�scovered the
tr�ck of express�on, of mak�ng words obed�ent serv�tors, and of
mak�ng comb�nat�ons of words mean more than the sum of the�r
separate mean�ngs. He was st�rred profoundly by the pass�ng
gl�mpse at the secret, and he was aga�n caught up �n the v�s�on of
sunl�t spaces and starry vo�ds—unt�l �t came to h�m that �t was very
qu�et, and he saw Ruth regard�ng h�m w�th an amused express�on
and a sm�le �n her eyes.



“I have had a great v�s�on�ng,” he sa�d, and at the sound of h�s
words �n h�s own ears h�s heart gave a leap. Where had those words
come from? They had adequately expressed the pause h�s v�s�on
had put �n the conversat�on. It was a m�racle. Never had he so loft�ly
framed a lofty thought. But never had he attempted to frame lofty
thoughts �n words. That was �t. That expla�ned �t. He had never tr�ed.
But Sw�nburne had, and Tennyson, and K�pl�ng, and all the other
poets. H�s m�nd flashed on to h�s “Pearl-d�v�ng.” He had never dared
the b�g th�ngs, the sp�r�t of the beauty that was a f�re �n h�m. That
art�cle would be a d�fferent th�ng when he was done w�th �t. He was
appalled by the vastness of the beauty that r�ghtfully belonged �n �t,
and aga�n h�s m�nd flashed and dared, and he demanded of h�mself
why he could not chant that beauty �n noble verse as the great poets
d�d. And there was all the myster�ous del�ght and sp�r�tual wonder of
h�s love for Ruth. Why could he not chant that, too, as the poets d�d?
They had sung of love. So would he. By God!—

And �n h�s fr�ghtened ears he heard h�s exclamat�on echo�ng.
Carr�ed away, he had breathed �t aloud. The blood surged �nto h�s
face, wave upon wave, master�ng the bronze of �t t�ll the blush of
shame flaunted �tself from collar-r�m to the roots of h�s ha�r.

“I—I—beg your pardon,” he stammered. “I was th�nk�ng.”
“It sounded as �f you were pray�ng,” she sa�d bravely, but she felt

herself �ns�de to be w�ther�ng and shr�nk�ng. It was the f�rst t�me she
had heard an oath from the l�ps of a man she knew, and she was
shocked, not merely as a matter of pr�nc�ple and tra�n�ng, but
shocked �n sp�r�t by th�s rough blast of l�fe �n the garden of her
sheltered ma�denhood.

But she forgave, and w�th surpr�se at the ease of her forg�veness.
Somehow �t was not so d�ff�cult to forg�ve h�m anyth�ng. He had not
had a chance to be as other men, and he was try�ng so hard, and
succeed�ng, too. It never entered her head that there could be any
other reason for her be�ng k�ndly d�sposed toward h�m. She was
tenderly d�sposed toward h�m, but she d�d not know �t. She had no
way of know�ng �t. The plac�d po�se of twenty-four years w�thout a
s�ngle love affa�r d�d not f�t her w�th a keen percept�on of her own



feel�ngs, and she who had never warmed to actual love was
unaware that she was warm�ng now.



CHAPTER XI.

Mart�n went back to h�s pearl-d�v�ng art�cle, wh�ch would have
been f�n�shed sooner �f �t had not been broken �n upon so frequently
by h�s attempts to wr�te poetry. H�s poems were love poems, �nsp�red
by Ruth, but they were never completed. Not �n a day could he learn
to chant �n noble verse. Rhyme and metre and structure were
ser�ous enough �n themselves, but there was, over and beyond
them, an �ntang�ble and evas�ve someth�ng that he caught �n all great
poetry, but wh�ch he could not catch and �mpr�son �n h�s own. It was
the elus�ve sp�r�t of poetry �tself that he sensed and sought after but
could not capture. It seemed a glow to h�m, a warm and tra�l�ng
vapor, ever beyond h�s reach�ng, though somet�mes he was
rewarded by catch�ng at shreds of �t and weav�ng them �nto phrases
that echoed �n h�s bra�n w�th haunt�ng notes or dr�fted across h�s
v�s�on �n m�sty wafture of unseen beauty. It was baffl�ng. He ached
w�th des�re to express and could but g�bber prosa�cally as everybody
g�bbered. He read h�s fragments aloud. The metre marched along on
perfect feet, and the rhyme pounded a longer and equally faultless
rhythm, but the glow and h�gh exaltat�on that he felt w�th�n were
lack�ng. He could not understand, and t�me and aga�n, �n despa�r,
defeated and depressed, he returned to h�s art�cle. Prose was
certa�nly an eas�er med�um.

Follow�ng the “Pearl-d�v�ng,” he wrote an art�cle on the sea as a
career, another on turtle-catch�ng, and a th�rd on the northeast
trades. Then he tr�ed, as an exper�ment, a short story, and before he
broke h�s str�de he had f�n�shed s�x short stor�es and despatched
them to var�ous magaz�nes. He wrote prol�f�cally, �ntensely, from
morn�ng t�ll n�ght, and late at n�ght, except when he broke off to go to
the read�ng-room, draw books from the l�brary, or to call on Ruth. He



was profoundly happy. L�fe was p�tched h�gh. He was �n a fever that
never broke. The joy of creat�on that �s supposed to belong to the
gods was h�s. All the l�fe about h�m—the odors of stale vegetables
and soapsuds, the slatternly form of h�s s�ster, and the jeer�ng face of
Mr. H�gg�nbotham—was a dream. The real world was �n h�s m�nd,
and the stor�es he wrote were so many p�eces of real�ty out of h�s
m�nd.

The days were too short. There was so much he wanted to study.
He cut h�s sleep down to f�ve hours and found that he could get
along upon �t. He tr�ed four hours and a half, and regretfully came
back to f�ve. He could joyfully have spent all h�s wak�ng hours upon
any one of h�s pursu�ts. It was w�th regret that he ceased from wr�t�ng
to study, that he ceased from study to go to the l�brary, that he tore
h�mself away from that chart-room of knowledge or from the
magaz�nes �n the read�ng-room that were f�lled w�th the secrets of
wr�ters who succeeded �n sell�ng the�r wares. It was l�ke sever�ng
heart str�ngs, when he was w�th Ruth, to stand up and go; and he
scorched through the dark streets so as to get home to h�s books at
the least poss�ble expense of t�me. And hardest of all was �t to shut
up the algebra or phys�cs, put note-book and penc�l as�de, and close
h�s t�red eyes �n sleep. He hated the thought of ceas�ng to l�ve, even
for so short a t�me, and h�s sole consolat�on was that the alarm clock
was set f�ve hours ahead. He would lose only f�ve hours anyway, and
then the jangl�ng bell would jerk h�m out of unconsc�ousness and he
would have before h�m another glor�ous day of n�neteen hours.

In the meant�me the weeks were pass�ng, h�s money was ebb�ng
low, and there was no money com�ng �n. A month after he had
ma�led �t, the adventure ser�al for boys was returned to h�m by The
Youth’s Compan�on. The reject�on sl�p was so tactfully worded that
he felt k�ndly toward the ed�tor. But he d�d not feel so k�ndly toward
the ed�tor of the San Franc�sco Exam�ner. After wa�t�ng two whole
weeks, Mart�n had wr�tten to h�m. A week later he wrote aga�n. At the
end of the month, he went over to San Franc�sco and personally
called upon the ed�tor. But he d�d not meet that exalted personage,
thanks to a Cerberus of an off�ce boy, of tender years and red ha�r,
who guarded the portals. At the end of the f�fth week the manuscr�pt
came back to h�m, by ma�l, w�thout comment. There was no reject�on



sl�p, no explanat�on, noth�ng. In the same way h�s other art�cles were
t�ed up w�th the other lead�ng San Franc�sco papers. When he
recovered them, he sent them to the magaz�nes �n the East, from
wh�ch they were returned more promptly, accompan�ed always by
the pr�nted reject�on sl�ps.

The short stor�es were returned �n s�m�lar fash�on. He read them
over and over, and l�ked them so much that he could not puzzle out
the cause of the�r reject�on, unt�l, one day, he read �n a newspaper
that manuscr�pts should always be typewr�tten. That expla�ned �t. Of
course ed�tors were so busy that they could not afford the t�me and
stra�n of read�ng handwr�t�ng. Mart�n rented a typewr�ter and spent a
day master�ng the mach�ne. Each day he typed what he composed,
and he typed h�s earl�er manuscr�pts as fast as they were returned
h�m. He was surpr�sed when the typed ones began to come back.
H�s jaw seemed to become squarer, h�s ch�n more aggress�ve, and
he bundled the manuscr�pts off to new ed�tors.

The thought came to h�m that he was not a good judge of h�s own
work. He tr�ed �t out on Gertrude. He read h�s stor�es aloud to her.
Her eyes gl�stened, and she looked at h�m proudly as she sa�d:-

“A�n’t �t grand, you wr�t�n’ those sort of th�ngs.”
“Yes, yes,” he demanded �mpat�ently. “But the story—how d�d you

l�ke �t?”
“Just grand,” was the reply. “Just grand, an’ thr�ll�ng, too. I was all

worked up.”
He could see that her m�nd was not clear. The perplex�ty was

strong �n her good-natured face. So he wa�ted.
“But, say, Mart,” after a long pause, “how d�d �t end? D�d that

young man who spoke so h�ghfalut�n’ get her?”
And, after he had expla�ned the end, wh�ch he thought he had

made art�st�cally obv�ous, she would say:-
“That’s what I wanted to know. Why d�dn’t you wr�te that way �n the

story?”
One th�ng he learned, after he had read her a number of stor�es,

namely, that she l�ked happy end�ngs.



“That story was perfectly grand,” she announced, stra�ghten�ng up
from the wash-tub w�th a t�red s�gh and w�p�ng the sweat from her
forehead w�th a red, steamy hand; “but �t makes me sad. I want to
cry. There �s too many sad th�ngs �n the world anyway. It makes me
happy to th�nk about happy th�ngs. Now �f he’d marr�ed her, and—
You don’t m�nd, Mart?” she quer�ed apprehens�vely. “I just happen to
feel that way, because I’m t�red, I guess. But the story was grand just
the same, perfectly grand. Where are you go�n’ to sell �t?”

“That’s a horse of another color,” he laughed.
“But �f you d�d sell �t, what do you th�nk you’d get for �t?”
“Oh, a hundred dollars. That would be the least, the way pr�ces

go.”
“My! I do hope you’ll sell �t!”
“Easy money, eh?” Then he added proudly: “I wrote �t �n two days.

That’s f�fty dollars a day.”
He longed to read h�s stor�es to Ruth, but d�d not dare. He would

wa�t t�ll some were publ�shed, he dec�ded, then she would
understand what he had been work�ng for. In the meant�me he to�led
on. Never had the sp�r�t of adventure lured h�m more strongly than on
th�s amaz�ng explorat�on of the realm of m�nd. He bought the text-
books on phys�cs and chem�stry, and, along w�th h�s algebra, worked
out problems and demonstrat�ons. He took the laboratory proofs on
fa�th, and h�s �ntense power of v�s�on enabled h�m to see the
react�ons of chem�cals more understand�ngly than the average
student saw them �n the laboratory. Mart�n wandered on through the
heavy pages, overwhelmed by the clews he was gett�ng to the
nature of th�ngs. He had accepted the world as the world, but now he
was comprehend�ng the organ�zat�on of �t, the play and �nterplay of
force and matter. Spontaneous explanat�ons of old matters were
cont�nually ar�s�ng �n h�s m�nd. Levers and purchases fasc�nated h�m,
and h�s m�nd roved backward to hand-sp�kes and blocks and tackles
at sea. The theory of nav�gat�on, wh�ch enabled the sh�ps to travel
unerr�ngly the�r courses over the pathless ocean, was made clear to
h�m. The myster�es of storm, and ra�n, and t�de were revealed, and
the reason for the ex�stence of trade-w�nds made h�m wonder
whether he had wr�tten h�s art�cle on the northeast trade too soon. At



any rate he knew he could wr�te �t better now. One afternoon he went
out w�th Arthur to the Un�vers�ty of Cal�forn�a, and, w�th bated breath
and a feel�ng of rel�g�ous awe, went through the laborator�es, saw
demonstrat�ons, and l�stened to a phys�cs professor lectur�ng to h�s
classes.

But he d�d not neglect h�s wr�t�ng. A stream of short stor�es flowed
from h�s pen, and he branched out �nto the eas�er forms of verse—
the k�nd he saw pr�nted �n the magaz�nes—though he lost h�s head
and wasted two weeks on a tragedy �n blank verse, the sw�ft
reject�on of wh�ch, by half a dozen magaz�nes, dumfounded h�m.
Then he d�scovered Henley and wrote a ser�es of sea-poems on the
model of “Hosp�tal Sketches.” They were s�mple poems, of l�ght and
color, and romance and adventure. “Sea Lyr�cs,” he called them, and
he judged them to be the best work he had yet done. There were
th�rty, and he completed them �n a month, do�ng one a day after
hav�ng done h�s regular day’s work on f�ct�on, wh�ch day’s work was
the equ�valent to a week’s work of the average successful wr�ter. The
to�l meant noth�ng to h�m. It was not to�l. He was f�nd�ng speech, and
all the beauty and wonder that had been pent for years beh�nd h�s
�nart�culate l�ps was now pour�ng forth �n a w�ld and v�r�le flood.

He showed the “Sea Lyr�cs” to no one, not even to the ed�tors. He
had become d�strustful of ed�tors. But �t was not d�strust that
prevented h�m from subm�tt�ng the “Lyr�cs.” They were so beaut�ful to
h�m that he was �mpelled to save them to share w�th Ruth �n some
glor�ous, far-off t�me when he would dare to read to her what he had
wr�tten. Aga�nst that t�me he kept them w�th h�m, read�ng them aloud,
go�ng over them unt�l he knew them by heart.

He l�ved every moment of h�s wak�ng hours, and he l�ved �n h�s
sleep, h�s subject�ve m�nd r�ot�ng through h�s f�ve hours of surcease
and comb�n�ng the thoughts and events of the day �nto grotesque
and �mposs�ble marvels. In real�ty, he never rested, and a weaker
body or a less f�rmly po�sed bra�n would have been prostrated �n a
general break-down. H�s late afternoon calls on Ruth were rarer now,
for June was approach�ng, when she would take her degree and
f�n�sh w�th the un�vers�ty. Bachelor of Arts!—when he thought of her
degree, �t seemed she fled beyond h�m faster than he could pursue.



One afternoon a week she gave to h�m, and arr�v�ng late, he
usually stayed for d�nner and for mus�c afterward. Those were h�s
red-letter days. The atmosphere of the house, �n such contrast w�th
that �n wh�ch he l�ved, and the mere nearness to her, sent h�m forth
each t�me w�th a f�rmer gr�p on h�s resolve to cl�mb the he�ghts. In
sp�te of the beauty �n h�m, and the ach�ng des�re to create, �t was for
her that he struggled. He was a lover f�rst and always. All other
th�ngs he subord�nated to love.

Greater than h�s adventure �n the world of thought was h�s love-
adventure. The world �tself was not so amaz�ng because of the
atoms and molecules that composed �t accord�ng to the propuls�ons
of �rres�st�ble force; what made �t amaz�ng was the fact that Ruth
l�ved �n �t. She was the most amaz�ng th�ng he had ever known, or
dreamed, or guessed.

But he was oppressed always by her remoteness. She was so far
from h�m, and he d�d not know how to approach her. He had been a
success w�th g�rls and women �n h�s own class; but he had never
loved any of them, wh�le he d�d love her, and bes�des, she was not
merely of another class. H�s very love elevated her above all
classes. She was a be�ng apart, so far apart that he d�d not know
how to draw near to her as a lover should draw near. It was true, as
he acqu�red knowledge and language, that he was draw�ng nearer,
talk�ng her speech, d�scover�ng �deas and del�ghts �n common; but
th�s d�d not sat�sfy h�s lover’s yearn�ng. H�s lover’s �mag�nat�on had
made her holy, too holy, too sp�r�tual�zed, to have any k�nsh�p w�th
h�m �n the flesh. It was h�s own love that thrust her from h�m and
made her seem �mposs�ble for h�m. Love �tself den�ed h�m the one
th�ng that �t des�red.

And then, one day, w�thout warn�ng, the gulf between them was
br�dged for a moment, and thereafter, though the gulf rema�ned, �t
was ever narrower. They had been eat�ng cherr�es—great, lusc�ous,
black cherr�es w�th a ju�ce of the color of dark w�ne. And later, as she
read aloud to h�m from “The Pr�ncess,” he chanced to not�ce the
sta�n of the cherr�es on her l�ps. For the moment her d�v�n�ty was
shattered. She was clay, after all, mere clay, subject to the common
law of clay as h�s clay was subject, or anybody’s clay. Her l�ps were



flesh l�ke h�s, and cherr�es dyed them as cherr�es dyed h�s. And �f so
w�th her l�ps, then was �t so w�th all of her. She was woman, all
woman, just l�ke any woman. It came upon h�m abruptly. It was a
revelat�on that stunned h�m. It was as �f he had seen the sun fall out
of the sky, or had seen worsh�pped pur�ty polluted.

Then he real�zed the s�gn�f�cance of �t, and h�s heart began
pound�ng and challeng�ng h�m to play the lover w�th th�s woman who
was not a sp�r�t from other worlds but a mere woman w�th l�ps a
cherry could sta�n. He trembled at the audac�ty of h�s thought; but all
h�s soul was s�ng�ng, and reason, �n a tr�umphant paean, assured
h�m he was r�ght. Someth�ng of th�s change �n h�m must have
reached her, for she paused from her read�ng, looked up at h�m, and
sm�led. H�s eyes dropped from her blue eyes to her l�ps, and the
s�ght of the sta�n maddened h�m. H�s arms all but flashed out to her
and around her, �n the way of h�s old careless l�fe. She seemed to
lean toward h�m, to wa�t, and all h�s w�ll fought to hold h�m back.

“You were not follow�ng a word,” she pouted.
Then she laughed at h�m, del�ght�ng �n h�s confus�on, and as he

looked �nto her frank eyes and knew that she had d�v�ned noth�ng of
what he felt, he became abashed. He had �ndeed �n thought dared
too far. Of all the women he had known there was no woman who
would not have guessed—save her. And she had not guessed.
There was the d�fference. She was d�fferent. He was appalled by h�s
own grossness, awed by her clear �nnocence, and he gazed aga�n at
her across the gulf. The br�dge had broken down.

But st�ll the �nc�dent had brought h�m nearer. The memory of �t
pers�sted, and �n the moments when he was most cast down, he
dwelt upon �t eagerly. The gulf was never aga�n so w�de. He had
accompl�shed a d�stance vastly greater than a bachelorsh�p of arts,
or a dozen bachelorsh�ps. She was pure, �t was true, as he had
never dreamed of pur�ty; but cherr�es sta�ned her l�ps. She was
subject to the laws of the un�verse just as �nexorably as he was. She
had to eat to l�ve, and when she got her feet wet, she caught cold.
But that was not the po�nt. If she could feel hunger and th�rst, and
heat and cold, then could she feel love—and love for a man. Well, he
was a man. And why could he not be the man? “It’s up to me to



make good,” he would murmur fervently. “I w�ll be the man. I w�ll
make myself the man. I w�ll make good.”



CHAPTER XII.

Early one even�ng, struggl�ng w�th a sonnet that tw�sted all awry
the beauty and thought that tra�led �n glow and vapor through h�s
bra�n, Mart�n was called to the telephone.

“It’s a lady’s vo�ce, a f�ne lady’s,” Mr. H�gg�nbotham, who had
called h�m, jeered.

Mart�n went to the telephone �n the corner of the room, and felt a
wave of warmth rush through h�m as he heard Ruth’s vo�ce. In h�s
battle w�th the sonnet he had forgotten her ex�stence, and at the
sound of her vo�ce h�s love for her smote h�m l�ke a sudden blow.
And such a vo�ce!—del�cate and sweet, l�ke a stra�n of mus�c heard
far off and fa�nt, or, better, l�ke a bell of s�lver, a perfect tone, crystal-
pure. No mere woman had a vo�ce l�ke that. There was someth�ng
celest�al about �t, and �t came from other worlds. He could scarcely
hear what �t sa�d, so rav�shed was he, though he controlled h�s face,
for he knew that Mr. H�gg�nbotham’s ferret eyes were f�xed upon h�m.

It was not much that Ruth wanted to say—merely that Norman had
been go�ng to take her to a lecture that n�ght, but that he had a
headache, and she was so d�sappo�nted, and she had the t�ckets,
and that �f he had no other engagement, would he be good enough
to take her?

Would he! He fought to suppress the eagerness �n h�s vo�ce. It
was amaz�ng. He had always seen her �n her own house. And he
had never dared to ask her to go anywhere w�th h�m. Qu�te
�rrelevantly, st�ll at the telephone and talk�ng w�th her, he felt an
overpower�ng des�re to d�e for her, and v�s�ons of hero�c sacr�f�ce
shaped and d�ssolved �n h�s wh�rl�ng bra�n. He loved her so much, so
terr�bly, so hopelessly. In that moment of mad happ�ness that she
should go out w�th h�m, go to a lecture w�th h�m—w�th h�m, Mart�n



Eden—she soared so far above h�m that there seemed noth�ng else
for h�m to do than d�e for her. It was the only f�t way �n wh�ch he could
express the tremendous and lofty emot�on he felt for her. It was the
subl�me abnegat�on of true love that comes to all lovers, and �t came
to h�m there, at the telephone, �n a wh�rlw�nd of f�re and glory; and to
d�e for her, he felt, was to have l�ved and loved well. And he was only
twenty-one, and he had never been �n love before.

H�s hand trembled as he hung up the rece�ver, and he was weak
from the organ wh�ch had st�rred h�m. H�s eyes were sh�n�ng l�ke an
angel’s, and h�s face was transf�gured, purged of all earthly dross,
and pure and holy.

“Mak�n’ dates outs�de, eh?” h�s brother-�n-law sneered. “You know
what that means. You’ll be �n the pol�ce court yet.”

But Mart�n could not come down from the he�ght. Not even the
best�al�ty of the allus�on could br�ng h�m back to earth. Anger and
hurt were beneath h�m. He had seen a great v�s�on and was as a
god, and he could feel only profound and awful p�ty for th�s maggot
of a man. He d�d not look at h�m, and though h�s eyes passed over
h�m, he d�d not see h�m; and as �n a dream he passed out of the
room to dress. It was not unt�l he had reached h�s own room and was
ty�ng h�s neckt�e that he became aware of a sound that l�ngered
unpleasantly �n h�s ears. On �nvest�gat�ng th�s sound he �dent�f�ed �t
as the f�nal snort of Bernard H�gg�nbotham, wh�ch somehow had not
penetrated to h�s bra�n before.

As Ruth’s front door closed beh�nd them and he came down the
steps w�th her, he found h�mself greatly perturbed. It was not
unalloyed bl�ss, tak�ng her to the lecture. He d�d not know what he
ought to do. He had seen, on the streets, w�th persons of her class,
that the women took the men’s arms. But then, aga�n, he had seen
them when they d�dn’t; and he wondered �f �t was only �n the even�ng
that arms were taken, or only between husbands and w�ves and
relat�ves.

Just before he reached the s�dewalk, he remembered M�nn�e.
M�nn�e had always been a st�ckler. She had called h�m down the
second t�me she walked out w�th h�m, because he had gone along
on the �ns�de, and she had la�d the law down to h�m that a gentleman



always walked on the outs�de—when he was w�th a lady. And M�nn�e
had made a pract�ce of k�ck�ng h�s heels, whenever they crossed
from one s�de of the street to the other, to rem�nd h�m to get over on
the outs�de. He wondered where she had got that �tem of et�quette,
and whether �t had f�ltered down from above and was all r�ght.

It wouldn’t do any harm to try �t, he dec�ded, by the t�me they had
reached the s�dewalk; and he swung beh�nd Ruth and took up h�s
stat�on on the outs�de. Then the other problem presented �tself.
Should he offer her h�s arm? He had never offered anybody h�s arm
�n h�s l�fe. The g�rls he had known never took the fellows’ arms. For
the f�rst several t�mes they walked freely, s�de by s�de, and after that
�t was arms around the wa�sts, and heads aga�nst the fellows’
shoulders where the streets were unl�ghted. But th�s was d�fferent.
She wasn’t that k�nd of a g�rl. He must do someth�ng.

He crooked the arm next to her—crooked �t very sl�ghtly and w�th
secret tentat�veness, not �nv�t�ngly, but just casually, as though he
was accustomed to walk that way. And then the wonderful th�ng
happened. He felt her hand upon h�s arm. Del�c�ous thr�lls ran
through h�m at the contact, and for a few sweet moments �t seemed
that he had left the sol�d earth and was fly�ng w�th her through the a�r.
But he was soon back aga�n, perturbed by a new compl�cat�on. They
were cross�ng the street. Th�s would put h�m on the �ns�de. He should
be on the outs�de. Should he therefore drop her arm and change
over? And �f he d�d so, would he have to repeat the manoeuvre the
next t�me? And the next? There was someth�ng wrong about �t, and
he resolved not to caper about and play the fool. Yet he was not
sat�sf�ed w�th h�s conclus�on, and when he found h�mself on the
�ns�de, he talked qu�ckly and earnestly, mak�ng a show of be�ng
carr�ed away by what he was say�ng, so that, �n case he was wrong
�n not chang�ng s�des, h�s enthus�asm would seem the cause for h�s
carelessness.

As they crossed Broadway, he came face to face w�th a new
problem. In the blaze of the electr�c l�ghts, he saw L�zz�e Connolly
and her g�ggly fr�end. Only for an �nstant he hes�tated, then h�s hand
went up and h�s hat came off. He could not be d�sloyal to h�s k�nd,
and �t was to more than L�zz�e Connolly that h�s hat was l�fted. She



nodded and looked at h�m boldly, not w�th soft and gentle eyes l�ke
Ruth’s, but w�th eyes that were handsome and hard, and that swept
on past h�m to Ruth and �tem�zed her face and dress and stat�on.
And he was aware that Ruth looked, too, w�th qu�ck eyes that were
t�m�d and m�ld as a dove’s, but wh�ch saw, �n a look that was a flutter
on and past, the work�ng-class g�rl �n her cheap f�nery and under the
strange hat that all work�ng-class g�rls were wear�ng just then.

“What a pretty g�rl!” Ruth sa�d a moment later.
Mart�n could have blessed her, though he sa�d:-
“I don’t know. I guess �t’s all a matter of personal taste, but she

doesn’t str�ke me as be�ng part�cularly pretty.”
“Why, there �sn’t one woman �n ten thousand w�th features as

regular as hers. They are splend�d. Her face �s as clear-cut as a
cameo. And her eyes are beaut�ful.”

“Do you th�nk so?” Mart�n quer�ed absently, for to h�m there was
only one beaut�ful woman �n the world, and she was bes�de h�m, her
hand upon h�s arm.

“Do I th�nk so? If that g�rl had proper opportun�ty to dress, Mr.
Eden, and �f she were taught how to carry herself, you would be
fa�rly dazzled by her, and so would all men.”

“She would have to be taught how to speak,” he commented, “or
else most of the men wouldn’t understand her. I’m sure you couldn’t
understand a quarter of what she sa�d �f she just spoke naturally.”

“Nonsense! You are as bad as Arthur when you try to make your
po�nt.”

“You forget how I talked when you f�rst met me. I have learned a
new language s�nce then. Before that t�me I talked as that g�rl talks.
Now I can manage to make myself understood suff�c�ently �n your
language to expla�n that you do not know that other g�rl’s language.
And do you know why she carr�es herself the way she does? I th�nk
about such th�ngs now, though I never used to th�nk about them, and
I am beg�nn�ng to understand—much.”

“But why does she?”
“She has worked long hours for years at mach�nes. When one’s

body �s young, �t �s very pl�able, and hard work w�ll mould �t l�ke putty



accord�ng to the nature of the work. I can tell at a glance the trades
of many work�ngmen I meet on the street. Look at me. Why am I
roll�ng all about the shop? Because of the years I put �n on the sea. If
I’d put �n the same years cow-punch�ng, w�th my body young and
pl�able, I wouldn’t be roll�ng now, but I’d be bow-legged. And so w�th
that g�rl. You not�ced that her eyes were what I m�ght call hard. She
has never been sheltered. She has had to take care of herself, and a
young g�rl can’t take care of herself and keep her eyes soft and
gentle l�ke—l�ke yours, for example.”

“I th�nk you are r�ght,” Ruth sa�d �n a low vo�ce. “And �t �s too bad.
She �s such a pretty g�rl.”

He looked at her and saw her eyes lum�nous w�th p�ty. And then he
remembered that he loved her and was lost �n amazement at h�s
fortune that perm�tted h�m to love her and to take her on h�s arm to a
lecture.

Who are you, Mart�n Eden? he demanded of h�mself �n the
look�ng-glass, that n�ght when he got back to h�s room. He gazed at
h�mself long and cur�ously. Who are you? What are you? Where do
you belong? You belong by r�ghts to g�rls l�ke L�zz�e Connolly. You
belong w�th the leg�ons of to�l, w�th all that �s low, and vulgar, and
unbeaut�ful. You belong w�th the oxen and the drudges, �n d�rty
surround�ngs among smells and stenches. There are the stale
vegetables now. Those potatoes are rott�ng. Smell them, damn you,
smell them. And yet you dare to open the books, to l�sten to beaut�ful
mus�c, to learn to love beaut�ful pa�nt�ngs, to speak good Engl�sh, to
th�nk thoughts that none of your own k�nd th�nks, to tear yourself
away from the oxen and the L�zz�e Connollys and to love a pale sp�r�t
of a woman who �s a m�ll�on m�les beyond you and who l�ves �n the
stars! Who are you? and what are you? damn you! And are you
go�ng to make good?

He shook h�s f�st at h�mself �n the glass, and sat down on the edge
of the bed to dream for a space w�th w�de eyes. Then he got out
note-book and algebra and lost h�mself �n quadrat�c equat�ons, wh�le
the hours sl�pped by, and the stars d�mmed, and the gray of dawn
flooded aga�nst h�s w�ndow.



CHAPTER XIII.

It was the knot of wordy soc�al�sts and work�ng-class ph�losophers
that held forth �n the C�ty Hall Park on warm afternoons that was
respons�ble for the great d�scovery. Once or tw�ce �n the month, wh�le
r�d�ng through the park on h�s way to the l�brary, Mart�n d�smounted
from h�s wheel and l�stened to the arguments, and each t�me he tore
h�mself away reluctantly. The tone of d�scuss�on was much lower
than at Mr. Morse’s table. The men were not grave and d�gn�f�ed.
They lost the�r tempers eas�ly and called one another names, wh�le
oaths and obscene allus�ons were frequent on the�r l�ps. Once or
tw�ce he had seen them come to blows. And yet, he knew not why,
there seemed someth�ng v�tal about the stuff of these men’s
thoughts. The�r logomachy was far more st�mulat�ng to h�s �ntellect
than the reserved and qu�et dogmat�sm of Mr. Morse. These men,
who slaughtered Engl�sh, gest�culated l�ke lunat�cs, and fought one
another’s �deas w�th pr�m�t�ve anger, seemed somehow to be more
al�ve than Mr. Morse and h�s crony, Mr. Butler.

Mart�n had heard Herbert Spencer quoted several t�mes �n the
park, but one afternoon a d�sc�ple of Spencer’s appeared, a seedy
tramp w�th a d�rty coat buttoned t�ghtly at the throat to conceal the
absence of a sh�rt. Battle royal was waged, am�d the smok�ng of
many c�garettes and the expectorat�on of much tobacco-ju�ce,
where�n the tramp successfully held h�s own, even when a soc�al�st
workman sneered, “There �s no god but the Unknowable, and
Herbert Spencer �s h�s prophet.” Mart�n was puzzled as to what the
d�scuss�on was about, but when he rode on to the l�brary he carr�ed
w�th h�m a new-born �nterest �n Herbert Spencer, and because of the
frequency w�th wh�ch the tramp had ment�oned “F�rst Pr�nc�ples,”
Mart�n drew out that volume.



So the great d�scovery began. Once before he had tr�ed Spencer,
and choos�ng the “Pr�nc�ples of Psychology” to beg�n w�th, he had
fa�led as abjectly as he had fa�led w�th Madam Blavatsky. There had
been no understand�ng the book, and he had returned �t unread. But
th�s n�ght, after algebra and phys�cs, and an attempt at a sonnet, he
got �nto bed and opened “F�rst Pr�nc�ples.” Morn�ng found h�m st�ll
read�ng. It was �mposs�ble for h�m to sleep. Nor d�d he wr�te that day.
He lay on the bed t�ll h�s body grew t�red, when he tr�ed the hard
floor, read�ng on h�s back, the book held �n the a�r above h�m, or
chang�ng from s�de to s�de. He slept that n�ght, and d�d h�s wr�t�ng
next morn�ng, and then the book tempted h�m and he fell, read�ng all
afternoon, obl�v�ous to everyth�ng and obl�v�ous to the fact that that
was the afternoon Ruth gave to h�m. H�s f�rst consc�ousness of the
�mmed�ate world about h�m was when Bernard H�gg�nbotham jerked
open the door and demanded to know �f he thought they were
runn�ng a restaurant.

Mart�n Eden had been mastered by cur�os�ty all h�s days. He
wanted to know, and �t was th�s des�re that had sent h�m adventur�ng
over the world. But he was now learn�ng from Spencer that he never
had known, and that he never could have known had he cont�nued
h�s sa�l�ng and wander�ng forever. He had merely sk�mmed over the
surface of th�ngs, observ�ng detached phenomena, accumulat�ng
fragments of facts, mak�ng superf�c�al l�ttle general�zat�ons—and all
and everyth�ng qu�te unrelated �n a capr�c�ous and d�sorderly world of
wh�m and chance. The mechan�sm of the fl�ght of b�rds he had
watched and reasoned about w�th understand�ng; but �t had never
entered h�s head to try to expla�n the process whereby b�rds, as
organ�c fly�ng mechan�sms, had been developed. He had never
dreamed there was such a process. That b�rds should have come to
be, was unguessed. They always had been. They just happened.

And as �t was w�th b�rds, so had �t been w�th everyth�ng. H�s
�gnorant and unprepared attempts at ph�losophy had been fru�tless.
The med�eval metaphys�cs of Kant had g�ven h�m the key to noth�ng,
and had served the sole purpose of mak�ng h�m doubt h�s own
�ntellectual powers. In s�m�lar manner h�s attempt to study evolut�on
had been conf�ned to a hopelessly techn�cal volume by Romanes.
He had understood noth�ng, and the only �dea he had gathered was



that evolut�on was a dry-as-dust theory, of a lot of l�ttle men
possessed of huge and un�ntell�g�ble vocabular�es. And now he
learned that evolut�on was no mere theory but an accepted process
of development; that sc�ent�sts no longer d�sagreed about �t, the�r
only d�fferences be�ng over the method of evolut�on.

And here was the man Spencer, organ�z�ng all knowledge for h�m,
reduc�ng everyth�ng to un�ty, elaborat�ng ult�mate real�t�es, and
present�ng to h�s startled gaze a un�verse so concrete of real�zat�on
that �t was l�ke the model of a sh�p such as sa�lors make and put �nto
glass bottles. There was no capr�ce, no chance. All was law. It was �n
obed�ence to law that the b�rd flew, and �t was �n obed�ence to the
same law that ferment�ng sl�me had wr�thed and squ�rmed and put
out legs and w�ngs and become a b�rd.

Mart�n had ascended from p�tch to p�tch of �ntellectual l�v�ng, and
here he was at a h�gher p�tch than ever. All the h�dden th�ngs were
lay�ng the�r secrets bare. He was drunken w�th comprehens�on. At
n�ght, asleep, he l�ved w�th the gods �n colossal n�ghtmare; and
awake, �n the day, he went around l�ke a somnambul�st, w�th absent
stare, gaz�ng upon the world he had just d�scovered. At table he
fa�led to hear the conversat�on about petty and �gnoble th�ngs, h�s
eager m�nd seek�ng out and follow�ng cause and effect �n everyth�ng
before h�m. In the meat on the platter he saw the sh�n�ng sun and
traced �ts energy back through all �ts transformat�ons to �ts source a
hundred m�ll�on m�les away, or traced �ts energy ahead to the mov�ng
muscles �n h�s arms that enabled h�m to cut the meat, and to the
bra�n wherew�th he w�lled the muscles to move to cut the meat, unt�l,
w�th �nward gaze, he saw the same sun sh�n�ng �n h�s bra�n. He was
entranced by �llum�nat�on, and d�d not hear the “Bughouse,”
wh�spered by J�m, nor see the anx�ety on h�s s�ster’s face, nor not�ce
the rotary mot�on of Bernard H�gg�nbotham’s f�nger, whereby he
�mparted the suggest�on of wheels revolv�ng �n h�s brother-�n-law’s
head.

What, �n a way, most profoundly �mpressed Mart�n, was the
correlat�on of knowledge—of all knowledge. He had been cur�ous to
know th�ngs, and whatever he acqu�red he had f�led away �n
separate memory compartments �n h�s bra�n. Thus, on the subject of



sa�l�ng he had an �mmense store. On the subject of woman he had a
fa�rly large store. But these two subjects had been unrelated.
Between the two memory compartments there had been no
connect�on. That, �n the fabr�c of knowledge, there should be any
connect�on whatever between a woman w�th hyster�cs and a
schooner carry�ng a weather-helm or heav�ng to �n a gale, would
have struck h�m as r�d�culous and �mposs�ble. But Herbert Spencer
had shown h�m not only that �t was not r�d�culous, but that �t was
�mposs�ble for there to be no connect�on. All th�ngs were related to all
other th�ngs from the farthermost star �n the wastes of space to the
myr�ads of atoms �n the gra�n of sand under one’s foot. Th�s new
concept was a perpetual amazement to Mart�n, and he found h�mself
engaged cont�nually �n trac�ng the relat�onsh�p between all th�ngs
under the sun and on the other s�de of the sun. He drew up l�sts of
the most �ncongruous th�ngs and was unhappy unt�l he succeeded �n
establ�sh�ng k�nsh�p between them all—k�nsh�p between love, poetry,
earthquake, f�re, rattlesnakes, ra�nbows, prec�ous gems,
monstros�t�es, sunsets, the roar�ng of l�ons, �llum�nat�ng gas,
cann�bal�sm, beauty, murder, lovers, fulcrums, and tobacco. Thus, he
un�f�ed the un�verse and held �t up and looked at �t, or wandered
through �ts byways and alleys and jungles, not as a terr�f�ed traveller
�n the th�ck of myster�es seek�ng an unknown goal, but observ�ng and
chart�ng and becom�ng fam�l�ar w�th all there was to know. And the
more he knew, the more pass�onately he adm�red the un�verse, and
l�fe, and h�s own l�fe �n the m�dst of �t all.

“You fool!” he cr�ed at h�s �mage �n the look�ng-glass. “You wanted
to wr�te, and you tr�ed to wr�te, and you had noth�ng �n you to wr�te
about. What d�d you have �n you?—some ch�ld�sh not�ons, a few
half-baked sent�ments, a lot of und�gested beauty, a great black
mass of �gnorance, a heart f�lled to burst�ng w�th love, and an
amb�t�on as b�g as your love and as fut�le as your �gnorance. And you
wanted to wr�te! Why, you’re just on the edge of beg�nn�ng to get
someth�ng �n you to wr�te about. You wanted to create beauty, but
how could you when you knew noth�ng about the nature of beauty?
You wanted to wr�te about l�fe when you knew noth�ng of the
essent�al character�st�cs of l�fe. You wanted to wr�te about the world
and the scheme of ex�stence when the world was a Ch�nese puzzle



to you and all that you could have wr�tten would have been about
what you d�d not know of the scheme of ex�stence. But cheer up,
Mart�n, my boy. You’ll wr�te yet. You know a l�ttle, a very l�ttle, and
you’re on the r�ght road now to know more. Some day, �f you’re lucky,
you may come pretty close to know�ng all that may be known. Then
you w�ll wr�te.”

He brought h�s great d�scovery to Ruth, shar�ng w�th her all h�s joy
and wonder �n �t. But she d�d not seem to be so enthus�ast�c over �t.
She tac�tly accepted �t and, �n a way, seemed aware of �t from her
own stud�es. It d�d not st�r her deeply, as �t d�d h�m, and he would
have been surpr�sed had he not reasoned �t out that �t was not new
and fresh to her as �t was to h�m. Arthur and Norman, he found,
bel�eved �n evolut�on and had read Spencer, though �t d�d not seem
to have made any v�tal �mpress�on upon them, wh�le the young fellow
w�th the glasses and the mop of ha�r, W�ll Olney, sneered
d�sagreeably at Spencer and repeated the ep�gram, “There �s no god
but the Unknowable, and Herbert Spencer �s h�s prophet.”

But Mart�n forgave h�m the sneer, for he had begun to d�scover
that Olney was not �n love w�th Ruth. Later, he was dumfounded to
learn from var�ous l�ttle happen�ngs not only that Olney d�d not care
for Ruth, but that he had a pos�t�ve d�sl�ke for her. Mart�n could not
understand th�s. It was a b�t of phenomena that he could not
correlate w�th all the rest of the phenomena �n the un�verse. But
nevertheless he felt sorry for the young fellow because of the great
lack �n h�s nature that prevented h�m from a proper apprec�at�on of
Ruth’s f�neness and beauty. They rode out �nto the h�lls several
Sundays on the�r wheels, and Mart�n had ample opportun�ty to
observe the armed truce that ex�sted between Ruth and Olney. The
latter chummed w�th Norman, throw�ng Arthur and Mart�n �nto
company w�th Ruth, for wh�ch Mart�n was duly grateful.

Those Sundays were great days for Mart�n, greatest because he
was w�th Ruth, and great, also, because they were putt�ng h�m more
on a par w�th the young men of her class. In sp�te of the�r long years
of d�sc�pl�ned educat�on, he was f�nd�ng h�mself the�r �ntellectual
equal, and the hours spent w�th them �n conversat�on was so much
pract�ce for h�m �n the use of the grammar he had stud�ed so hard.



He had abandoned the et�quette books, fall�ng back upon
observat�on to show h�m the r�ght th�ngs to do. Except when carr�ed
away by h�s enthus�asm, he was always on guard, keenly watchful of
the�r act�ons and learn�ng the�r l�ttle courtes�es and ref�nements of
conduct.

The fact that Spencer was very l�ttle read was for some t�me a
source of surpr�se to Mart�n. “Herbert Spencer,” sa�d the man at the
desk �n the l�brary, “oh, yes, a great m�nd.” But the man d�d not seem
to know anyth�ng of the content of that great m�nd. One even�ng, at
d�nner, when Mr. Butler was there, Mart�n turned the conversat�on
upon Spencer. Mr. Morse b�tterly arra�gned the Engl�sh ph�losopher’s
agnost�c�sm, but confessed that he had not read “F�rst Pr�nc�ples”;
wh�le Mr. Butler stated that he had no pat�ence w�th Spencer, had
never read a l�ne of h�m, and had managed to get along qu�te well
w�thout h�m. Doubts arose �n Mart�n’s m�nd, and had he been less
strongly �nd�v�dual he would have accepted the general op�n�on and
g�ven Herbert Spencer up. As �t was, he found Spencer’s
explanat�on of th�ngs conv�nc�ng; and, as he phrased �t to h�mself, to
g�ve up Spencer would be equ�valent to a nav�gator throw�ng the
compass and chronometer overboard. So Mart�n went on �nto a
thorough study of evolut�on, master�ng more and more the subject
h�mself, and be�ng conv�nced by the corroborat�ve test�mony of a
thousand �ndependent wr�ters. The more he stud�ed, the more v�stas
he caught of f�elds of knowledge yet unexplored, and the regret that
days were only twenty-four hours long became a chron�c compla�nt
w�th h�m.

One day, because the days were so short, he dec�ded to g�ve up
algebra and geometry. Tr�gonometry he had not even attempted.
Then he cut chem�stry from h�s study-l�st, reta�n�ng only phys�cs.

“I am not a spec�al�st,” he sa�d, �n defence, to Ruth. “Nor am I
go�ng to try to be a spec�al�st. There are too many spec�al f�elds for
any one man, �n a whole l�fet�me, to master a t�the of them. I must
pursue general knowledge. When I need the work of spec�al�sts, I
shall refer to the�r books.”

“But that �s not l�ke hav�ng the knowledge yourself,” she protested.



“But �t �s unnecessary to have �t. We prof�t from the work of the
spec�al�sts. That’s what they are for. When I came �n, I not�ced the
ch�mney-sweeps at work. They’re spec�al�sts, and when they get
done, you w�ll enjoy clean ch�mneys w�thout know�ng anyth�ng about
the construct�on of ch�mneys.”

“That’s far-fetched, I am afra�d.”
She looked at h�m cur�ously, and he felt a reproach �n her gaze

and manner. But he was conv�nced of the r�ghtness of h�s pos�t�on.
“All th�nkers on general subjects, the greatest m�nds �n the world,

�n fact, rely on the spec�al�sts. Herbert Spencer d�d that. He
general�zed upon the f�nd�ngs of thousands of �nvest�gators. He
would have had to l�ve a thousand l�ves �n order to do �t all h�mself.
And so w�th Darw�n. He took advantage of all that had been learned
by the flor�sts and cattle-breeders.”

“You’re r�ght, Mart�n,” Olney sa�d. “You know what you’re after, and
Ruth doesn’t. She doesn’t know what she �s after for herself even.”

“—Oh, yes,” Olney rushed on, head�ng off her object�on, “I know
you call �t general culture. But �t doesn’t matter what you study �f you
want general culture. You can study French, or you can study
German, or cut them both out and study Esperanto, you’ll get the
culture tone just the same. You can study Greek or Lat�n, too, for the
same purpose, though �t w�ll never be any use to you. It w�ll be
culture, though. Why, Ruth stud�ed Saxon, became clever �n �t,—that
was two years ago,—and all that she remembers of �t now �s ‘Whan
that sweet Apr�le w�th h�s schowers soote’—�sn’t that the way �t
goes?”

“But �t’s g�ven you the culture tone just the same,” he laughed,
aga�n head�ng her off. “I know. We were �n the same classes.”

“But you speak of culture as �f �t should be a means to someth�ng,”
Ruth cr�ed out. Her eyes were flash�ng, and �n her cheeks were two
spots of color. “Culture �s the end �n �tself.”

“But that �s not what Mart�n wants.”
“How do you know?”
“What do you want, Mart�n?” Olney demanded, turn�ng squarely

upon h�m.



Mart�n felt very uncomfortable, and looked entreaty at Ruth.
“Yes, what do you want?” Ruth asked. “That w�ll settle �t.”
“Yes, of course, I want culture,” Mart�n faltered. “I love beauty, and

culture w�ll g�ve me a f�ner and keener apprec�at�on of beauty.”
She nodded her head and looked tr�umph.
“Rot, and you know �t,” was Olney’s comment. “Mart�n’s after

career, not culture. It just happens that culture, �n h�s case, �s
�nc�dental to career. If he wanted to be a chem�st, culture would be
unnecessary. Mart�n wants to wr�te, but he’s afra�d to say so because
�t w�ll put you �n the wrong.”

“And why does Mart�n want to wr�te?” he went on. “Because he
�sn’t roll�ng �n wealth. Why do you f�ll your head w�th Saxon and
general culture? Because you don’t have to make your way �n the
world. Your father sees to that. He buys your clothes for you, and all
the rest. What rotten good �s our educat�on, yours and m�ne and
Arthur’s and Norman’s? We’re soaked �n general culture, and �f our
dadd�es went broke to-day, we’d be fall�ng down to-morrow on
teachers’ exam�nat�ons. The best job you could get, Ruth, would be
a country school or mus�c teacher �n a g�rls’ board�ng-school.”

“And pray what would you do?” she asked.
“Not a blessed th�ng. I could earn a dollar and a half a day,

common labor, and I m�ght get �n as �nstructor �n Hanley’s cramm�ng
jo�nt—I say m�ght, m�nd you, and I m�ght be chucked out at the end
of the week for sheer �nab�l�ty.”

Mart�n followed the d�scuss�on closely, and wh�le he was
conv�nced that Olney was r�ght, he resented the rather caval�er
treatment he accorded Ruth. A new concept�on of love formed �n h�s
m�nd as he l�stened. Reason had noth�ng to do w�th love. It mattered
not whether the woman he loved reasoned correctly or �ncorrectly.
Love was above reason. If �t just happened that she d�d not fully
apprec�ate h�s necess�ty for a career, that d�d not make her a b�t less
lovable. She was all lovable, and what she thought had noth�ng to do
w�th her lovableness.

“What’s that?” he repl�ed to a quest�on from Olney that broke �n
upon h�s tra�n of thought.



“I was say�ng that I hoped you wouldn’t be fool enough to tackle
Lat�n.”

“But Lat�n �s more than culture,” Ruth broke �n. “It �s equ�pment.”
“Well, are you go�ng to tackle �t?” Olney pers�sted.
Mart�n was sore beset. He could see that Ruth was hang�ng

eagerly upon h�s answer.
“I am afra�d I won’t have t�me,” he sa�d f�nally. “I’d l�ke to, but I

won’t have t�me.”
“You see, Mart�n’s not seek�ng culture,” Olney exulted. “He’s try�ng

to get somewhere, to do someth�ng.”
“Oh, but �t’s mental tra�n�ng. It’s m�nd d�sc�pl�ne. It’s what makes

d�sc�pl�ned m�nds.” Ruth looked expectantly at Mart�n, as �f wa�t�ng
for h�m to change h�s judgment. “You know, the foot-ball players
have to tra�n before the b�g game. And that �s what Lat�n does for the
th�nker. It tra�ns.”

“Rot and bosh! That’s what they told us when we were k�ds. But
there �s one th�ng they d�dn’t tell us then. They let us f�nd �t out for
ourselves afterwards.” Olney paused for effect, then added, “And
what they d�dn’t tell us was that every gentleman should have
stud�ed Lat�n, but that no gentleman should know Lat�n.”

“Now that’s unfa�r,” Ruth cr�ed. “I knew you were turn�ng the
conversat�on just �n order to get off someth�ng.”

“It’s clever all r�ght,” was the retort, “but �t’s fa�r, too. The only men
who know the�r Lat�n are the apothecar�es, the lawyers, and the Lat�n
professors. And �f Mart�n wants to be one of them, I m�ss my guess.
But what’s all that got to do w�th Herbert Spencer anyway? Mart�n’s
just d�scovered Spencer, and he’s w�ld over h�m. Why? Because
Spencer �s tak�ng h�m somewhere. Spencer couldn’t take me
anywhere, nor you. We haven’t got anywhere to go. You’ll get
marr�ed some day, and I’ll have noth�ng to do but keep track of the
lawyers and bus�ness agents who w�ll take care of the money my
father’s go�ng to leave me.”

Onley got up to go, but turned at the door and del�vered a part�ng
shot.



“You leave Mart�n alone, Ruth. He knows what’s best for h�mself.
Look at what he’s done already. He makes me s�ck somet�mes, s�ck
and ashamed of myself. He knows more now about the world, and
l�fe, and man’s place, and all the rest, than Arthur, or Norman, or I, or
you, too, for that matter, and �n sp�te of all our Lat�n, and French, and
Saxon, and culture.”

“But Ruth �s my teacher,” Mart�n answered ch�valrously. “She �s
respons�ble for what l�ttle I have learned.”

“Rats!” Olney looked at Ruth, and h�s express�on was mal�c�ous. “I
suppose you’ll be tell�ng me next that you read Spencer on her
recommendat�on—only you d�dn’t. And she doesn’t know anyth�ng
more about Darw�n and evolut�on than I do about K�ng Solomon’s
m�nes. What’s that jawbreaker def�n�t�on about someth�ng or other, of
Spencer’s, that you sprang on us the other day—that �ndef�n�te,
�ncoherent homogene�ty th�ng? Spr�ng �t on her, and see �f she
understands a word of �t. That �sn’t culture, you see. Well, tra la, and
�f you tackle Lat�n, Mart�n, I won’t have any respect for you.”

And all the wh�le, �nterested �n the d�scuss�on, Mart�n had been
aware of an �rk �n �t as well. It was about stud�es and lessons, deal�ng
w�th the rud�ments of knowledge, and the schoolboy�sh tone of �t
confl�cted w�th the b�g th�ngs that were st�rr�ng �n h�m—w�th the gr�p
upon l�fe that was even then crook�ng h�s f�ngers l�ke eagle’s talons,
w�th the cosm�c thr�lls that made h�m ache, and w�th the �nchoate
consc�ousness of mastery of �t all. He l�kened h�mself to a poet,
wrecked on the shores of a strange land, f�lled w�th power of beauty,
stumbl�ng and stammer�ng and va�nly try�ng to s�ng �n the rough,
barbar�c tongue of h�s brethren �n the new land. And so w�th h�m. He
was al�ve, pa�nfully al�ve, to the great un�versal th�ngs, and yet he
was compelled to potter and grope among schoolboy top�cs and
debate whether or not he should study Lat�n.

“What �n hell has Lat�n to do w�th �t?” he demanded before h�s
m�rror that n�ght. “I w�sh dead people would stay dead. Why should I
and the beauty �n me be ruled by the dead? Beauty �s al�ve and
everlast�ng. Languages come and go. They are the dust of the
dead.”



And h�s next thought was that he had been phras�ng h�s �deas very
well, and he went to bed wonder�ng why he could not talk �n s�m�lar
fash�on when he was w�th Ruth. He was only a schoolboy, w�th a
schoolboy’s tongue, when he was �n her presence.

“G�ve me t�me,” he sa�d aloud. “Only g�ve me t�me.”
T�me! T�me! T�me! was h�s unend�ng pla�nt.



CHAPTER XIV.

It was not because of Olney, but �n sp�te of Ruth, and h�s love for
Ruth, that he f�nally dec�ded not to take up Lat�n. H�s money meant
t�me. There was so much that was more �mportant than Lat�n, so
many stud�es that clamored w�th �mper�ous vo�ces. And he must
wr�te. He must earn money. He had had no acceptances. Twoscore
of manuscr�pts were travell�ng the endless round of the magaz�nes.
How d�d the others do �t? He spent long hours �n the free read�ng-
room, go�ng over what others had wr�tten, study�ng the�r work
eagerly and cr�t�cally, compar�ng �t w�th h�s own, and wonder�ng,
wonder�ng, about the secret tr�ck they had d�scovered wh�ch enabled
them to sell the�r work.

He was amazed at the �mmense amount of pr�nted stuff that was
dead. No l�ght, no l�fe, no color, was shot through �t. There was no
breath of l�fe �n �t, and yet �t sold, at two cents a word, twenty dollars
a thousand—the newspaper cl�pp�ng had sa�d so. He was puzzled by
countless short stor�es, wr�tten l�ghtly and cleverly he confessed, but
w�thout v�tal�ty or real�ty. L�fe was so strange and wonderful, f�lled
w�th an �mmens�ty of problems, of dreams, and of hero�c to�ls, and
yet these stor�es dealt only w�th the commonplaces of l�fe. He felt the
stress and stra�n of l�fe, �ts fevers and sweats and w�ld �nsurgences—
surely th�s was the stuff to wr�te about! He wanted to glor�fy the
leaders of forlorn hopes, the mad lovers, the g�ants that fought under
stress and stra�n, am�d terror and tragedy, mak�ng l�fe crackle w�th
the strength of the�r endeavor. And yet the magaz�ne short stor�es
seemed �ntent on glor�fy�ng the Mr. Butlers, the sord�d dollar-chasers,
and the commonplace l�ttle love affa�rs of commonplace l�ttle men
and women. Was �t because the ed�tors of the magaz�nes were



commonplace? he demanded. Or were they afra�d of l�fe, these
wr�ters and ed�tors and readers?

But h�s ch�ef trouble was that he d�d not know any ed�tors or
wr�ters. And not merely d�d he not know any wr�ters, but he d�d not
know anybody who had ever attempted to wr�te. There was nobody
to tell h�m, to h�nt to h�m, to g�ve h�m the least word of adv�ce. He
began to doubt that ed�tors were real men. They seemed cogs �n a
mach�ne. That was what �t was, a mach�ne. He poured h�s soul �nto
stor�es, art�cles, and poems, and �ntrusted them to the mach�ne. He
folded them just so, put the proper stamps �ns�de the long envelope
along w�th the manuscr�pt, sealed the envelope, put more stamps
outs�de, and dropped �t �nto the ma�l-box. It travelled across the
cont�nent, and after a certa�n lapse of t�me the postman returned h�m
the manuscr�pt �n another long envelope, on the outs�de of wh�ch
were the stamps he had enclosed. There was no human ed�tor at the
other end, but a mere cunn�ng arrangement of cogs that changed the
manuscr�pt from one envelope to another and stuck on the stamps. It
was l�ke the slot mach�nes where�n one dropped penn�es, and, w�th a
metall�c wh�rl of mach�nery had del�vered to h�m a st�ck of chew�ng-
gum or a tablet of chocolate. It depended upon wh�ch slot one
dropped the penny �n, whether he got chocolate or gum. And so w�th
the ed�tor�al mach�ne. One slot brought checks and the other brought
reject�on sl�ps. So far he had found only the latter slot.

It was the reject�on sl�ps that completed the horr�ble
mach�nel�keness of the process. These sl�ps were pr�nted �n
stereotyped forms and he had rece�ved hundreds of them—as many
as a dozen or more on each of h�s earl�er manuscr�pts. If he had
rece�ved one l�ne, one personal l�ne, along w�th one reject�on of all
h�s reject�ons, he would have been cheered. But not one ed�tor had
g�ven that proof of ex�stence. And he could conclude only that there
were no warm human men at the other end, only mere cogs, well
o�led and runn�ng beaut�fully �n the mach�ne.

He was a good f�ghter, whole-souled and stubborn, and he would
have been content to cont�nue feed�ng the mach�ne for years; but he
was bleed�ng to death, and not years but weeks would determ�ne the
f�ght. Each week h�s board b�ll brought h�m nearer destruct�on, wh�le



the postage on forty manuscr�pts bled h�m almost as severely. He no
longer bought books, and he econom�zed �n petty ways and sought
to delay the �nev�table end; though he d�d not know how to
econom�ze, and brought the end nearer by a week when he gave h�s
s�ster Mar�an f�ve dollars for a dress.

He struggled �n the dark, w�thout adv�ce, w�thout encouragement,
and �n the teeth of d�scouragement. Even Gertrude was beg�nn�ng to
look askance. At f�rst she had tolerated w�th s�sterly fondness what
she conce�ved to be h�s fool�shness; but now, out of s�sterly
sol�c�tude, she grew anx�ous. To her �t seemed that h�s fool�shness
was becom�ng a madness. Mart�n knew th�s and suffered more
keenly from �t than from the open and nagg�ng contempt of Bernard
H�gg�nbotham. Mart�n had fa�th �n h�mself, but he was alone �n th�s
fa�th. Not even Ruth had fa�th. She had wanted h�m to devote h�mself
to study, and, though she had not openly d�sapproved of h�s wr�t�ng,
she had never approved.

He had never offered to show her h�s work. A fast�d�ous del�cacy
had prevented h�m. Bes�des, she had been study�ng heav�ly at the
un�vers�ty, and he felt averse to robb�ng her of her t�me. But when
she had taken her degree, she asked h�m herself to let her see
someth�ng of what he had been do�ng. Mart�n was elated and
d�ff�dent. Here was a judge. She was a bachelor of arts. She had
stud�ed l�terature under sk�lled �nstructors. Perhaps the ed�tors were
capable judges, too. But she would be d�fferent from them. She
would not hand h�m a stereotyped reject�on sl�p, nor would she
�nform h�m that lack of preference for h�s work d�d not necessar�ly
�mply lack of mer�t �n h�s work. She would talk, a warm human be�ng,
�n her qu�ck, br�ght way, and, most �mportant of all, she would catch
gl�mpses of the real Mart�n Eden. In h�s work she would d�scern what
h�s heart and soul were l�ke, and she would come to understand
someth�ng, a l�ttle someth�ng, of the stuff of h�s dreams and the
strength of h�s power.

Mart�n gathered together a number of carbon cop�es of h�s short
stor�es, hes�tated a moment, then added h�s “Sea Lyr�cs.” They
mounted the�r wheels on a late June afternoon and rode for the h�lls.
It was the second t�me he had been out w�th her alone, and as they



rode along through the balmy warmth, just ch�lled by she sea-breeze
to refresh�ng coolness, he was profoundly �mpressed by the fact that
�t was a very beaut�ful and well-ordered world and that �t was good to
be al�ve and to love. They left the�r wheels by the roads�de and
cl�mbed to the brown top of an open knoll where the sunburnt grass
breathed a harvest breath of dry sweetness and content.

“Its work �s done,” Mart�n sa�d, as they seated themselves, she
upon h�s coat, and he sprawl�ng close to the warm earth. He sn�ffed
the sweetness of the tawny grass, wh�ch entered h�s bra�n and set
h�s thoughts wh�rl�ng on from the part�cular to the un�versal. “It has
ach�eved �ts reason for ex�stence,” he went on, patt�ng the dry grass
affect�onately. “It qu�ckened w�th amb�t�on under the dreary downpour
of last w�nter, fought the v�olent early spr�ng, flowered, and lured the
�nsects and the bees, scattered �ts seeds, squared �tself w�th �ts duty
and the world, and—”

“Why do you always look at th�ngs w�th such dreadfully pract�cal
eyes?” she �nterrupted.

“Because I’ve been study�ng evolut�on, I guess. It’s only recently
that I got my eyes�ght, �f the truth were told.”

“But �t seems to me you lose s�ght of beauty by be�ng so pract�cal,
that you destroy beauty l�ke the boys who catch butterfl�es and rub
the down off the�r beaut�ful w�ngs.”

He shook h�s head.
“Beauty has s�gn�f�cance, but I never knew �ts s�gn�f�cance before. I

just accepted beauty as someth�ng mean�ngless, as someth�ng that
was just beaut�ful w�thout rhyme or reason. I d�d not know anyth�ng
about beauty. But now I know, or, rather, am just beg�nn�ng to know.
Th�s grass �s more beaut�ful to me now that I know why �t �s grass,
and all the h�dden chem�stry of sun and ra�n and earth that makes �t
become grass. Why, there �s romance �n the l�fe-h�story of any grass,
yes, and adventure, too. The very thought of �t st�rs me. When I th�nk
of the play of force and matter, and all the tremendous struggle of �t, I
feel as �f I could wr�te an ep�c on the grass.

“How well you talk,” she sa�d absently, and he noted that she was
look�ng at h�m �n a search�ng way.



He was all confus�on and embarrassment on the �nstant, the blood
flush�ng red on h�s neck and brow.

“I hope I am learn�ng to talk,” he stammered. “There seems to be
so much �n me I want to say. But �t �s all so b�g. I can’t f�nd ways to
say what �s really �n me. Somet�mes �t seems to me that all the world,
all l�fe, everyth�ng, had taken up res�dence �ns�de of me and was
clamor�ng for me to be the spokesman. I feel—oh, I can’t descr�be �t
—I feel the b�gness of �t, but when I speak, I babble l�ke a l�ttle ch�ld.
It �s a great task to transmute feel�ng and sensat�on �nto speech,
wr�tten or spoken, that w�ll, �n turn, �n h�m who reads or l�stens,
transmute �tself back �nto the selfsame feel�ng and sensat�on. It �s a
lordly task. See, I bury my face �n the grass, and the breath I draw �n
through my nostr�ls sets me qu�ver�ng w�th a thousand thoughts and
fanc�es. It �s a breath of the un�verse I have breathed. I know song
and laughter, and success and pa�n, and struggle and death; and I
see v�s�ons that ar�se �n my bra�n somehow out of the scent of the
grass, and I would l�ke to tell them to you, to the world. But how can
I? My tongue �s t�ed. I have tr�ed, by the spoken word, just now, to
descr�be to you the effect on me of the scent of the grass. But I have
not succeeded. I have no more than h�nted �n awkward speech. My
words seem g�bber�sh to me. And yet I am st�fled w�th des�re to tell.
Oh!—” he threw up h�s hands w�th a despa�r�ng gesture—“�t �s
�mposs�ble! It �s not understandable! It �s �ncommun�cable!”

“But you do talk well,” she �ns�sted. “Just th�nk how you have
�mproved �n the short t�me I have known you. Mr. Butler �s a noted
publ�c speaker. He �s always asked by the State Comm�ttee to go out
on stump dur�ng campa�gn. Yet you talked just as well as he the
other n�ght at d�nner. Only he was more controlled. You get too
exc�ted; but you w�ll get over that w�th pract�ce. Why, you would
make a good publ�c speaker. You can go far—�f you want to. You are
masterly. You can lead men, I am sure, and there �s no reason why
you should not succeed at anyth�ng you set your hand to, just as you
have succeeded w�th grammar. You would make a good lawyer. You
should sh�ne �n pol�t�cs. There �s noth�ng to prevent you from mak�ng
as great a success as Mr. Butler has made. And m�nus the
dyspeps�a,” she added w�th a sm�le.



They talked on; she, �n her gently pers�stent way, return�ng always
to the need of thorough ground�ng �n educat�on and to the
advantages of Lat�n as part of the foundat�on for any career. She
drew her �deal of the successful man, and �t was largely �n her
father’s �mage, w�th a few unm�stakable l�nes and touches of color
from the �mage of Mr. Butler. He l�stened eagerly, w�th recept�ve ears,
ly�ng on h�s back and look�ng up and joy�ng �n each movement of her
l�ps as she talked. But h�s bra�n was not recept�ve. There was
noth�ng allur�ng �n the p�ctures she drew, and he was aware of a dull
pa�n of d�sappo�ntment and of a sharper ache of love for her. In all
she sa�d there was no ment�on of h�s wr�t�ng, and the manuscr�pts he
had brought to read lay neglected on the ground.

At last, �n a pause, he glanced at the sun, measured �ts he�ght
above the hor�zon, and suggested h�s manuscr�pts by p�ck�ng them
up.

“I had forgotten,” she sa�d qu�ckly. “And I am so anx�ous to hear.”
He read to her a story, one that he flattered h�mself was among h�s

very best. He called �t “The W�ne of L�fe,” and the w�ne of �t, that had
stolen �nto h�s bra�n when he wrote �t, stole �nto h�s bra�n now as he
read �t. There was a certa�n mag�c �n the or�g�nal concept�on, and he
had adorned �t w�th more mag�c of phrase and touch. All the old f�re
and pass�on w�th wh�ch he had wr�tten �t were reborn �n h�m, and he
was swayed and swept away so that he was bl�nd and deaf to the
faults of �t. But �t was not so w�th Ruth. Her tra�ned ear detected the
weaknesses and exaggerat�ons, the overemphas�s of the tyro, and
she was �nstantly aware each t�me the sentence-rhythm tr�pped and
faltered. She scarcely noted the rhythm otherw�se, except when �t
became too pompous, at wh�ch moments she was d�sagreeably
�mpressed w�th �ts amateur�shness. That was her f�nal judgment on
the story as a whole—amateur�sh, though she d�d not tell h�m so.
Instead, when he had done, she po�nted out the m�nor flaws and sa�d
that she l�ked the story.

But he was d�sappo�nted. Her cr�t�c�sm was just. He acknowledged
that, but he had a feel�ng that he was not shar�ng h�s work w�th her
for the purpose of schoolroom correct�on. The deta�ls d�d not matter.
They could take care of themselves. He could mend them, he could



learn to mend them. Out of l�fe he had captured someth�ng b�g and
attempted to �mpr�son �t �n the story. It was the b�g th�ng out of l�fe he
had read to her, not sentence-structure and sem�colons. He wanted
her to feel w�th h�m th�s b�g th�ng that was h�s, that he had seen w�th
h�s own eyes, grappled w�th h�s own bra�n, and placed there on the
page w�th h�s own hands �n pr�nted words. Well, he had fa�led, was
h�s secret dec�s�on. Perhaps the ed�tors were r�ght. He had felt the
b�g th�ng, but he had fa�led to transmute �t. He concealed h�s
d�sappo�ntment, and jo�ned so eas�ly w�th her �n her cr�t�c�sm that she
d�d not real�ze that deep down �n h�m was runn�ng a strong
undercurrent of d�sagreement.

“Th�s next th�ng I’ve called ‘The Pot’,” he sa�d, unfold�ng the
manuscr�pt. “It has been refused by four or f�ve magaz�nes now, but
st�ll I th�nk �t �s good. In fact, I don’t know what to th�nk of �t, except
that I’ve caught someth�ng there. Maybe �t won’t affect you as �t does
me. It’s a short th�ng—only two thousand words.”

“How dreadful!” she cr�ed, when he had f�n�shed. “It �s horr�ble,
unutterably horr�ble!”

He noted her pale face, her eyes w�de and tense, and her
clenched hands, w�th secret sat�sfact�on. He had succeeded. He had
commun�cated the stuff of fancy and feel�ng from out of h�s bra�n. It
had struck home. No matter whether she l�ked �t or not, �t had
gr�pped her and mastered her, made her s�t there and l�sten and
forget deta�ls.

“It �s l�fe,” he sa�d, “and l�fe �s not always beaut�ful. And yet,
perhaps because I am strangely made, I f�nd someth�ng beaut�ful
there. It seems to me that the beauty �s tenfold enhanced because �t
�s there—”

“But why couldn’t the poor woman—” she broke �n d�sconnectedly.
Then she left the revolt of her thought unexpressed to cry out: “Oh! It
�s degrad�ng! It �s not n�ce! It �s nasty!”

For the moment �t seemed to h�m that h�s heart stood st�ll. Nasty!
He had never dreamed �t. He had not meant �t. The whole sketch
stood before h�m �n letters of f�re, and �n such blaze of �llum�nat�on he
sought va�nly for nast�ness. Then h�s heart began to beat aga�n. He
was not gu�lty.



“Why d�dn’t you select a n�ce subject?” she was say�ng. “We know
there are nasty th�ngs �n the world, but that �s no reason—”

She talked on �n her �nd�gnant stra�n, but he was not follow�ng her.
He was sm�l�ng to h�mself as he looked up �nto her v�rg�nal face, so
�nnocent, so penetrat�ngly �nnocent, that �ts pur�ty seemed always to
enter �nto h�m, dr�v�ng out of h�m all dross and bath�ng h�m �n some
ethereal effulgence that was as cool and soft and velvety as
starsh�ne. We know there are nasty th�ngs �n the world! He cuddled
to h�m the not�on of her know�ng, and chuckled over �t as a love joke.
The next moment, �n a flash�ng v�s�on of mult�tud�nous deta�l, he
s�ghted the whole sea of l�fe’s nast�ness that he had known and
voyaged over and through, and he forgave her for not understand�ng
the story. It was through no fault of hers that she could not
understand. He thanked God that she had been born and sheltered
to such �nnocence. But he knew l�fe, �ts foulness as well as �ts
fa�rness, �ts greatness �n sp�te of the sl�me that �nfested �t, and by
God he was go�ng to have h�s say on �t to the world. Sa�nts �n
heaven—how could they be anyth�ng but fa�r and pure? No pra�se to
them. But sa�nts �n sl�me—ah, that was the everlast�ng wonder! That
was what made l�fe worth wh�le. To see moral grandeur r�s�ng out of
cesspools of �n�qu�ty; to r�se h�mself and f�rst gl�mpse beauty, fa�nt
and far, through mud-dr�pp�ng eyes; to see out of weakness, and
fra�lty, and v�c�ousness, and all abysmal brut�shness, ar�s�ng
strength, and truth, and h�gh sp�r�tual endowment—

He caught a stray sequence of sentences she was utter�ng.
“The tone of �t all �s low. And there �s so much that �s h�gh. Take ‘In

Memor�am.’”
He was �mpelled to suggest “Locksley Hall,” and would have done

so, had not h�s v�s�on gr�pped h�m aga�n and left h�m star�ng at her,
the female of h�s k�nd, who, out of the pr�mord�al ferment, creep�ng
and crawl�ng up the vast ladder of l�fe for a thousand thousand
centur�es, had emerged on the topmost rung, hav�ng become one
Ruth, pure, and fa�r, and d�v�ne, and w�th power to make h�m know
love, and to asp�re toward pur�ty, and to des�re to taste d�v�n�ty—h�m,
Mart�n Eden, who, too, had come up �n some amaz�ng fash�on from
out of the ruck and the m�re and the countless m�stakes and



abort�ons of unend�ng creat�on. There was the romance, and the
wonder, and the glory. There was the stuff to wr�te, �f he could only
f�nd speech. Sa�nts �n heaven!—They were only sa�nts and could not
help themselves. But he was a man.

“You have strength,” he could hear her say�ng, “but �t �s untutored
strength.”

“L�ke a bull �n a ch�na shop,” he suggested, and won a sm�le.
“And you must develop d�scr�m�nat�on. You must consult taste, and

f�neness, and tone.”
“I dare too much,” he muttered.
She sm�led approbat�on, and settled herself to l�sten to another

story.
“I don’t know what you’ll make of th�s,” he sa�d apologet�cally. “It’s

a funny th�ng. I’m afra�d I got beyond my depth �n �t, but my �ntent�ons
were good. Don’t bother about the l�ttle features of �t. Just see �f you
catch the feel of the b�g th�ng �n �t. It �s b�g, and �t �s true, though the
chance �s large that I have fa�led to make �t �ntell�g�ble.”

He read, and as he read he watched her. At last he had reached
her, he thought. She sat w�thout movement, her eyes steadfast upon
h�m, scarcely breath�ng, caught up and out of herself, he thought, by
the w�tchery of the th�ng he had created. He had ent�tled the story
“Adventure,” and �t was the apotheos�s of adventure—not of the
adventure of the storybooks, but of real adventure, the savage
taskmaster, awful of pun�shment and awful of reward, fa�thless and
wh�ms�cal, demand�ng terr�ble pat�ence and heartbreak�ng days and
n�ghts of to�l, offer�ng the blaz�ng sunl�ght glory or dark death at the
end of th�rst and fam�ne or of the long drag and monstrous del�r�um
of rott�ng fever, through blood and sweat and st�ng�ng �nsects lead�ng
up by long cha�ns of petty and �gnoble contacts to royal culm�nat�ons
and lordly ach�evements.

It was th�s, all of �t, and more, that he had put �nto h�s story, and �t
was th�s, he bel�eved, that warmed her as she sat and l�stened. Her
eyes were w�de, color was �n her pale cheeks, and before he f�n�shed
�t seemed to h�m that she was almost pant�ng. Truly, she was
warmed; but she was warmed, not by the story, but by h�m. She d�d



not th�nk much of the story; �t was Mart�n’s �ntens�ty of power, the old
excess of strength that seemed to pour from h�s body and on and
over her. The paradox of �t was that �t was the story �tself that was
fre�ghted w�th h�s power, that was the channel, for the t�me be�ng,
through wh�ch h�s strength poured out to her. She was aware only of
the strength, and not of the med�um, and when she seemed most
carr�ed away by what he had wr�tten, �n real�ty she had been carr�ed
away by someth�ng qu�te fore�gn to �t—by a thought, terr�ble and
per�lous, that had formed �tself unsummoned �n her bra�n. She had
caught herself wonder�ng what marr�age was l�ke, and the becom�ng
consc�ous of the waywardness and ardor of the thought had terr�f�ed
her. It was unma�denly. It was not l�ke her. She had never been
tormented by womanhood, and she had l�ved �n a dreamland of
Tennyson�an poesy, dense even to the full s�gn�f�cance of that
del�cate master’s del�cate allus�ons to the grossnesses that �ntrude
upon the relat�ons of queens and kn�ghts. She had been asleep,
always, and now l�fe was thunder�ng �mperat�vely at all her doors.
Mentally she was �n a pan�c to shoot the bolts and drop the bars �nto
place, wh�le wanton �nst�ncts urged her to throw w�de her portals and
b�d the del�c�ously strange v�s�tor to enter �n.

Mart�n wa�ted w�th sat�sfact�on for her verd�ct. He had no doubt of
what �t would be, and he was astounded when he heard her say:

“It �s beaut�ful.”
“It �s beaut�ful,” she repeated, w�th emphas�s, after a pause.
Of course �t was beaut�ful; but there was someth�ng more than

mere beauty �n �t, someth�ng more st�ng�ngly splend�d wh�ch had
made beauty �ts handma�den. He sprawled s�lently on the ground,
watch�ng the gr�sly form of a great doubt r�s�ng before h�m. He had
fa�led. He was �nart�culate. He had seen one of the greatest th�ngs �n
the world, and he had not expressed �t.

“What d�d you th�nk of the—” He hes�tated, abashed at h�s f�rst
attempt to use a strange word. “Of the mot�f?” he asked.

“It was confused,” she answered. “That �s my only cr�t�c�sm �n the
large way. I followed the story, but there seemed so much else. It �s
too wordy. You clog the act�on by �ntroduc�ng so much extraneous
mater�al.”



“That was the major mot�f,” he hurr�edly expla�ned, “the b�g
underrunn�ng mot�f, the cosm�c and un�versal th�ng. I tr�ed to make �t
keep t�me w�th the story �tself, wh�ch was only superf�c�al after all. I
was on the r�ght scent, but I guess I d�d �t badly. I d�d not succeed �n
suggest�ng what I was dr�v�ng at. But I’ll learn �n t�me.”

She d�d not follow h�m. She was a bachelor of arts, but he had
gone beyond her l�m�tat�ons. Th�s she d�d not comprehend,
attr�but�ng her �ncomprehens�on to h�s �ncoherence.

“You were too voluble,” she sa�d. “But �t was beaut�ful, �n places.”
He heard her vo�ce as from far off, for he was debat�ng whether he

would read her the “Sea Lyr�cs.” He lay �n dull despa�r, wh�le she
watched h�m search�ngly, ponder�ng aga�n upon unsummoned and
wayward thoughts of marr�age.

“You want to be famous?” she asked abruptly.
“Yes, a l�ttle b�t,” he confessed. “That �s part of the adventure. It �s

not the be�ng famous, but the process of becom�ng so, that counts.
And after all, to be famous would be, for me, only a means to
someth�ng else. I want to be famous very much, for that matter, and
for that reason.”

“For your sake,” he wanted to add, and m�ght have added had she
proved enthus�ast�c over what he had read to her.

But she was too busy �n her m�nd, carv�ng out a career for h�m that
would at least be poss�ble, to ask what the ult�mate someth�ng was
wh�ch he had h�nted at. There was no career for h�m �n l�terature. Of
that she was conv�nced. He had proved �t to-day, w�th h�s amateur�sh
and sophomor�c product�ons. He could talk well, but he was
�ncapable of express�ng h�mself �n a l�terary way. She compared
Tennyson, and Brown�ng, and her favor�te prose masters w�th h�m,
and to h�s hopeless d�scred�t. Yet she d�d not tell h�m her whole
m�nd. Her strange �nterest �n h�m led her to tempor�ze. H�s des�re to
wr�te was, after all, a l�ttle weakness wh�ch he would grow out of �n
t�me. Then he would devote h�mself to the more ser�ous affa�rs of l�fe.
And he would succeed, too. She knew that. He was so strong that he
could not fa�l—�f only he would drop wr�t�ng.

“I w�sh you would show me all you wr�te, Mr. Eden,” she sa�d.



He flushed w�th pleasure. She was �nterested, that much was sure.
And at least she had not g�ven h�m a reject�on sl�p. She had called
certa�n port�ons of h�s work beaut�ful, and that was the f�rst
encouragement he had ever rece�ved from any one.

“I w�ll,” he sa�d pass�onately. “And I prom�se you, M�ss Morse, that
I w�ll make good. I have come far, I know that; and I have far to go,
and I w�ll cover �t �f I have to do �t on my hands and knees.” He held
up a bunch of manuscr�pt. “Here are the ‘Sea Lyr�cs.’ When you get
home, I’ll turn them over to you to read at your le�sure. And you must
be sure to tell me just what you th�nk of them. What I need, you
know, above all th�ngs, �s cr�t�c�sm. And do, please, be frank w�th
me.”

“I w�ll be perfectly frank,” she prom�sed, w�th an uneasy conv�ct�on
that she had not been frank w�th h�m and w�th a doubt �f she could be
qu�te frank w�th h�m the next t�me.



CHAPTER XV.

“The f�rst battle, fought and f�n�shed,” Mart�n sa�d to the look�ng-
glass ten days later. “But there w�ll be a second battle, and a th�rd
battle, and battles to the end of t�me, unless—”

He had not f�n�shed the sentence, but looked about the mean l�ttle
room and let h�s eyes dwell sadly upon a heap of returned
manuscr�pts, st�ll �n the�r long envelopes, wh�ch lay �n a corner on the
floor. He had no stamps w�th wh�ch to cont�nue them on the�r travels,
and for a week they had been p�l�ng up. More of them would come �n
on the morrow, and on the next day, and the next, t�ll they were all �n.
And he would be unable to start them out aga�n. He was a month’s
rent beh�nd on the typewr�ter, wh�ch he could not pay, hav�ng barely
enough for the week’s board wh�ch was due and for the employment
off�ce fees.

He sat down and regarded the table thoughtfully. There were �nk
sta�ns upon �t, and he suddenly d�scovered that he was fond of �t.

“Dear old table,” he sa�d, “I’ve spent some happy hours w�th you,
and you’ve been a pretty good fr�end when all �s sa�d and done. You
never turned me down, never passed me out a reward-of-unmer�t
reject�on sl�p, never compla�ned about work�ng overt�me.”

He dropped h�s arms upon the table and bur�ed h�s face �n them.
H�s throat was ach�ng, and he wanted to cry. It rem�nded h�m of h�s
f�rst f�ght, when he was s�x years old, when he punched away w�th
the tears runn�ng down h�s cheeks wh�le the other boy, two years h�s
elder, had beaten and pounded h�m �nto exhaust�on. He saw the r�ng
of boys, howl�ng l�ke barbar�ans as he went down at last, wr�th�ng �n
the throes of nausea, the blood stream�ng from h�s nose and the
tears from h�s bru�sed eyes.



“Poor l�ttle shaver,” he murmured. “And you’re just as badly l�cked
now. You’re beaten to a pulp. You’re down and out.”

But the v�s�on of that f�rst f�ght st�ll l�ngered under h�s eyel�ds, and
as he watched he saw �t d�ssolve and reshape �nto the ser�es of
f�ghts wh�ch had followed. S�x months later Cheese-Face (that was
the boy) had wh�pped h�m aga�n. But he had blacked Cheese-Face’s
eye that t�me. That was go�ng some. He saw them all, f�ght after
f�ght, h�mself always wh�pped and Cheese-Face exult�ng over h�m.
But he had never run away. He felt strengthened by the memory of
that. He had always stayed and taken h�s med�c�ne. Cheese-Face
had been a l�ttle f�end at f�ght�ng, and had never once shown mercy
to h�m. But he had stayed! He had stayed w�th �t!

Next, he saw a narrow alley, between ramshackle frame bu�ld�ngs.
The end of the alley was blocked by a one-story br�ck bu�ld�ng, out of
wh�ch �ssued the rhythm�c thunder of the presses, runn�ng off the f�rst
ed�t�on of the Enqu�rer. He was eleven, and Cheese-Face was
th�rteen, and they both carr�ed the Enqu�rer. That was why they were
there, wa�t�ng for the�r papers. And, of course, Cheese-Face had
p�cked on h�m aga�n, and there was another f�ght that was
�ndeterm�nate, because at quarter to four the door of the press-room
was thrown open and the gang of boys crowded �n to fold the�r
papers.

“I’ll l�ck you to-morrow,” he heard Cheese-Face prom�se; and he
heard h�s own vo�ce, p�p�ng and trembl�ng w�th unshed tears,
agree�ng to be there on the morrow.

And he had come there the next day, hurry�ng from school to be
there f�rst, and beat�ng Cheese-Face by two m�nutes. The other boys
sa�d he was all r�ght, and gave h�m adv�ce, po�nt�ng out h�s faults as
a scrapper and prom�s�ng h�m v�ctory �f he carr�ed out the�r
�nstruct�ons. The same boys gave Cheese-Face adv�ce, too. How
they had enjoyed the f�ght! He paused �n h�s recollect�ons long
enough to envy them the spectacle he and Cheese-Face had put up.
Then the f�ght was on, and �t went on, w�thout rounds, for th�rty
m�nutes, unt�l the press-room door was opened.

He watched the youthful appar�t�on of h�mself, day after day,
hurry�ng from school to the Enqu�rer alley. He could not walk very



fast. He was st�ff and lame from the �ncessant f�ght�ng. H�s forearms
were black and blue from wr�st to elbow, what of the countless blows
he had warded off, and here and there the tortured flesh was
beg�nn�ng to fester. H�s head and arms and shoulders ached, the
small of h�s back ached,—he ached all over, and h�s bra�n was heavy
and dazed. He d�d not play at school. Nor d�d he study. Even to s�t
st�ll all day at h�s desk, as he d�d, was a torment. It seemed centur�es
s�nce he had begun the round of da�ly f�ghts, and t�me stretched
away �nto a n�ghtmare and �nf�n�te future of da�ly f�ghts. Why couldn’t
Cheese-Face be l�cked? he often thought; that would put h�m,
Mart�n, out of h�s m�sery. It never entered h�s head to cease f�ght�ng,
to allow Cheese-Face to wh�p h�m.

And so he dragged h�mself to the Enqu�rer alley, s�ck �n body and
soul, but learn�ng the long pat�ence, to confront h�s eternal enemy,
Cheese-Face, who was just as s�ck as he, and just a b�t w�ll�ng to
qu�t �f �t were not for the gang of newsboys that looked on and made
pr�de pa�nful and necessary. One afternoon, after twenty m�nutes of
desperate efforts to ann�h�late each other accord�ng to set rules that
d�d not perm�t k�ck�ng, str�k�ng below the belt, nor h�tt�ng when one
was down, Cheese-Face, pant�ng for breath and reel�ng, offered to
call �t qu�ts. And Mart�n, head on arms, thr�lled at the p�cture he
caught of h�mself, at that moment �n the afternoon of long ago, when
he reeled and panted and choked w�th the blood that ran �nto h�s
mouth and down h�s throat from h�s cut l�ps; when he tottered toward
Cheese-Face, sp�tt�ng out a mouthful of blood so that he could
speak, cry�ng out that he would never qu�t, though Cheese-Face
could g�ve �n �f he wanted to. And Cheese-Face d�d not g�ve �n, and
the f�ght went on.

The next day and the next, days w�thout end, w�tnessed the
afternoon f�ght. When he put up h�s arms, each day, to beg�n, they
pa�ned exqu�s�tely, and the f�rst few blows, struck and rece�ved,
racked h�s soul; after that th�ngs grew numb, and he fought on
bl�ndly, see�ng as �n a dream, danc�ng and waver�ng, the large
features and burn�ng, an�mal-l�ke eyes of Cheese-Face. He
concentrated upon that face; all else about h�m was a wh�rl�ng vo�d.
There was noth�ng else �n the world but that face, and he would
never know rest, blessed rest, unt�l he had beaten that face �nto a



pulp w�th h�s bleed�ng knuckles, or unt�l the bleed�ng knuckles that
somehow belonged to that face had beaten h�m �nto a pulp. And
then, one way or the other, he would have rest. But to qu�t,—for h�m,
Mart�n, to qu�t,—that was �mposs�ble!

Came the day when he dragged h�mself �nto the Enqu�rer alley,
and there was no Cheese-Face. Nor d�d Cheese-Face come. The
boys congratulated h�m, and told h�m that he had l�cked Cheese-
Face. But Mart�n was not sat�sf�ed. He had not l�cked Cheese-Face,
nor had Cheese-Face l�cked h�m. The problem had not been solved.
It was not unt�l afterward that they learned that Cheese-Face’s father
had d�ed suddenly that very day.

Mart�n sk�pped on through the years to the n�ght �n the n�gger
heaven at the Aud�tor�um. He was seventeen and just back from sea.
A row started. Somebody was bully�ng somebody, and Mart�n
�nterfered, to be confronted by Cheese-Face’s blaz�ng eyes.

“I’ll f�x you after de show,” h�s anc�ent enemy h�ssed.
Mart�n nodded. The n�gger-heaven bouncer was mak�ng h�s way

toward the d�sturbance.
“I’ll meet you outs�de, after the last act,” Mart�n wh�spered, the

wh�le h�s face showed und�v�ded �nterest �n the buck-and-w�ng
danc�ng on the stage.

The bouncer glared and went away.
“Got a gang?” he asked Cheese-Face, at the end of the act.
“Sure.”
“Then I got to get one,” Mart�n announced.
Between the acts he mustered h�s follow�ng—three fellows he

knew from the na�l works, a ra�lroad f�reman, and half a dozen of the
Boo Gang, along w�th as many more from the dread E�ghteen-and-
Market Gang.

When the theatre let out, the two gangs strung along
�nconsp�cuously on oppos�te s�des of the street. When they came to
a qu�et corner, they un�ted and held a counc�l of war.

“E�ghth Street Br�dge �s the place,” sa�d a red-headed fellow
belong�ng to Cheese-Face’s Gang. “You k�n f�ght �n the m�ddle, under



the electr�c l�ght, an’ wh�chever way the bulls come �n we k�n sneak
the other way.”

“That’s agreeable to me,” Mart�n sa�d, after consult�ng w�th the
leaders of h�s own gang.

The E�ghth Street Br�dge, cross�ng an arm of San Anton�o Estuary,
was the length of three c�ty blocks. In the m�ddle of the br�dge, and at
each end, were electr�c l�ghts. No pol�ceman could pass those end-
l�ghts unseen. It was the safe place for the battle that rev�ved �tself
under Mart�n’s eyel�ds. He saw the two gangs, aggress�ve and
sullen, r�g�dly keep�ng apart from each other and back�ng the�r
respect�ve champ�ons; and he saw h�mself and Cheese-Face
str�pp�ng. A short d�stance away lookouts were set, the�r task be�ng
to watch the l�ghted ends of the br�dge. A member of the Boo Gang
held Mart�n’s coat, and sh�rt, and cap, ready to race w�th them �nto
safety �n case the pol�ce �nterfered. Mart�n watched h�mself go �nto
the centre, fac�ng Cheese-Face, and he heard h�mself say, as he
held up h�s hand warn�ngly:-

“They a�n’t no hand-shak�n’ �n th�s. Understand? They a�n’t noth�n’
but scrap. No throw�n’ up the sponge. Th�s �s a grudge-f�ght an’ �t’s to
a f�n�sh. Understand? Somebody’s go�n’ to get l�cked.”

Cheese-Face wanted to demur,—Mart�n could see that,—but
Cheese-Face’s old per�lous pr�de was touched before the two gangs.

“Aw, come on,” he repl�ed. “Wot’s the good of chew�n’ de rag about
�t? I’m w�t’ cheh to de f�n�sh.”

Then they fell upon each other, l�ke young bulls, �n all the glory of
youth, w�th naked f�sts, w�th hatred, w�th des�re to hurt, to ma�m, to
destroy. All the pa�nful, thousand years’ ga�ns of man �n h�s upward
cl�mb through creat�on were lost. Only the electr�c l�ght rema�ned, a
m�lestone on the path of the great human adventure. Mart�n and
Cheese-Face were two savages, of the stone age, of the squatt�ng
place and the tree refuge. They sank lower and lower �nto the muddy
abyss, back �nto the dregs of the raw beg�nn�ngs of l�fe, str�v�ng
bl�ndly and chem�cally, as atoms str�ve, as the star-dust of the
heavens str�ves, coll�d�ng, reco�l�ng, and coll�d�ng aga�n and eternally
aga�n.



“God! We are an�mals! Brute-beasts!” Mart�n muttered aloud, as
he watched the progress of the f�ght. It was to h�m, w�th h�s splend�d
power of v�s�on, l�ke gaz�ng �nto a k�netoscope. He was both onlooker
and part�c�pant. H�s long months of culture and ref�nement
shuddered at the s�ght; then the present was blotted out of h�s
consc�ousness and the ghosts of the past possessed h�m, and he
was Mart�n Eden, just returned from sea and f�ght�ng Cheese-Face
on the E�ghth Street Br�dge. He suffered and to�led and sweated and
bled, and exulted when h�s naked knuckles smashed home.

They were tw�n wh�rlw�nds of hatred, revolv�ng about each other
monstrously. The t�me passed, and the two host�le gangs became
very qu�et. They had never w�tnessed such �ntens�ty of feroc�ty, and
they were awed by �t. The two f�ghters were greater brutes than they.
The f�rst splend�d velvet edge of youth and cond�t�on wore off, and
they fought more caut�ously and del�berately. There had been no
advantage ga�ned e�ther way. “It’s anybody’s f�ght,” Mart�n heard
some one say�ng. Then he followed up a fe�nt, r�ght and left, was
f�ercely countered, and felt h�s cheek la�d open to the bone. No bare
knuckle had done that. He heard mutters of amazement at the
ghastly damage wrought, and was drenched w�th h�s own blood. But
he gave no s�gn. He became �mmensely wary, for he was w�se w�th
knowledge of the low cunn�ng and foul v�leness of h�s k�nd. He
watched and wa�ted, unt�l he fe�gned a w�ld rush, wh�ch he stopped
m�dway, for he had seen the gl�nt of metal.

“Hold up yer hand!” he screamed. “Them’s brass knuckles, an’ you
h�t me w�th ’em!”

Both gangs surged forward, growl�ng and snarl�ng. In a second
there would be a free-for-all f�ght, and he would be robbed of h�s
vengeance. He was bes�de h�mself.

“You guys keep out!” he screamed hoarsely. “Understand? Say,
d’ye understand?”

They shrank away from h�m. They were brutes, but he was the
arch-brute, a th�ng of terror that towered over them and dom�nated
them.

“Th�s �s my scrap, an’ they a�n’t go�n’ to be no butt�n’ �n. G�mme
them knuckles.”



Cheese-Face, sobered and a b�t fr�ghtened, surrendered the foul
weapon.

“You passed ’em to h�m, you red-head sneak�n’ �n beh�nd the push
there,” Mart�n went on, as he tossed the knuckles �nto the water. “I
seen you, an’ I was wonder�n’ what you was up to. If you try anyth�ng
l�ke that aga�n, I’ll beat cheh to death. Understand?”

They fought on, through exhaust�on and beyond, to exhaust�on
�mmeasurable and �nconce�vable, unt�l the crowd of brutes, �ts blood-
lust sated, terr�f�ed by what �t saw, begged them �mpart�ally to cease.
And Cheese-Face, ready to drop and d�e, or to stay on h�s legs and
d�e, a gr�sly monster out of whose features all l�keness to Cheese-
Face had been beaten, wavered and hes�tated; but Mart�n sprang �n
and smashed h�m aga�n and aga�n.

Next, after a seem�ng century or so, w�th Cheese-Face weaken�ng
fast, �n a m�x-up of blows there was a loud snap, and Mart�n’s r�ght
arm dropped to h�s s�de. It was a broken bone. Everybody heard �t
and knew; and Cheese-Face knew, rush�ng l�ke a t�ger �n the other’s
extrem�ty and ra�n�ng blow on blow. Mart�n’s gang surged forward to
�nterfere. Dazed by the rap�d success�on of blows, Mart�n warned
them back w�th v�le and earnest curses sobbed out and groaned �n
ult�mate desolat�on and despa�r.

He punched on, w�th h�s left hand only, and as he punched,
doggedly, only half-consc�ous, as from a remote d�stance he heard
murmurs of fear �n the gangs, and one who sa�d w�th shak�ng vo�ce:
“Th�s a�n’t a scrap, fellows. It’s murder, an’ we ought to stop �t.”

But no one stopped �t, and he was glad, punch�ng on wear�ly and
endlessly w�th h�s one arm, batter�ng away at a bloody someth�ng
before h�m that was not a face but a horror, an osc�llat�ng, h�deous,
g�bber�ng, nameless th�ng that pers�sted before h�s waver�ng v�s�on
and would not go away. And he punched on and on, slower and
slower, as the last shreds of v�tal�ty oozed from h�m, through
centur�es and aeons and enormous lapses of t�me, unt�l, �n a d�m
way, he became aware that the nameless th�ng was s�nk�ng, slowly
s�nk�ng down to the rough board-plank�ng of the br�dge. And the next
moment he was stand�ng over �t, stagger�ng and sway�ng on shaky



legs, clutch�ng at the a�r for support, and say�ng �n a vo�ce he d�d not
recogn�ze:-

“D’ye want any more? Say, d’ye want any more?”
He was st�ll say�ng �t, over and over,—demand�ng, entreat�ng,

threaten�ng, to know �f �t wanted any more,—when he felt the fellows
of h�s gang lay�ng hands on h�m, patt�ng h�m on the back and try�ng
to put h�s coat on h�m. And then came a sudden rush of blackness
and obl�v�on.

The t�n alarm-clock on the table t�cked on, but Mart�n Eden, h�s
face bur�ed on h�s arms, d�d not hear �t. He heard noth�ng. He d�d not
th�nk. So absolutely had he rel�ved l�fe that he had fa�nted just as he
fa�nted years before on the E�ghth Street Br�dge. For a full m�nute the
blackness and the blankness endured. Then, l�ke one from the dead,
he sprang upr�ght, eyes flam�ng, sweat pour�ng down h�s face,
shout�ng:-

“I l�cked you, Cheese-Face! It took me eleven years, but I l�cked
you!”

H�s knees were trembl�ng under h�m, he felt fa�nt, and he
staggered back to the bed, s�nk�ng down and s�tt�ng on the edge of �t.
He was st�ll �n the clutch of the past. He looked about the room,
perplexed, alarmed, wonder�ng where he was, unt�l he caught s�ght
of the p�le of manuscr�pts �n the corner. Then the wheels of memory
sl�pped ahead through four years of t�me, and he was aware of the
present, of the books he had opened and the un�verse he had won
from the�r pages, of h�s dreams and amb�t�ons, and of h�s love for a
pale wra�th of a g�rl, sens�t�ve and sheltered and ethereal, who would
d�e of horror d�d she w�tness but one moment of what he had just
l�ved through—one moment of all the muck of l�fe through wh�ch he
had waded.

He arose to h�s feet and confronted h�mself �n the look�ng-glass.
“And so you ar�se from the mud, Mart�n Eden,” he sa�d solemnly.

“And you cleanse your eyes �n a great br�ghtness, and thrust your
shoulders among the stars, do�ng what all l�fe has done, lett�ng the
‘ape and t�ger d�e’ and wrest�ng h�ghest her�tage from all powers that
be.”



He looked more closely at h�mself and laughed.
“A b�t of hyster�a and melodrama, eh?” he quer�ed. “Well, never

m�nd. You l�cked Cheese-Face, and you’ll l�ck the ed�tors �f �t takes
tw�ce eleven years to do �t �n. You can’t stop here. You’ve got to go
on. It’s to a f�n�sh, you know.”



CHAPTER XVI.

The alarm-clock went off, jerk�ng Mart�n out of sleep w�th a
suddenness that would have g�ven headache to one w�th less
splend�d const�tut�on. Though he slept soundly, he awoke �nstantly,
l�ke a cat, and he awoke eagerly, glad that the f�ve hours of
unconsc�ousness were gone. He hated the obl�v�on of sleep. There
was too much to do, too much of l�fe to l�ve. He grudged every
moment of l�fe sleep robbed h�m of, and before the clock had ceased
�ts clatter�ng he was head and ears �n the washbas�n and thr�ll�ng to
the cold b�te of the water.

But he d�d not follow h�s regular programme. There was no
unf�n�shed story wa�t�ng h�s hand, no new story demand�ng
art�culat�on. He had stud�ed late, and �t was nearly t�me for breakfast.
He tr�ed to read a chapter �n F�ske, but h�s bra�n was restless and he
closed the book. To-day w�tnessed the beg�nn�ng of the new battle,
where�n for some t�me there would be no wr�t�ng. He was aware of a
sadness ak�n to that w�th wh�ch one leaves home and fam�ly. He
looked at the manuscr�pts �n the corner. That was �t. He was go�ng
away from them, h�s p�t�ful, d�shonored ch�ldren that were welcome
nowhere. He went over and began to rummage among them,
read�ng snatches here and there, h�s favor�te port�ons. “The Pot” he
honored w�th read�ng aloud, as he d�d “Adventure.” “Joy,” h�s latest-
born, completed the day before and tossed �nto the corner for lack of
stamps, won h�s keenest approbat�on.

“I can’t understand,” he murmured. “Or maybe �t’s the ed�tors who
can’t understand. There’s noth�ng wrong w�th that. They publ�sh
worse every month. Everyth�ng they publ�sh �s worse—nearly
everyth�ng, anyway.”



After breakfast he put the type-wr�ter �n �ts case and carr�ed �t
down �nto Oakland.

“I owe a month on �t,” he told the clerk �n the store. “But you tell the
manager I’m go�ng to work and that I’ll be �n �n a month or so and
stra�ghten up.”

He crossed on the ferry to San Franc�sco and made h�s way to an
employment off�ce. “Any k�nd of work, no trade,” he told the agent;
and was �nterrupted by a new-comer, dressed rather fopp�shly, as
some work�ngmen dress who have �nst�ncts for f�ner th�ngs. The
agent shook h�s head despondently.

“Noth�n’ do�n’ eh?” sa�d the other. “Well, I got to get somebody to-
day.”

He turned and stared at Mart�n, and Mart�n, star�ng back, noted the
puffed and d�scolored face, handsome and weak, and knew that he
had been mak�ng a n�ght of �t.

“Look�n’ for a job?” the other quer�ed. “What can you do?”
“Hard labor, sa�lor�z�ng, run a type-wr�ter, no shorthand, can s�t on

a horse, w�ll�ng to do anyth�ng and tackle anyth�ng,” was the answer.
The other nodded.
“Sounds good to me. My name’s Dawson, Joe Dawson, an’ I’m

try�n’ to scare up a laundryman.”
“Too much for me.” Mart�n caught an amus�ng gl�mpse of h�mself

�ron�ng fluffy wh�te th�ngs that women wear. But he had taken a l�k�ng
to the other, and he added: “I m�ght do the pla�n wash�ng. I learned
that much at sea.” Joe Dawson thought v�s�bly for a moment.

“Look here, let’s get together an’ frame �t up. W�ll�n’ to l�sten?”
Mart�n nodded.
“Th�s �s a small laundry, up country, belongs to Shelly Hot Spr�ngs,

—hotel, you know. Two men do the work, boss and ass�stant. I’m the
boss. You don’t work for me, but you work under me. Th�nk you’d be
w�ll�n’ to learn?”

Mart�n paused to th�nk. The prospect was allur�ng. A few months of
�t, and he would have t�me to h�mself for study. He could work hard
and study hard.



“Good grub an’ a room to yourself,” Joe sa�d.
That settled �t. A room to h�mself where he could burn the m�dn�ght

o�l unmolested.
“But work l�ke hell,” the other added.
Mart�n caressed h�s swell�ng shoulder-muscles s�gn�f�cantly. “That

came from hard work.”
“Then let’s get to �t.” Joe held h�s hand to h�s head for a moment.

“Gee, but �t’s a stem-w�nder. Can hardly see. I went down the l�ne
last n�ght—everyth�ng—everyth�ng. Here’s the frame-up. The wages
for two �s a hundred and board. I’ve ben draw�n’ down s�xty, the
second man forty. But he knew the b�z. You’re green. If I break you
�n, I’ll be do�ng plenty of your work at f�rst. Suppose you beg�n at
th�rty, an’ work up to the forty. I’ll play fa�r. Just as soon as you can
do your share you get the forty.”

“I’ll go you,” Mart�n announced, stretch�ng out h�s hand, wh�ch the
other shook. “Any advance?—for ra�l-road t�cket and extras?”

“I blew �t �n,” was Joe’s sad answer, w�th another reach at h�s
ach�ng head. “All I got �s a return t�cket.”

“And I’m broke—when I pay my board.”
“Jump �t,” Joe adv�sed.
“Can’t. Owe �t to my s�ster.”
Joe wh�stled a long, perplexed wh�stle, and racked h�s bra�ns to

l�ttle purpose.
“I’ve got the pr�ce of the dr�nks,” he sa�d desperately. “Come on,

an’ mebbe we’ll cook up someth�ng.”
Mart�n decl�ned.
“Water-wagon?”
Th�s t�me Mart�n nodded, and Joe lamented, “W�sh I was.”
“But I somehow just can’t,” he sa�d �n extenuat�on. “After I’ve ben

work�n’ l�ke hell all week I just got to booze up. If I d�dn’t, I’d cut my
throat or burn up the prem�ses. But I’m glad you’re on the wagon.
Stay w�th �t.”

Mart�n knew of the enormous gulf between h�m and th�s man—the
gulf the books had made; but he found no d�ff�culty �n cross�ng back



over that gulf. He had l�ved all h�s l�fe �n the work�ng-class world, and
the camarader�e of labor was second nature w�th h�m. He solved the
d�ff�culty of transportat�on that was too much for the other’s ach�ng
head. He would send h�s trunk up to Shelly Hot Spr�ngs on Joe’s
t�cket. As for h�mself, there was h�s wheel. It was seventy m�les, and
he could r�de �t on Sunday and be ready for work Monday morn�ng.
In the meant�me he would go home and pack up. There was no one
to say good-by to. Ruth and her whole fam�ly were spend�ng the long
summer �n the S�erras, at Lake Tahoe.

He arr�ved at Shelly Hot Spr�ngs, t�red and dusty, on Sunday n�ght.
Joe greeted h�m exuberantly. W�th a wet towel bound about h�s
ach�ng brow, he had been at work all day.

“Part of last week’s wash�n’ mounted up, me be�n’ away to get
you,” he expla�ned. “Your box arr�ved all r�ght. It’s �n your room. But
�t’s a hell of a th�ng to call a trunk. An’ what’s �n �t? Gold br�cks?”

Joe sat on the bed wh�le Mart�n unpacked. The box was a
pack�ng-case for breakfast food, and Mr. H�gg�nbotham had charged
h�m half a dollar for �t. Two rope handles, na�led on by Mart�n, had
techn�cally transformed �t �nto a trunk el�g�ble for the baggage-car.
Joe watched, w�th bulg�ng eyes, a few sh�rts and several changes of
underclothes come out of the box, followed by books, and more
books.

“Books clean to the bottom?” he asked.
Mart�n nodded, and went on arrang�ng the books on a k�tchen

table wh�ch served �n the room �n place of a wash-stand.
“Gee!” Joe exploded, then wa�ted �n s�lence for the deduct�on to

ar�se �n h�s bra�n. At last �t came.
“Say, you don’t care for the g�rls—much?” he quer�ed.
“No,” was the answer. “I used to chase a lot before I tackled the

books. But s�nce then there’s no t�me.”
“And there won’t be any t�me here. All you can do �s work an’

sleep.”
Mart�n thought of h�s f�ve hours’ sleep a n�ght, and sm�led. The

room was s�tuated over the laundry and was �n the same bu�ld�ng
w�th the eng�ne that pumped water, made electr�c�ty, and ran the



laundry mach�nery. The eng�neer, who occup�ed the adjo�n�ng room,
dropped �n to meet the new hand and helped Mart�n r�g up an electr�c
bulb, on an extens�on w�re, so that �t travelled along a stretched cord
from over the table to the bed.

The next morn�ng, at quarter-past s�x, Mart�n was routed out for a
quarter-to-seven breakfast. There happened to be a bath-tub for the
servants �n the laundry bu�ld�ng, and he electr�f�ed Joe by tak�ng a
cold bath.

“Gee, but you’re a hummer!” Joe announced, as they sat down to
breakfast �n a corner of the hotel k�tchen.

W�th them was the eng�neer, the gardener, and the ass�stant
gardener, and two or three men from the stable. They ate hurr�edly
and gloom�ly, w�th but l�ttle conversat�on, and as Mart�n ate and
l�stened he real�zed how far he had travelled from the�r status. The�r
small mental cal�ber was depress�ng to h�m, and he was anx�ous to
get away from them. So he bolted h�s breakfast, a s�ckly, sloppy
affa�r, as rap�dly as they, and heaved a s�gh of rel�ef when he passed
out through the k�tchen door.

It was a perfectly appo�nted, small steam laundry, where�n the
most modern mach�nery d�d everyth�ng that was poss�ble for
mach�nery to do. Mart�n, after a few �nstruct�ons, sorted the great
heaps of so�led clothes, wh�le Joe started the masher and made up
fresh suppl�es of soft-soap, compounded of b�t�ng chem�cals that
compelled h�m to swathe h�s mouth and nostr�ls and eyes �n bath-
towels t�ll he resembled a mummy. F�n�shed the sort�ng, Mart�n lent a
hand �n wr�ng�ng the clothes. Th�s was done by dump�ng them �nto a
sp�nn�ng receptacle that went at a rate of a few thousand revolut�ons
a m�nute, tear�ng the water from the clothes by centr�fugal force.
Then Mart�n began to alternate between the dryer and the wr�nger,
between t�mes “shak�ng out” socks and stock�ngs. By the afternoon,
one feed�ng and one stack�ng up, they were runn�ng socks and
stock�ngs through the mangle wh�le the �rons were heat�ng. Then �t
was hot �rons and underclothes t�ll s�x o’clock, at wh�ch t�me Joe
shook h�s head dub�ously.

“Way beh�nd,” he sa�d. “Got to work after supper.” And after supper
they worked unt�l ten o’clock, under the blaz�ng electr�c l�ghts, unt�l



the last p�ece of under-cloth�ng was �roned and folded away �n the
d�str�but�ng room. It was a hot Cal�forn�a n�ght, and though the
w�ndows were thrown w�de, the room, w�th �ts red-hot �ron�ng-stove,
was a furnace. Mart�n and Joe, down to undersh�rts, bare armed,
sweated and panted for a�r.

“L�ke tr�mm�ng cargo �n the trop�cs,” Mart�n sa�d, when they went
upsta�rs.

“You’ll do,” Joe answered. “You take hold l�ke a good fellow. If you
keep up the pace, you’ll be on th�rty dollars only one month. The
second month you’ll be gett�n’ your forty. But don’t tell me you never
�roned before. I know better.”

“Never �roned a rag �n my l�fe, honestly, unt�l to-day,” Mart�n
protested.

He was surpr�sed at h�s wear�ness when he got �nto h�s room,
forgetful of the fact that he had been on h�s feet and work�ng w�thout
let up for fourteen hours. He set the alarm clock at s�x, and
measured back f�ve hours to one o’clock. He could read unt�l then.
Sl�pp�ng off h�s shoes, to ease h�s swollen feet, he sat down at the
table w�th h�s books. He opened F�ske, where he had left off to read.
But he found trouble and began to read �t through a second t�me.
Then he awoke, �n pa�n from h�s st�ffened muscles and ch�lled by the
mounta�n w�nd that had begun to blow �n through the w�ndow. He
looked at the clock. It marked two. He had been asleep four hours.
He pulled off h�s clothes and crawled �nto bed, where he was asleep
the moment after h�s head touched the p�llow.

Tuesday was a day of s�m�lar unrem�tt�ng to�l. The speed w�th
wh�ch Joe worked won Mart�n’s adm�rat�on. Joe was a dozen of
demons for work. He was keyed up to concert p�tch, and there was
never a moment �n the long day when he was not f�ght�ng for
moments. He concentrated h�mself upon h�s work and upon how to
save t�me, po�nt�ng out to Mart�n where he d�d �n f�ve mot�ons what
could be done �n three, or �n three mot�ons what could be done �n
two. “El�m�nat�on of waste mot�on,” Mart�n phrased �t as he watched
and patterned after. He was a good workman h�mself, qu�ck and deft,
and �t had always been a po�nt of pr�de w�th h�m that no man should
do any of h�s work for h�m or outwork h�m. As a result, he



concentrated w�th a s�m�lar s�ngleness of purpose, greed�ly snapp�ng
up the h�nts and suggest�ons thrown out by h�s work�ng mate. He
“rubbed out” collars and cuffs, rubb�ng the starch out from between
the double th�cknesses of l�nen so that there would be no bl�sters
when �t came to the �ron�ng, and do�ng �t at a pace that el�c�ted Joe’s
pra�se.

There was never an �nterval when someth�ng was not at hand to
be done. Joe wa�ted for noth�ng, wa�ted on noth�ng, and went on the
jump from task to task. They starched two hundred wh�te sh�rts, w�th
a s�ngle gather�ng movement se�z�ng a sh�rt so that the wr�stbands,
neckband, yoke, and bosom protruded beyond the c�rcl�ng r�ght
hand. At the same moment the left hand held up the body of the sh�rt
so that �t would not enter the starch, and at the same moment the
r�ght hand d�pped �nto the starch—starch so hot that, �n order to
wr�ng �t out, the�r hands had to thrust, and thrust cont�nually, �nto a
bucket of cold water. And that n�ght they worked t�ll half-past ten,
d�pp�ng “fancy starch”—all the fr�lled and a�ry, del�cate wear of lad�es.

“Me for the trop�cs and no clothes,” Mart�n laughed.
“And me out of a job,” Joe answered ser�ously. “I don’t know

noth�n’ but laundry�ng.”
“And you know �t well.”
“I ought to. Began �n the Contra Costa �n Oakland when I was

eleven, shak�n’ out for the mangle. That was e�ghteen years ago, an’
I’ve never done a tap of anyth�ng else. But th�s job �s the f�ercest I
ever had. Ought to be one more man on �t at least. We work to-
morrow n�ght. Always run the mangle Wednesday n�ghts—collars an’
cuffs.”

Mart�n set h�s alarm, drew up to the table, and opened F�ske. He
d�d not f�n�sh the f�rst paragraph. The l�nes blurred and ran together
and h�s head nodded. He walked up and down, batt�ng h�s head
savagely w�th h�s f�sts, but he could not conquer the numbness of
sleep. He propped the book before h�m, and propped h�s eyel�ds w�th
h�s f�ngers, and fell asleep w�th h�s eyes w�de open. Then he
surrendered, and, scarcely consc�ous of what he d�d, got off h�s
clothes and �nto bed. He slept seven hours of heavy, an�mal-l�ke
sleep, and awoke by the alarm, feel�ng that he had not had enough.



“Do�n’ much read�n’?” Joe asked.
Mart�n shook h�s head.
“Never m�nd. We got to run the mangle to-n�ght, but Thursday we’ll

knock off at s�x. That’ll g�ve you a chance.”
Mart�n washed woollens that day, by hand, �n a large barrel, w�th

strong soft-soap, by means of a hub from a wagon wheel, mounted
on a plunger-pole that was attached to a spr�ng-pole overhead.

“My �nvent�on,” Joe sa�d proudly. “Beats a washboard an’ your
knuckles, and, bes�des, �t saves at least f�fteen m�nutes �n the week,
an’ f�fteen m�nutes a�n’t to be sneezed at �n th�s shebang.”

Runn�ng the collars and cuffs through the mangle was also Joe’s
�dea. That n�ght, wh�le they to�led on under the electr�c l�ghts, he
expla�ned �t.

“Someth�ng no laundry ever does, except th�s one. An’ I got to do �t
�f I’m go�n’ to get done Saturday afternoon at three o’clock. But I
know how, an’ that’s the d�fference. Got to have r�ght heat, r�ght
pressure, and run ’em through three t�mes. Look at that!” He held a
cuff aloft. “Couldn’t do �t better by hand or on a t�ler.”

Thursday, Joe was �n a rage. A bundle of extra “fancy starch” had
come �n.

“I’m go�n’ to qu�t,” he announced. “I won’t stand for �t. I’m go�n’ to
qu�t �t cold. What’s the good of me work�n’ l�ke a slave all week, a-
sav�n’ m�nutes, an’ them a-com�n’ an’ r�ng�n’ �n fancy-starch extras on
me? Th�s �s a free country, an’ I’m to tell that fat Dutchman what I
th�nk of h�m. An’ I won’t tell ’m �n French. Pla�n Un�ted States �s good
enough for me. H�m a-r�ng�n’ �n fancy starch extras!”

“We got to work to-n�ght,” he sa�d the next moment, revers�ng h�s
judgment and surrender�ng to fate.

And Mart�n d�d no read�ng that n�ght. He had seen no da�ly paper
all week, and, strangely to h�m, felt no des�re to see one. He was not
�nterested �n the news. He was too t�red and jaded to be �nterested �n
anyth�ng, though he planned to leave Saturday afternoon, �f they
f�n�shed at three, and r�de on h�s wheel to Oakland. It was seventy
m�les, and the same d�stance back on Sunday afternoon would leave
h�m anyth�ng but rested for the second week’s work. It would have



been eas�er to go on the tra�n, but the round tr�p was two dollars and
a half, and he was �ntent on sav�ng money.



CHAPTER XVII.

Mart�n learned to do many th�ngs. In the course of the f�rst week, �n
one afternoon, he and Joe accounted for the two hundred wh�te
sh�rts. Joe ran the t�ler, a mach�ne where�n a hot �ron was hooked on
a steel str�ng wh�ch furn�shed the pressure. By th�s means he �roned
the yoke, wr�stbands, and neckband, sett�ng the latter at r�ght angles
to the sh�rt, and put the glossy f�n�sh on the bosom. As fast as he
f�n�shed them, he flung the sh�rts on a rack between h�m and Mart�n,
who caught them up and “backed” them. Th�s task cons�sted of
�ron�ng all the unstarched port�ons of the sh�rts.

It was exhaust�ng work, carr�ed on, hour after hour, at top speed.
Out on the broad verandas of the hotel, men and women, �n cool
wh�te, s�pped �ced dr�nks and kept the�r c�rculat�on down. But �n the
laundry the a�r was s�zzl�ng. The huge stove roared red hot and wh�te
hot, wh�le the �rons, mov�ng over the damp cloth, sent up clouds of
steam. The heat of these �rons was d�fferent from that used by
housew�ves. An �ron that stood the ord�nary test of a wet f�nger was
too cold for Joe and Mart�n, and such test was useless. They went
wholly by hold�ng the �rons close to the�r cheeks, gaug�ng the heat by
some secret mental process that Mart�n adm�red but could not
understand. When the fresh �rons proved too hot, they hooked them
on �ron rods and d�pped them �nto cold water. Th�s aga�n requ�red a
prec�se and subtle judgment. A fract�on of a second too long �n the
water and the f�ne and s�lken edge of the proper heat was lost, and
Mart�n found t�me to marvel at the accuracy he developed—an
automat�c accuracy, founded upon cr�ter�a that were mach�ne-l�ke
and unerr�ng.

But there was l�ttle t�me �n wh�ch to marvel. All Mart�n’s
consc�ousness was concentrated �n the work. Ceaselessly act�ve,



head and hand, an �ntell�gent mach�ne, all that const�tuted h�m a man
was devoted to furn�sh�ng that �ntell�gence. There was no room �n h�s
bra�n for the un�verse and �ts m�ghty problems. All the broad and
spac�ous corr�dors of h�s m�nd were closed and hermet�cally sealed.
The echo�ng chamber of h�s soul was a narrow room, a conn�ng
tower, whence were d�rected h�s arm and shoulder muscles, h�s ten
n�mble f�ngers, and the sw�ft-mov�ng �ron along �ts steam�ng path �n
broad, sweep�ng strokes, just so many strokes and no more, just so
far w�th each stroke and not a fract�on of an �nch farther, rush�ng
along �nterm�nable sleeves, s�des, backs, and ta�ls, and toss�ng the
f�n�shed sh�rts, w�thout rumpl�ng, upon the rece�v�ng frame. And even
as h�s hurry�ng soul tossed, �t was reach�ng for another sh�rt. Th�s
went on, hour after hour, wh�le outs�de all the world swooned under
the overhead Cal�forn�a sun. But there was no swoon�ng �n that
superheated room. The cool guests on the verandas needed clean
l�nen.

The sweat poured from Mart�n. He drank enormous quant�t�es of
water, but so great was the heat of the day and of h�s exert�ons, that
the water slu�ced through the �nterst�ces of h�s flesh and out at all h�s
pores. Always, at sea, except at rare �ntervals, the work he
performed had g�ven h�m ample opportun�ty to commune w�th
h�mself. The master of the sh�p had been lord of Mart�n’s t�me; but
here the manager of the hotel was lord of Mart�n’s thoughts as well.
He had no thoughts save for the nerve-rack�ng, body-destroy�ng to�l.
Outs�de of that �t was �mposs�ble to th�nk. He d�d not know that he
loved Ruth. She d�d not even ex�st, for h�s dr�ven soul had no t�me to
remember her. It was only when he crawled to bed at n�ght, or to
breakfast �n the morn�ng, that she asserted herself to h�m �n fleet�ng
memor�es.

“Th�s �s hell, a�n’t �t?” Joe remarked once.
Mart�n nodded, but felt a rasp of �rr�tat�on. The statement had been

obv�ous and unnecessary. They d�d not talk wh�le they worked.
Conversat�on threw them out of the�r str�de, as �t d�d th�s t�me,
compell�ng Mart�n to m�ss a stroke of h�s �ron and to make two extra
mot�ons before he caught h�s str�de aga�n.



On Fr�day morn�ng the washer ran. Tw�ce a week they had to put
through hotel l�nen,—the sheets, p�llow-sl�ps, spreads, table-cloths,
and napk�ns. Th�s f�n�shed, they buckled down to “fancy starch.” It
was slow work, fast�d�ous and del�cate, and Mart�n d�d not learn �t so
read�ly. Bes�des, he could not take chances. M�stakes were
d�sastrous.

“See that,” Joe sa�d, hold�ng up a f�lmy corset-cover that he could
have crumpled from v�ew �n one hand. “Scorch that an’ �t’s twenty
dollars out of your wages.”

So Mart�n d�d not scorch that, and eased down on h�s muscular
tens�on, though nervous tens�on rose h�gher than ever, and he
l�stened sympathet�cally to the other’s blasphem�es as he to�led and
suffered over the beaut�ful th�ngs that women wear when they do not
have to do the�r own laundry�ng. “Fancy starch” was Mart�n’s
n�ghtmare, and �t was Joe’s, too. It was “fancy starch” that robbed
them of the�r hard-won m�nutes. They to�led at �t all day. At seven �n
the even�ng they broke off to run the hotel l�nen through the mangle.
At ten o’clock, wh�le the hotel guests slept, the two laundrymen
sweated on at “fancy starch” t�ll m�dn�ght, t�ll one, t�ll two. At half-past
two they knocked off.

Saturday morn�ng �t was “fancy starch,” and odds and ends, and at
three �n the afternoon the week’s work was done.

“You a�n’t a-go�n’ to r�de them seventy m�les �nto Oakland on top of
th�s?” Joe demanded, as they sat on the sta�rs and took a tr�umphant
smoke.

“Got to,” was the answer.
“What are you go�n’ for?—a g�rl?”
“No; to save two and a half on the ra�lroad t�cket. I want to renew

some books at the l�brary.”
“Why don’t you send ’em down an’ up by express? That’ll cost only

a quarter each way.”
Mart�n cons�dered �t.
“An’ take a rest to-morrow,” the other urged. “You need �t. I know I

do. I’m plumb tuckered out.”



He looked �t. Indom�table, never rest�ng, f�ght�ng for seconds and
m�nutes all week, c�rcumvent�ng delays and crush�ng down
obstacles, a fount of res�stless energy, a h�gh-dr�ven human motor, a
demon for work, now that he had accompl�shed the week’s task he
was �n a state of collapse. He was worn and haggard, and h�s
handsome face drooped �n lean exhaust�on. He pulled h�s c�garette
sp�r�tlessly, and h�s vo�ce was pecul�arly dead and monotonous. All
the snap and f�re had gone out of h�m. H�s tr�umph seemed a sorry
one.

“An’ next week we got to do �t all over aga�n,” he sa�d sadly. “An’
what’s the good of �t all, hey? Somet�mes I w�sh I was a hobo. They
don’t work, an’ they get the�r l�v�n’. Gee! I w�sh I had a glass of beer;
but I can’t get up the gumpt�on to go down to the v�llage an’ get �t.
You’ll stay over, an’ send your books down by express, or else you’re
a damn fool.”

“But what can I do here all day Sunday?” Mart�n asked.
“Rest. You don’t know how t�red you are. Why, I’m that t�red

Sunday I can’t even read the papers. I was s�ck once—typho�d. In
the hosp�tal two months an’ a half. D�dn’t do a tap of work all that
t�me. It was beaut�ful.”

“It was beaut�ful,” he repeated dream�ly, a m�nute later.
Mart�n took a bath, after wh�ch he found that the head laundryman

had d�sappeared. Most l�kely he had gone for a glass of beer Mart�n
dec�ded, but the half-m�le walk down to the v�llage to f�nd out seemed
a long journey to h�m. He lay on h�s bed w�th h�s shoes off, try�ng to
make up h�s m�nd. He d�d not reach out for a book. He was too t�red
to feel sleepy, and he lay, scarcely th�nk�ng, �n a sem�-stupor of
wear�ness, unt�l �t was t�me for supper. Joe d�d not appear for that
funct�on, and when Mart�n heard the gardener remark that most l�kely
he was r�pp�ng the slats off the bar, Mart�n understood. He went to
bed �mmed�ately afterward, and �n the morn�ng dec�ded that he was
greatly rested. Joe be�ng st�ll absent, Mart�n procured a Sunday
paper and lay down �n a shady nook under the trees. The morn�ng
passed, he knew not how. He d�d not sleep, nobody d�sturbed h�m,
and he d�d not f�n�sh the paper. He came back to �t �n the afternoon,
after d�nner, and fell asleep over �t.



So passed Sunday, and Monday morn�ng he was hard at work,
sort�ng clothes, wh�le Joe, a towel bound t�ghtly around h�s head,
w�th groans and blasphem�es, was runn�ng the washer and m�x�ng
soft-soap.

“I s�mply can’t help �t,” he expla�ned. “I got to dr�nk when Saturday
n�ght comes around.”

Another week passed, a great battle that cont�nued under the
electr�c l�ghts each n�ght and that culm�nated on Saturday afternoon
at three o’clock, when Joe tasted h�s moment of w�lted tr�umph and
then dr�fted down to the v�llage to forget. Mart�n’s Sunday was the
same as before. He slept �n the shade of the trees, to�led a�mlessly
through the newspaper, and spent long hours ly�ng on h�s back,
do�ng noth�ng, th�nk�ng noth�ng. He was too dazed to th�nk, though
he was aware that he d�d not l�ke h�mself. He was self-repelled, as
though he had undergone some degradat�on or was �ntr�ns�cally foul.
All that was god-l�ke �n h�m was blotted out. The spur of amb�t�on
was blunted; he had no v�tal�ty w�th wh�ch to feel the prod of �t. He
was dead. H�s soul seemed dead. He was a beast, a work-beast. He
saw no beauty �n the sunsh�ne s�ft�ng down through the green
leaves, nor d�d the azure vault of the sky wh�sper as of old and h�nt
of cosm�c vastness and secrets trembl�ng to d�sclosure. L�fe was
�ntolerably dull and stup�d, and �ts taste was bad �n h�s mouth. A
black screen was drawn across h�s m�rror of �nner v�s�on, and fancy
lay �n a darkened s�ck-room where entered no ray of l�ght. He env�ed
Joe, down �n the v�llage, rampant, tear�ng the slats off the bar, h�s
bra�n gnaw�ng w�th maggots, exult�ng �n maudl�n ways over maudl�n
th�ngs, fantast�cally and glor�ously drunk and forgetful of Monday
morn�ng and the week of deaden�ng to�l to come.

A th�rd week went by, and Mart�n loathed h�mself, and loathed l�fe.
He was oppressed by a sense of fa�lure. There was reason for the
ed�tors refus�ng h�s stuff. He could see that clearly now, and laugh at
h�mself and the dreams he had dreamed. Ruth returned h�s “Sea
Lyr�cs” by ma�l. He read her letter apathet�cally. She d�d her best to
say how much she l�ked them and that they were beaut�ful. But she
could not l�e, and she could not d�sgu�se the truth from herself. She
knew they were fa�lures, and he read her d�sapproval �n every



perfunctory and unenthus�ast�c l�ne of her letter. And she was r�ght.
He was f�rmly conv�nced of �t as he read the poems over. Beauty and
wonder had departed from h�m, and as he read the poems he caught
h�mself puzzl�ng as to what he had had �n m�nd when he wrote them.
H�s audac�t�es of phrase struck h�m as grotesque, h�s fel�c�t�es of
express�on were monstros�t�es, and everyth�ng was absurd, unreal,
and �mposs�ble. He would have burned the “Sea Lyr�cs” on the spot,
had h�s w�ll been strong enough to set them aflame. There was the
eng�ne-room, but the exert�on of carry�ng them to the furnace was
not worth wh�le. All h�s exert�on was used �n wash�ng other persons’
clothes. He d�d not have any left for pr�vate affa�rs.

He resolved that when Sunday came he would pull h�mself
together and answer Ruth’s letter. But Saturday afternoon, after work
was f�n�shed and he had taken a bath, the des�re to forget
overpowered h�m. “I guess I’ll go down and see how Joe’s gett�ng
on,” was the way he put �t to h�mself; and �n the same moment he
knew that he l�ed. But he d�d not have the energy to cons�der the l�e.
If he had had the energy, he would have refused to cons�der the l�e,
because he wanted to forget. He started for the v�llage slowly and
casually, �ncreas�ng h�s pace �n sp�te of h�mself as he neared the
saloon.

“I thought you was on the water-wagon,” was Joe’s greet�ng.
Mart�n d�d not de�gn to offer excuses, but called for wh�skey, f�ll�ng

h�s own glass br�mm�ng before he passed the bottle.
“Don’t take all n�ght about �t,” he sa�d roughly.
The other was dawdl�ng w�th the bottle, and Mart�n refused to wa�t

for h�m, toss�ng the glass off �n a gulp and ref�ll�ng �t.
“Now, I can wa�t for you,” he sa�d gr�mly; “but hurry up.”
Joe hurr�ed, and they drank together.
“The work d�d �t, eh?” Joe quer�ed.
Mart�n refused to d�scuss the matter.
“It’s fa�r hell, I know,” the other went on, “but I k�nd of hate to see

you come off the wagon, Mart. Well, here’s how!”
Mart�n drank on s�lently, b�t�ng out h�s orders and �nv�tat�ons and

aw�ng the barkeeper, an effem�nate country youngster w�th watery



blue eyes and ha�r parted �n the m�ddle.
“It’s someth�ng scandalous the way they work us poor dev�ls,” Joe

was remark�ng. “If I d�dn’t bowl up, I’d break loose an’ burn down the
shebang. My bowl�n’ up �s all that saves ’em, I can tell you that.”

But Mart�n made no answer. A few more dr�nks, and �n h�s bra�n he
felt the maggots of �ntox�cat�on beg�nn�ng to crawl. Ah, �t was l�v�ng,
the f�rst breath of l�fe he had breathed �n three weeks. H�s dreams
came back to h�m. Fancy came out of the darkened room and lured
h�m on, a th�ng of flam�ng br�ghtness. H�s m�rror of v�s�on was s�lver-
clear, a flash�ng, dazzl�ng pal�mpsest of �magery. Wonder and beauty
walked w�th h�m, hand �n hand, and all power was h�s. He tr�ed to tell
�t to Joe, but Joe had v�s�ons of h�s own, �nfall�ble schemes whereby
he would escape the slavery of laundry-work and become h�mself
the owner of a great steam laundry.

“I tell yeh, Mart, they won’t be no k�ds work�n’ �n my laundry—not
on yer l�fe. An’ they won’t be no work�n’ a l�v�n’ soul after s�x P.M. You
hear me talk! They’ll be mach�nery enough an’ hands enough to do �t
all �n decent work�n’ hours, an’ Mart, s’help me, I’ll make yeh
super�ntendent of the shebang—the whole of �t, all of �t. Now here’s
the scheme. I get on the water-wagon an’ save my money for two
years—save an’ then—”

But Mart�n turned away, leav�ng h�m to tell �t to the barkeeper, unt�l
that worthy was called away to furn�sh dr�nks to two farmers who,
com�ng �n, accepted Mart�n’s �nv�tat�on. Mart�n d�spensed royal
largess, �nv�t�ng everybody up, farm-hands, a stableman, and the
gardener’s ass�stant from the hotel, the barkeeper, and the furt�ve
hobo who sl�d �n l�ke a shadow and l�ke a shadow hovered at the end
of the bar.



CHAPTER XVIII.

Monday morn�ng, Joe groaned over the f�rst truck load of clothes
to the washer.

“I say,” he began.
“Don’t talk to me,” Mart�n snarled.
“I’m sorry, Joe,” he sa�d at noon, when they knocked off for d�nner.
Tears came �nto the other’s eyes.
“That’s all r�ght, old man,” he sa�d. “We’re �n hell, an’ we can’t help

ourselves. An’, you know, I k�nd of l�ke you a whole lot. That’s what
made �t—hurt. I cottoned to you from the f�rst.”

Mart�n shook h�s hand.
“Let’s qu�t,” Joe suggested. “Let’s chuck �t, an’ go hobo�n’. I a�n’t

never tr�ed �t, but �t must be dead easy. An’ noth�n’ to do. Just th�nk of
�t, noth�n’ to do. I was s�ck once, typho�d, �n the hosp�tal, an’ �t was
beaut�ful. I w�sh I’d get s�ck aga�n.”

The week dragged on. The hotel was full, and extra “fancy starch”
poured �n upon them. They performed prod�g�es of valor. They fought
late each n�ght under the electr�c l�ghts, bolted the�r meals, and even
got �n a half hour’s work before breakfast. Mart�n no longer took h�s
cold baths. Every moment was dr�ve, dr�ve, dr�ve, and Joe was the
masterful shepherd of moments, herd�ng them carefully, never los�ng
one, count�ng them over l�ke a m�ser count�ng gold, work�ng on �n a
frenzy, to�l-mad, a fever�sh mach�ne, a�ded ably by that other
mach�ne that thought of �tself as once hav�ng been one Mart�n Eden,
a man.

But �t was only at rare moments that Mart�n was able to th�nk. The
house of thought was closed, �ts w�ndows boarded up, and he was
�ts shadowy caretaker. He was a shadow. Joe was r�ght. They were



both shadows, and th�s was the unend�ng l�mbo of to�l. Or was �t a
dream? Somet�mes, �n the steam�ng, s�zzl�ng heat, as he swung the
heavy �rons back and forth over the wh�te garments, �t came to h�m
that �t was a dream. In a short wh�le, or maybe after a thousand
years or so, he would awake, �n h�s l�ttle room w�th the �nk-sta�ned
table, and take up h�s wr�t�ng where he had left off the day before. Or
maybe that was a dream, too, and the awaken�ng would be the
chang�ng of the watches, when he would drop down out of h�s bunk
�n the lurch�ng forecastle and go up on deck, under the trop�c stars,
and take the wheel and feel the cool tradew�nd blow�ng through h�s
flesh.

Came Saturday and �ts hollow v�ctory at three o’clock.
“Guess I’ll go down an’ get a glass of beer,” Joe sa�d, �n the queer,

monotonous tones that marked h�s week-end collapse.
Mart�n seemed suddenly to wake up. He opened the k�t bag and

o�led h�s wheel, putt�ng graph�te on the cha�n and adjust�ng the
bear�ngs. Joe was halfway down to the saloon when Mart�n passed
by, bend�ng low over the handle-bars, h�s legs dr�v�ng the n�nety-s�x
gear w�th rhythm�c strength, h�s face set for seventy m�les of road
and grade and dust. He slept �n Oakland that n�ght, and on Sunday
covered the seventy m�les back. And on Monday morn�ng, weary, he
began the new week’s work, but he had kept sober.

A f�fth week passed, and a s�xth, dur�ng wh�ch he l�ved and to�led
as a mach�ne, w�th just a spark of someth�ng more �n h�m, just a
gl�mmer�ng b�t of soul, that compelled h�m, at each week-end, to
scorch off the hundred and forty m�les. But th�s was not rest. It was
super-mach�nel�ke, and �t helped to crush out the gl�mmer�ng b�t of
soul that was all that was left h�m from former l�fe. At the end of the
seventh week, w�thout �ntend�ng �t, too weak to res�st, he dr�fted
down to the v�llage w�th Joe and drowned l�fe and found l�fe unt�l
Monday morn�ng.

Aga�n, at the week-ends, he ground out the one hundred and forty
m�les, obl�terat�ng the numbness of too great exert�on by the
numbness of st�ll greater exert�on. At the end of three months he
went down a th�rd t�me to the v�llage w�th Joe. He forgot, and l�ved
aga�n, and, l�v�ng, he saw, �n clear �llum�nat�on, the beast he was



mak�ng of h�mself—not by the dr�nk, but by the work. The dr�nk was
an effect, not a cause. It followed �nev�tably upon the work, as the
n�ght follows upon the day. Not by becom�ng a to�l-beast could he
w�n to the he�ghts, was the message the wh�skey wh�spered to h�m,
and he nodded approbat�on. The wh�skey was w�se. It told secrets
on �tself.

He called for paper and penc�l, and for dr�nks all around, and wh�le
they drank h�s very good health, he clung to the bar and scr�bbled.

“A telegram, Joe,” he sa�d. “Read �t.”
Joe read �t w�th a drunken, qu�zz�cal leer. But what he read

seemed to sober h�m. He looked at the other reproachfully, tears
ooz�ng �nto h�s eyes and down h�s cheeks.

“You a�n’t go�n’ back on me, Mart?” he quer�ed hopelessly.
Mart�n nodded, and called one of the loungers to h�m to take the

message to the telegraph off�ce.
“Hold on,” Joe muttered th�ckly. “Lemme th�nk.”
He held on to the bar, h�s legs wobbl�ng under h�m, Mart�n’s arm

around h�m and support�ng h�m, wh�le he thought.
“Make that two laundrymen,” he sa�d abruptly. “Here, lemme f�x �t.”
“What are you qu�tt�ng for?” Mart�n demanded.
“Same reason as you.”
“But I’m go�ng to sea. You can’t do that.”
“Nope,” was the answer, “but I can hobo all r�ght, all r�ght.”
Mart�n looked at h�m search�ngly for a moment, then cr�ed:-
“By God, I th�nk you’re r�ght! Better a hobo than a beast of to�l.

Why, man, you’ll l�ve. And that’s more than you ever d�d before.”
“I was �n hosp�tal, once,” Joe corrected. “It was beaut�ful. Typho�d

—d�d I tell you?”
Wh�le Mart�n changed the telegram to “two laundrymen,” Joe went

on:-
“I never wanted to dr�nk when I was �n hosp�tal. Funny, a�n’t �t? But

when I’ve ben work�n’ l�ke a slave all week, I just got to bowl up. Ever



not�ced that cooks dr�nk l�ke hell?—an’ bakers, too? It’s the work.
They’ve sure got to. Here, lemme pay half of that telegram.”

“I’ll shake you for �t,” Mart�n offered.
“Come on, everybody dr�nk,” Joe called, as they rattled the d�ce

and rolled them out on the damp bar.
Monday morn�ng Joe was w�ld w�th ant�c�pat�on. He d�d not m�nd

h�s ach�ng head, nor d�d he take �nterest �n h�s work. Whole herds of
moments stole away and were lost wh�le the�r careless shepherd
gazed out of the w�ndow at the sunsh�ne and the trees.

“Just look at �t!” he cr�ed. “An’ �t’s all m�ne! It’s free. I can l�e down
under them trees an’ sleep for a thousan’ years �f I want to. Aw,
come on, Mart, let’s chuck �t. What’s the good of wa�t�n’ another
moment. That’s the land of noth�n’ to do out there, an’ I got a t�cket
for �t—an’ �t a�n’t no return t�cket, b’gosh!”

A few m�nutes later, f�ll�ng the truck w�th so�led clothes for the
washer, Joe sp�ed the hotel manager’s sh�rt. He knew �ts mark, and
w�th a sudden glor�ous consc�ousness of freedom he threw �t on the
floor and stamped on �t.

“I w�sh you was �n �t, you p�g-headed Dutchman!” he shouted. “In
�t, an’ r�ght there where I’ve got you! Take that! an’ that! an’ that!
damn you! Hold me back, somebody! Hold me back!”

Mart�n laughed and held h�m to h�s work. On Tuesday n�ght the
new laundrymen arr�ved, and the rest of the week was spent
break�ng them �nto the rout�ne. Joe sat around and expla�ned h�s
system, but he d�d no more work.

“Not a tap,” he announced. “Not a tap. They can f�re me �f they
want to, but �f they do, I’ll qu�t. No more work �n m�ne, thank you
k�ndly. Me for the fre�ght cars an’ the shade under the trees. Go to �t,
you slaves! That’s r�ght. Slave an’ sweat! Slave an’ sweat! An’ when
you’re dead, you’ll rot the same as me, an’ what’s �t matter how you
l�ve?—eh? Tell me that—what’s �t matter �n the long run?”

On Saturday they drew the�r pay and came to the part�ng of the
ways.

“They a�n’t no use �n me ask�n’ you to change your m�nd an’ h�t the
road w�th me?” Joe asked hopelessly:



Mart�n shook h�s head. He was stand�ng by h�s wheel, ready to
start. They shook hands, and Joe held on to h�s for a moment, as he
sa�d:-

“I’m go�n’ to see you aga�n, Mart, before you an’ me d�e. That’s
stra�ght dope. I feel �t �n my bones. Good-by, Mart, an’ be good. I l�ke
you l�ke hell, you know.”

He stood, a forlorn f�gure, �n the m�ddle of the road, watch�ng unt�l
Mart�n turned a bend and was gone from s�ght.

“He’s a good Ind�an, that boy,” he muttered. “A good Ind�an.”
Then he plodded down the road h�mself, to the water tank, where

half a dozen empt�es lay on a s�de-track wa�t�ng for the up fre�ght.



CHAPTER XIX.

Ruth and her fam�ly were home aga�n, and Mart�n, returned to
Oakland, saw much of her. Hav�ng ga�ned her degree, she was
do�ng no more study�ng; and he, hav�ng worked all v�tal�ty out of h�s
m�nd and body, was do�ng no wr�t�ng. Th�s gave them t�me for each
other that they had never had before, and the�r �nt�macy r�pened fast.

At f�rst, Mart�n had done noth�ng but rest. He had slept a great
deal, and spent long hours mus�ng and th�nk�ng and do�ng noth�ng.
He was l�ke one recover�ng from some terr�ble bout of hardsh�p. The
f�rst s�gns of reawaken�ng came when he d�scovered more than
langu�d �nterest �n the da�ly paper. Then he began to read aga�n—
l�ght novels, and poetry; and after several days more he was head
over heels �n h�s long-neglected F�ske. H�s splend�d body and health
made new v�tal�ty, and he possessed all the res�l�ency and rebound
of youth.

Ruth showed her d�sappo�ntment pla�nly when he announced that
he was go�ng to sea for another voyage as soon as he was well
rested.

“Why do you want to do that?” she asked.
“Money,” was the answer. “I’ll have to lay �n a supply for my next

attack on the ed�tors. Money �s the s�news of war, �n my case—
money and pat�ence.”

“But �f all you wanted was money, why d�dn’t you stay �n the
laundry?”

“Because the laundry was mak�ng a beast of me. Too much work
of that sort dr�ves to dr�nk.”

She stared at h�m w�th horror �n her eyes.
“Do you mean—?” she quavered.



It would have been easy for h�m to get out of �t; but h�s natural
�mpulse was for frankness, and he remembered h�s old resolve to be
frank, no matter what happened.

“Yes,” he answered. “Just that. Several t�mes.”
She sh�vered and drew away from h�m.
“No man that I have ever known d�d that—ever d�d that.”
“Then they never worked �n the laundry at Shelly Hot Spr�ngs,” he

laughed b�tterly. “To�l �s a good th�ng. It �s necessary for human
health, so all the preachers say, and Heaven knows I’ve never been
afra�d of �t. But there �s such a th�ng as too much of a good th�ng, and
the laundry up there �s one of them. And that’s why I’m go�ng to sea
one more voyage. It w�ll be my last, I th�nk, for when I come back, I
shall break �nto the magaz�nes. I am certa�n of �t.”

She was s�lent, unsympathet�c, and he watched her mood�ly,
real�z�ng how �mposs�ble �t was for her to understand what he had
been through.

“Some day I shall wr�te �t up—‘The Degradat�on of To�l’ or the
‘Psychology of Dr�nk �n the Work�ng-class,’ or someth�ng l�ke that for
a t�tle.”

Never, s�nce the f�rst meet�ng, had they seemed so far apart as
that day. H�s confess�on, told �n frankness, w�th the sp�r�t of revolt
beh�nd, had repelled her. But she was more shocked by the
repuls�on �tself than by the cause of �t. It po�nted out to her how near
she had drawn to h�m, and once accepted, �t paved the way for
greater �nt�macy. P�ty, too, was aroused, and �nnocent, �deal�st�c
thoughts of reform. She would save th�s raw young man who had
come so far. She would save h�m from the curse of h�s early
env�ronment, and she would save h�m from h�mself �n sp�te of
h�mself. And all th�s affected her as a very noble state of
consc�ousness; nor d�d she dream that beh�nd �t and underly�ng �t
were the jealousy and des�re of love.

They rode on the�r wheels much �n the del�ghtful fall weather, and
out �n the h�lls they read poetry aloud, now one and now the other,
noble, upl�ft�ng poetry that turned one’s thoughts to h�gher th�ngs.
Renunc�at�on, sacr�f�ce, pat�ence, �ndustry, and h�gh endeavor were



the pr�nc�ples she thus �nd�rectly preached—such abstract�ons be�ng
object�f�ed �n her m�nd by her father, and Mr. Butler, and by Andrew
Carneg�e, who, from a poor �mm�grant boy had ar�sen to be the
book-g�ver of the world. All of wh�ch was apprec�ated and enjoyed by
Mart�n. He followed her mental processes more clearly now, and her
soul was no longer the sealed wonder �t had been. He was on terms
of �ntellectual equal�ty w�th her. But the po�nts of d�sagreement d�d
not affect h�s love. H�s love was more ardent than ever, for he loved
her for what she was, and even her phys�cal fra�lty was an added
charm �n h�s eyes. He read of s�ckly El�zabeth Barrett, who for years
had not placed her feet upon the ground, unt�l that day of flame when
she eloped w�th Brown�ng and stood upr�ght, upon the earth, under
the open sky; and what Brown�ng had done for her, Mart�n dec�ded
he could do for Ruth. But f�rst, she must love h�m. The rest would be
easy. He would g�ve her strength and health. And he caught
gl�mpses of the�r l�fe, �n the years to come, where�n, aga�nst a
background of work and comfort and general well-be�ng, he saw
h�mself and Ruth read�ng and d�scuss�ng poetry, she propped am�d a
mult�tude of cush�ons on the ground wh�le she read aloud to h�m.
Th�s was the key to the l�fe they would l�ve. And always he saw that
part�cular p�cture. Somet�mes �t was she who leaned aga�nst h�m
wh�le he read, one arm about her, her head upon h�s shoulder.
Somet�mes they pored together over the pr�nted pages of beauty.
Then, too, she loved nature, and w�th generous �mag�nat�on he
changed the scene of the�r read�ng—somet�mes they read �n closed-
�n valleys w�th prec�p�tous walls, or �n h�gh mounta�n meadows, and,
aga�n, down by the gray sand-dunes w�th a wreath of b�llows at the�r
feet, or afar on some volcan�c trop�c �sle where waterfalls descended
and became m�st, reach�ng the sea �n vapor ve�ls that swayed and
sh�vered to every vagrant w�sp of w�nd. But always, �n the
foreground, lords of beauty and eternally read�ng and shar�ng, lay he
and Ruth, and always �n the background that was beyond the
background of nature, d�m and hazy, were work and success and
money earned that made them free of the world and all �ts treasures.

“I should recommend my l�ttle g�rl to be careful,” her mother
warned her one day.

“I know what you mean. But �t �s �mposs�ble. He �s not—”



Ruth was blush�ng, but �t was the blush of ma�denhood called
upon for the f�rst t�me to d�scuss the sacred th�ngs of l�fe w�th a
mother held equally sacred.

“Your k�nd.” Her mother f�n�shed the sentence for her.
Ruth nodded.
“I d�d not want to say �t, but he �s not. He �s rough, brutal, strong—

too strong. He has not—”
She hes�tated and could not go on. It was a new exper�ence,

talk�ng over such matters w�th her mother. And aga�n her mother
completed her thought for her.

“He has not l�ved a clean l�fe, �s what you wanted to say.”
Aga�n Ruth nodded, and aga�n a blush mantled her face.
“It �s just that,” she sa�d. “It has not been h�s fault, but he has

played much w�th—”
“W�th p�tch?”
“Yes, w�th p�tch. And he fr�ghtens me. Somet�mes I am pos�t�vely �n

terror of h�m, when he talks �n that free and easy way of the th�ngs
he has done—as �f they d�d not matter. They do matter, don’t they?”

They sat w�th the�r arms tw�ned around each other, and �n the
pause her mother patted her hand and wa�ted for her to go on.

“But I am �nterested �n h�m dreadfully,” she cont�nued. “In a way he
�s my protégé. Then, too, he �s my f�rst boy fr�end—but not exactly
fr�end; rather protégé and fr�end comb�ned. Somet�mes, too, when he
fr�ghtens me, �t seems that he �s a bulldog I have taken for a
playth�ng, l�ke some of the ‘frat’ g�rls, and he �s tugg�ng hard, and
show�ng h�s teeth, and threaten�ng to break loose.”

Aga�n her mother wa�ted.
“He �nterests me, I suppose, l�ke the bulldog. And there �s much

good �n h�m, too; but there �s much �n h�m that I would not l�ke �n—�n
the other way. You see, I have been th�nk�ng. He swears, he smokes,
he dr�nks, he has fought w�th h�s f�sts (he has told me so, and he
l�kes �t; he says so). He �s all that a man should not be—a man I
would want for my—” her vo�ce sank very low—“husband. Then he �s
too strong. My pr�nce must be tall, and slender, and dark—a



graceful, bew�tch�ng pr�nce. No, there �s no danger of my fall�ng �n
love w�th Mart�n Eden. It would be the worst fate that could befall
me.”

“But �t �s not that that I spoke about,” her mother equ�vocated.
“Have you thought about h�m? He �s so �nel�g�ble �n every way, you
know, and suppose he should come to love you?”

“But he does—already,” she cr�ed.
“It was to be expected,” Mrs. Morse sa�d gently. “How could �t be

otherw�se w�th any one who knew you?”
“Olney hates me!” she excla�med pass�onately. “And I hate Olney. I

feel always l�ke a cat when he �s around. I feel that I must be nasty to
h�m, and even when I don’t happen to feel that way, why, he’s nasty
to me, anyway. But I am happy w�th Mart�n Eden. No one ever loved
me before—no man, I mean, �n that way. And �t �s sweet to be loved
—that way. You know what I mean, mother dear. It �s sweet to feel
that you are really and truly a woman.” She bur�ed her face �n her
mother’s lap, sobb�ng. “You th�nk I am dreadful, I know, but I am
honest, and I tell you just how I feel.”

Mrs. Morse was strangely sad and happy. Her ch�ld-daughter, who
was a bachelor of arts, was gone; but �n her place was a woman-
daughter. The exper�ment had succeeded. The strange vo�d �n
Ruth’s nature had been f�lled, and f�lled w�thout danger or penalty.
Th�s rough sa�lor-fellow had been the �nstrument, and, though Ruth
d�d not love h�m, he had made her consc�ous of her womanhood.

“H�s hand trembles,” Ruth was confess�ng, her face, for shame’s
sake, st�ll bur�ed. “It �s most amus�ng and r�d�culous, but I feel sorry
for h�m, too. And when h�s hands are too trembly, and h�s eyes too
sh�ny, why, I lecture h�m about h�s l�fe and the wrong way he �s go�ng
about �t to mend �t. But he worsh�ps me, I know. H�s eyes and h�s
hands do not l�e. And �t makes me feel grown-up, the thought of �t,
the very thought of �t; and I feel that I am possessed of someth�ng
that �s by r�ghts my own—that makes me l�ke the other g�rls—and—
and young women. And, then, too, I knew that I was not l�ke them
before, and I knew that �t worr�ed you. You thought you d�d not let me
know that dear worry of yours, but I d�d, and I wanted to—‘to make
good,’ as Mart�n Eden says.”



It was a holy hour for mother and daughter, and the�r eyes were
wet as they talked on �n the tw�l�ght, Ruth all wh�te �nnocence and
frankness, her mother sympathet�c, recept�ve, yet calmly expla�n�ng
and gu�d�ng.

“He �s four years younger than you,” she sa�d. “He has no place �n
the world. He has ne�ther pos�t�on nor salary. He �s �mpract�cal.
Lov�ng you, he should, �n the name of common sense, be do�ng
someth�ng that would g�ve h�m the r�ght to marry, �nstead of palter�ng
around w�th those stor�es of h�s and w�th ch�ld�sh dreams. Mart�n
Eden, I am afra�d, w�ll never grow up. He does not take to
respons�b�l�ty and a man’s work �n the world l�ke your father d�d, or
l�ke all our fr�ends, Mr. Butler for one. Mart�n Eden, I am afra�d, w�ll
never be a money-earner. And th�s world �s so ordered that money �s
necessary to happ�ness—oh, no, not these swollen fortunes, but
enough of money to perm�t of common comfort and decency. He—
he has never spoken?”

“He has not breathed a word. He has not attempted to; but �f he
d�d, I would not let h�m, because, you see, I do not love h�m.”

“I am glad of that. I should not care to see my daughter, my one
daughter, who �s so clean and pure, love a man l�ke h�m. There are
noble men �n the world who are clean and true and manly. Wa�t for
them. You w�ll f�nd one some day, and you w�ll love h�m and be loved
by h�m, and you w�ll be happy w�th h�m as your father and I have
been happy w�th each other. And there �s one th�ng you must always
carry �n m�nd—”

“Yes, mother.”
Mrs. Morse’s vo�ce was low and sweet as she sa�d, “And that �s

the ch�ldren.”
“I—have thought about them,” Ruth confessed, remember�ng the

wanton thoughts that had vexed her �n the past, her face aga�n red
w�th ma�den shame that she should be tell�ng such th�ngs.

“And �t �s that, the ch�ldren, that makes Mr. Eden �mposs�ble,” Mrs.
Morse went on �nc�s�vely. “The�r her�tage must be clean, and he �s, I
am afra�d, not clean. Your father has told me of sa�lors’ l�ves, and—
and you understand.”



Ruth pressed her mother’s hand �n assent, feel�ng that she really
d�d understand, though her concept�on was of someth�ng vague,
remote, and terr�ble that was beyond the scope of �mag�nat�on.

“You know I do noth�ng w�thout tell�ng you,” she began. “—Only,
somet�mes you must ask me, l�ke th�s t�me. I wanted to tell you, but I
d�d not know how. It �s false modesty, I know �t �s that, but you can
make �t easy for me. Somet�mes, l�ke th�s t�me, you must ask me,
you must g�ve me a chance.”

“Why, mother, you are a woman, too!” she cr�ed exultantly, as they
stood up, catch�ng her mother’s hands and stand�ng erect, fac�ng her
�n the tw�l�ght, consc�ous of a strangely sweet equal�ty between them.
“I should never have thought of you �n that way �f we had not had th�s
talk. I had to learn that I was a woman to know that you were one,
too.”

“We are women together,” her mother sa�d, draw�ng her to her and
k�ss�ng her. “We are women together,” she repeated, as they went
out of the room, the�r arms around each other’s wa�sts, the�r hearts
swell�ng w�th a new sense of compan�onsh�p.

“Our l�ttle g�rl has become a woman,” Mrs. Morse sa�d proudly to
her husband an hour later.

“That means,” he sa�d, after a long look at h�s w�fe, “that means
she �s �n love.”

“No, but that she �s loved,” was the sm�l�ng rejo�nder. “The
exper�ment has succeeded. She �s awakened at last.”

“Then we’ll have to get r�d of h�m.” Mr. Morse spoke br�skly, �n
matter-of-fact, bus�nessl�ke tones.

But h�s w�fe shook her head. “It w�ll not be necessary. Ruth says
he �s go�ng to sea �n a few days. When he comes back, she w�ll not
be here. We w�ll send her to Aunt Clara’s. And, bes�des, a year �n the
East, w�th the change �n cl�mate, people, �deas, and everyth�ng, �s
just the th�ng she needs.”



CHAPTER XX.

The des�re to wr�te was st�rr�ng �n Mart�n once more. Stor�es and
poems were spr�ng�ng �nto spontaneous creat�on �n h�s bra�n, and he
made notes of them aga�nst the future t�me when he would g�ve
them express�on. But he d�d not wr�te. Th�s was h�s l�ttle vacat�on; he
had resolved to devote �t to rest and love, and �n both matters he
prospered. He was soon sp�ll�ng over w�th v�tal�ty, and each day he
saw Ruth, at the moment of meet�ng, she exper�enced the old shock
of h�s strength and health.

“Be careful,” her mother warned her once aga�n. “I am afra�d you
are see�ng too much of Mart�n Eden.”

But Ruth laughed from secur�ty. She was sure of herself, and �n a
few days he would be off to sea. Then, by the t�me he returned, she
would be away on her v�s�t East. There was a mag�c, however, �n the
strength and health of Mart�n. He, too, had been told of her
contemplated Eastern tr�p, and he felt the need for haste. Yet he d�d
not know how to make love to a g�rl l�ke Ruth. Then, too, he was
hand�capped by the possess�on of a great fund of exper�ence w�th
g�rls and women who had been absolutely d�fferent from her. They
had known about love and l�fe and fl�rtat�on, wh�le she knew noth�ng
about such th�ngs. Her prod�g�ous �nnocence appalled h�m, freez�ng
on h�s l�ps all ardors of speech, and conv�nc�ng h�m, �n sp�te of
h�mself, of h�s own unworth�ness. Also he was hand�capped �n
another way. He had h�mself never been �n love before. He had l�ked
women �n that turg�d past of h�s, and been fasc�nated by some of
them, but he had not known what �t was to love them. He had
wh�stled �n a masterful, careless way, and they had come to h�m.
They had been d�vers�ons, �nc�dents, part of the game men play, but
a small part at most. And now, and for the f�rst t�me, he was a



suppl�ant, tender and t�m�d and doubt�ng. He d�d not know the way of
love, nor �ts speech, wh�le he was fr�ghtened at h�s loved one’s clear
�nnocence.

In the course of gett�ng acqua�nted w�th a var�ed world, wh�rl�ng on
through the ever chang�ng phases of �t, he had learned a rule of
conduct wh�ch was to the effect that when one played a strange
game, he should let the other fellow play f�rst. Th�s had stood h�m �n
good stead a thousand t�mes and tra�ned h�m as an observer as well.
He knew how to watch the th�ng that was strange, and to wa�t for a
weakness, for a place of entrance, to d�vulge �tself. It was l�ke
sparr�ng for an open�ng �n f�st-f�ght�ng. And when such an open�ng
came, he knew by long exper�ence to play for �t and to play hard.

So he wa�ted w�th Ruth and watched, des�r�ng to speak h�s love
but not dar�ng. He was afra�d of shock�ng her, and he was not sure of
h�mself. Had he but known �t, he was follow�ng the r�ght course w�th
her. Love came �nto the world before art�culate speech, and �n �ts
own early youth �t had learned ways and means that �t had never
forgotten. It was �n th�s old, pr�m�t�ve way that Mart�n wooed Ruth. He
d�d not know he was do�ng �t at f�rst, though later he d�v�ned �t. The
touch of h�s hand on hers was vastly more potent than any word he
could utter, the �mpact of h�s strength on her �mag�nat�on was more
allur�ng than the pr�nted poems and spoken pass�ons of a thousand
generat�ons of lovers. Whatever h�s tongue could express would
have appealed, �n part, to her judgment; but the touch of hand, the
fleet�ng contact, made �ts way d�rectly to her �nst�nct. Her judgment
was as young as she, but her �nst�ncts were as old as the race and
older. They had been young when love was young, and they were
w�ser than convent�on and op�n�on and all the new-born th�ngs. So
her judgment d�d not act. There was no call upon �t, and she d�d not
real�ze the strength of the appeal Mart�n made from moment to
moment to her love-nature. That he loved her, on the other hand,
was as clear as day, and she consc�ously del�ghted �n behold�ng h�s
love-man�festat�ons—the glow�ng eyes w�th the�r tender l�ghts, the
trembl�ng hands, and the never fa�l�ng swarthy flush that flooded
darkly under h�s sunburn. She even went farther, �n a t�m�d way
�nc�t�ng h�m, but do�ng �t so del�cately that he never suspected, and
do�ng �t half-consc�ously, so that she scarcely suspected herself. She



thr�lled w�th these proofs of her power that procla�med her a woman,
and she took an Eve-l�ke del�ght �n torment�ng h�m and play�ng upon
h�m.

Tongue-t�ed by �nexper�ence and by excess of ardor, woo�ng
unw�tt�ngly and awkwardly, Mart�n cont�nued h�s approach by
contact. The touch of h�s hand was pleasant to her, and someth�ng
del�c�ously more than pleasant. Mart�n d�d not know �t, but he d�d
know that �t was not d�stasteful to her. Not that they touched hands
often, save at meet�ng and part�ng; but that �n handl�ng the b�cycles,
�n strapp�ng on the books of verse they carr�ed �nto the h�lls, and �n
conn�ng the pages of books s�de by s�de, there were opportun�t�es for
hand to stray aga�nst hand. And there were opportun�t�es, too, for her
ha�r to brush h�s cheek, and for shoulder to touch shoulder, as they
leaned together over the beauty of the books. She sm�led to herself
at vagrant �mpulses wh�ch arose from nowhere and suggested that
she rumple h�s ha�r; wh�le he des�red greatly, when they t�red of
read�ng, to rest h�s head �n her lap and dream w�th closed eyes
about the future that was to be the�rs. On Sunday p�cn�cs at
Shellmound Park and Schuetzen Park, �n the past, he had rested h�s
head on many laps, and, usually, he had slept soundly and self�shly
wh�le the g�rls shaded h�s face from the sun and looked down and
loved h�m and wondered at h�s lordly carelessness of the�r love. To
rest h�s head �n a g�rl’s lap had been the eas�est th�ng �n the world
unt�l now, and now he found Ruth’s lap �naccess�ble and �mposs�ble.
Yet �t was r�ght here, �n h�s ret�cence, that the strength of h�s woo�ng
lay. It was because of th�s ret�cence that he never alarmed her.
Herself fast�d�ous and t�m�d, she never awakened to the per�lous
trend of the�r �ntercourse. Subtly and unaware she grew toward h�m
and closer to h�m, wh�le he, sens�ng the grow�ng closeness, longed
to dare but was afra�d.

Once he dared, one afternoon, when he found her �n the darkened
l�v�ng room w�th a bl�nd�ng headache.

“Noth�ng can do �t any good,” she had answered h�s �nqu�r�es. “And
bes�des, I don’t take headache powders. Doctor Hall won’t perm�t
me.”



“I can cure �t, I th�nk, and w�thout drugs,” was Mart�n’s answer. “I
am not sure, of course, but I’d l�ke to try. It’s s�mply massage. I
learned the tr�ck f�rst from the Japanese. They are a race of
masseurs, you know. Then I learned �t all over aga�n w�th var�at�ons
from the Hawa��ans. They call �t lom�-lom�. It can accompl�sh most of
the th�ngs drugs accompl�sh and a few th�ngs that drugs can’t.”

Scarcely had h�s hands touched her head when she s�ghed
deeply.

“That �s so good,” she sa�d.
She spoke once aga�n, half an hour later, when she asked, “Aren’t

you t�red?”
The quest�on was perfunctory, and she knew what the answer

would be. Then she lost herself �n drowsy contemplat�on of the
sooth�ng balm of h�s strength: L�fe poured from the ends of h�s
f�ngers, dr�v�ng the pa�n before �t, or so �t seemed to her, unt�l w�th the
easement of pa�n, she fell asleep and he stole away.

She called h�m up by telephone that even�ng to thank h�m.
“I slept unt�l d�nner,” she sa�d. “You cured me completely, Mr.

Eden, and I don’t know how to thank you.”
He was warm, and bungl�ng of speech, and very happy, as he

repl�ed to her, and there was danc�ng �n h�s m�nd, throughout the
telephone conversat�on, the memory of Brown�ng and of s�ckly
El�zabeth Barrett. What had been done could be done aga�n, and he,
Mart�n Eden, could do �t and would do �t for Ruth Morse. He went
back to h�s room and to the volume of Spencer’s “Soc�ology” ly�ng
open on the bed. But he could not read. Love tormented h�m and
overrode h�s w�ll, so that, desp�te all determ�nat�on, he found h�mself
at the l�ttle �nk-sta�ned table. The sonnet he composed that n�ght was
the f�rst of a love-cycle of f�fty sonnets wh�ch was completed w�th�n
two months. He had the “Love-sonnets from the Portuguese” �n m�nd
as he wrote, and he wrote under the best cond�t�ons for great work,
at a cl�macter�c of l�v�ng, �n the throes of h�s own sweet love-
madness.

The many hours he was not w�th Ruth he devoted to the “Love-
cycle,” to read�ng at home, or to the publ�c read�ng-rooms, where he



got more closely �n touch w�th the magaz�nes of the day and the
nature of the�r pol�cy and content. The hours he spent w�th Ruth
were madden�ng al�ke �n prom�se and �n �nconclus�veness. It was a
week after he cured her headache that a moonl�ght sa�l on Lake
Merr�tt was proposed by Norman and seconded by Arthur and Olney.
Mart�n was the only one capable of handl�ng a boat, and he was
pressed �nto serv�ce. Ruth sat near h�m �n the stern, wh�le the three
young fellows lounged am�dsh�ps, deep �n a wordy wrangle over
“frat” affa�rs.

The moon had not yet r�sen, and Ruth, gaz�ng �nto the starry vault
of the sky and exchang�ng no speech w�th Mart�n, exper�enced a
sudden feel�ng of lonel�ness. She glanced at h�m. A puff of w�nd was
heel�ng the boat over t�ll the deck was awash, and he, one hand on
t�ller and the other on ma�n-sheet, was luff�ng sl�ghtly, at the same
t�me peer�ng ahead to make out the near-ly�ng north shore. He was
unaware of her gaze, and she watched h�m �ntently, speculat�ng
fanc�fully about the strange warp of soul that led h�m, a young man
w�th s�gnal powers, to fr�tter away h�s t�me on the wr�t�ng of stor�es
and poems foredoomed to med�ocr�ty and fa�lure.

Her eyes wandered along the strong throat, d�mly seen �n the
starl�ght, and over the f�rm-po�sed head, and the old des�re to lay her
hands upon h�s neck came back to her. The strength she abhorred
attracted her. Her feel�ng of lonel�ness became more pronounced,
and she felt t�red. Her pos�t�on on the heel�ng boat �rked her, and she
remembered the headache he had cured and the sooth�ng rest that
res�ded �n h�m. He was s�tt�ng bes�de her, qu�te bes�de her, and the
boat seemed to t�lt her toward h�m. Then arose �n her the �mpulse to
lean aga�nst h�m, to rest herself aga�nst h�s strength—a vague, half-
formed �mpulse, wh�ch, even as she cons�dered �t, mastered her and
made her lean toward h�m. Or was �t the heel�ng of the boat? She d�d
not know. She never knew. She knew only that she was lean�ng
aga�nst h�m and that the easement and sooth�ng rest were very
good. Perhaps �t had been the boat’s fault, but she made no effort to
retr�eve �t. She leaned l�ghtly aga�nst h�s shoulder, but she leaned,
and she cont�nued to lean when he sh�fted h�s pos�t�on to make �t
more comfortable for her.



It was a madness, but she refused to cons�der the madness. She
was no longer herself but a woman, w�th a woman’s cl�ng�ng need;
and though she leaned ever so l�ghtly, the need seemed sat�sf�ed.
She was no longer t�red. Mart�n d�d not speak. Had he, the spell
would have been broken. But h�s ret�cence of love prolonged �t. He
was dazed and d�zzy. He could not understand what was happen�ng.
It was too wonderful to be anyth�ng but a del�r�um. He conquered a
mad des�re to let go sheet and t�ller and to clasp her �n h�s arms. H�s
�ntu�t�on told h�m �t was the wrong th�ng to do, and he was glad that
sheet and t�ller kept h�s hands occup�ed and fended off temptat�on.
But he luffed the boat less del�cately, sp�ll�ng the w�nd shamelessly
from the sa�l so as to prolong the tack to the north shore. The shore
would compel h�m to go about, and the contact would be broken. He
sa�led w�th sk�ll, stopp�ng way on the boat w�thout exc�t�ng the not�ce
of the wranglers, and mentally forg�v�ng h�s hardest voyages �n that
they had made th�s marvellous n�ght poss�ble, g�v�ng h�m mastery
over sea and boat and w�nd so that he could sa�l w�th her bes�de
h�m, her dear we�ght aga�nst h�m on h�s shoulder.

When the f�rst l�ght of the r�s�ng moon touched the sa�l, �llum�nat�ng
the boat w�th pearly rad�ance, Ruth moved away from h�m. And,
even as she moved, she felt h�m move away. The �mpulse to avo�d
detect�on was mutual. The ep�sode was tac�tly and secretly �nt�mate.
She sat apart from h�m w�th burn�ng cheeks, wh�le the full force of �t
came home to her. She had been gu�lty of someth�ng she would not
have her brothers see, nor Olney see. Why had she done �t? She
had never done anyth�ng l�ke �t �n her l�fe, and yet she had been
moonl�ght-sa�l�ng w�th young men before. She had never des�red to
do anyth�ng l�ke �t. She was overcome w�th shame and w�th the
mystery of her own burgeon�ng womanhood. She stole a glance at
Mart�n, who was busy putt�ng the boat about on the other tack, and
she could have hated h�m for hav�ng made her do an �mmodest and
shameful th�ng. And he, of all men! Perhaps her mother was r�ght,
and she was see�ng too much of h�m. It would never happen aga�n,
she resolved, and she would see less of h�m �n the future. She
enterta�ned a w�ld �dea of expla�n�ng to h�m the f�rst t�me they were
alone together, of ly�ng to h�m, of ment�on�ng casually the attack of
fa�ntness that had overpowered her just before the moon came up.



Then she remembered how they had drawn mutually away before
the reveal�ng moon, and she knew he would know �t for a l�e.

In the days that sw�ftly followed she was no longer herself but a
strange, puzzl�ng creature, w�lful over judgment and scornful of self-
analys�s, refus�ng to peer �nto the future or to th�nk about herself and
wh�ther she was dr�ft�ng. She was �n a fever of t�ngl�ng mystery,
alternately fr�ghtened and charmed, and �n constant bew�lderment.
She had one �dea f�rmly f�xed, however, wh�ch �nsured her secur�ty.
She would not let Mart�n speak h�s love. As long as she d�d th�s, all
would be well. In a few days he would be off to sea. And even �f he
d�d speak, all would be well. It could not be otherw�se, for she d�d not
love h�m. Of course, �t would be a pa�nful half hour for h�m, and an
embarrass�ng half hour for her, because �t would be her f�rst
proposal. She thr�lled del�c�ously at the thought. She was really a
woman, w�th a man r�pe to ask for her �n marr�age. It was a lure to all
that was fundamental �n her sex. The fabr�c of her l�fe, of all that
const�tuted her, qu�vered and grew tremulous. The thought fluttered
�n her m�nd l�ke a flame-attracted moth. She went so far as to
�mag�ne Mart�n propos�ng, herself putt�ng the words �nto h�s mouth;
and she rehearsed her refusal, temper�ng �t w�th k�ndness and
exhort�ng h�m to true and noble manhood. And espec�ally he must
stop smok�ng c�garettes. She would make a po�nt of that. But no, she
must not let h�m speak at all. She could stop h�m, and she had told
her mother that she would. All flushed and burn�ng, she regretfully
d�sm�ssed the conjured s�tuat�on. Her f�rst proposal would have to be
deferred to a more prop�t�ous t�me and a more el�g�ble su�tor.



CHAPTER XXI.

Came a beaut�ful fall day, warm and langu�d, palp�tant w�th the
hush of the chang�ng season, a Cal�forn�a Ind�an summer day, w�th
hazy sun and wander�ng w�sps of breeze that d�d not st�r the slumber
of the a�r. F�lmy purple m�sts, that were not vapors but fabr�cs woven
of color, h�d �n the recesses of the h�lls. San Franc�sco lay l�ke a blur
of smoke upon her he�ghts. The �nterven�ng bay was a dull sheen of
molten metal, whereon sa�l�ng craft lay mot�onless or dr�fted w�th the
lazy t�de. Far Tamalpa�s, barely seen �n the s�lver haze, bulked
hugely by the Golden Gate, the latter a pale gold pathway under the
wester�ng sun. Beyond, the Pac�f�c, d�m and vast, was ra�s�ng on �ts
sky-l�ne tumbled cloud-masses that swept landward, g�v�ng warn�ng
of the f�rst bluster�ng breath of w�nter.

The erasure of summer was at hand. Yet summer l�ngered, fad�ng
and fa�nt�ng among her h�lls, deepen�ng the purple of her valleys,
sp�nn�ng a shroud of haze from wan�ng powers and sated raptures,
dy�ng w�th the calm content of hav�ng l�ved and l�ved well. And
among the h�lls, on the�r favor�te knoll, Mart�n and Ruth sat s�de by
s�de, the�r heads bent over the same pages, he read�ng aloud from
the love-sonnets of the woman who had loved Brown�ng as �t �s
g�ven to few men to be loved.

But the read�ng langu�shed. The spell of pass�ng beauty all about
them was too strong. The golden year was dy�ng as �t had l�ved, a
beaut�ful and unrepentant voluptuary, and rem�n�scent rapture and
content fre�ghted heav�ly the a�r. It entered �nto them, dreamy and
languorous, weaken�ng the f�bres of resolut�on, suffus�ng the face of
moral�ty, or of judgment, w�th haze and purple m�st. Mart�n felt tender
and melt�ng, and from t�me to t�me warm glows passed over h�m. H�s
head was very near to hers, and when wander�ng phantoms of



breeze st�rred her ha�r so that �t touched h�s face, the pr�nted pages
swam before h�s eyes.

“I don’t bel�eve you know a word of what you are read�ng,” she
sa�d once when he had lost h�s place.

He looked at her w�th burn�ng eyes, and was on the verge of
becom�ng awkward, when a retort came to h�s l�ps.

“I don’t bel�eve you know e�ther. What was the last sonnet about?”
“I don’t know,” she laughed frankly. “I’ve already forgotten. Don’t

let us read any more. The day �s too beaut�ful.”
“It w�ll be our last �n the h�lls for some t�me,” he announced gravely.

“There’s a storm gather�ng out there on the sea-r�m.”
The book sl�pped from h�s hands to the ground, and they sat �dly

and s�lently, gaz�ng out over the dreamy bay w�th eyes that dreamed
and d�d not see. Ruth glanced s�dew�se at h�s neck. She d�d not lean
toward h�m. She was drawn by some force outs�de of herself and
stronger than grav�tat�on, strong as dest�ny. It was only an �nch to
lean, and �t was accompl�shed w�thout vol�t�on on her part. Her
shoulder touched h�s as l�ghtly as a butterfly touches a flower, and
just as l�ghtly was the counter-pressure. She felt h�s shoulder press
hers, and a tremor run through h�m. Then was the t�me for her to
draw back. But she had become an automaton. Her act�ons had
passed beyond the control of her w�ll—she never thought of control
or w�ll �n the del�c�ous madness that was upon her. H�s arm began to
steal beh�nd her and around her. She wa�ted �ts slow progress �n a
torment of del�ght. She wa�ted, she knew not for what, pant�ng, w�th
dry, burn�ng l�ps, a leap�ng pulse, and a fever of expectancy �n all her
blood. The g�rdl�ng arm l�fted h�gher and drew her toward h�m, drew
her slowly and caress�ngly. She could wa�t no longer. W�th a t�red
s�gh, and w�th an �mpuls�ve movement all her own, unpremed�tated,
spasmod�c, she rested her head upon h�s breast. H�s head bent over
sw�ftly, and, as h�s l�ps approached, hers flew to meet them.

Th�s must be love, she thought, �n the one rat�onal moment that
was vouchsafed her. If �t was not love, �t was too shameful. It could
be noth�ng else than love. She loved the man whose arms were
around her and whose l�ps were pressed to hers. She pressed more
t�ghtly to h�m, w�th a snuggl�ng movement of her body. And a



moment later, tear�ng herself half out of h�s embrace, suddenly and
exultantly she reached up and placed both hands upon Mart�n
Eden’s sunburnt neck. So exqu�s�te was the pang of love and des�re
fulf�lled that she uttered a low moan, relaxed her hands, and lay half-
swoon�ng �n h�s arms.

Not a word had been spoken, and not a word was spoken for a
long t�me. Tw�ce he bent and k�ssed her, and each t�me her l�ps met
h�s shyly and her body made �ts happy, nestl�ng movement. She
clung to h�m, unable to release herself, and he sat, half support�ng
her �n h�s arms, as he gazed w�th unsee�ng eyes at the blur of the
great c�ty across the bay. For once there were no v�s�ons �n h�s bra�n.
Only colors and l�ghts and glows pulsed there, warm as the day and
warm as h�s love. He bent over her. She was speak�ng.

“When d�d you love me?” she wh�spered.
“From the f�rst, the very f�rst, the f�rst moment I la�d eye on you. I

was mad for love of you then, and �n all the t�me that has passed
s�nce then I have only grown the madder. I am maddest, now, dear. I
am almost a lunat�c, my head �s so turned w�th joy.”

“I am glad I am a woman, Mart�n—dear,” she sa�d, after a long
s�gh.

He crushed her �n h�s arms aga�n and aga�n, and then asked:-
“And you? When d�d you f�rst know?”
“Oh, I knew �t all the t�me, almost, from the f�rst.”
“And I have been as bl�nd as a bat!” he cr�ed, a r�ng of vexat�on �n

h�s vo�ce. “I never dreamed �t unt�l just how, when I—when I k�ssed
you.”

“I d�dn’t mean that.” She drew herself partly away and looked at
h�m. “I meant I knew you loved almost from the f�rst.”

“And you?” he demanded.
“It came to me suddenly.” She was speak�ng very slowly, her eyes

warm and fluttery and melt�ng, a soft flush on her cheeks that d�d not
go away. “I never knew unt�l just now when—you put your arms
around me. And I never expected to marry you, Mart�n, not unt�l just
now. How d�d you make me love you?”



“I don’t know,” he laughed, “unless just by lov�ng you, for I loved
you hard enough to melt the heart of a stone, much less the heart of
the l�v�ng, breath�ng woman you are.”

“Th�s �s so d�fferent from what I thought love would be,” she
announced �rrelevantly.

“What d�d you th�nk �t would be l�ke?”
“I d�dn’t th�nk �t would be l�ke th�s.” She was look�ng �nto h�s eyes at

the moment, but her own dropped as she cont�nued, “You see, I
d�dn’t know what th�s was l�ke.”

He offered to draw her toward h�m aga�n, but �t was no more than
a tentat�ve muscular movement of the g�rdl�ng arm, for he feared that
he m�ght be greedy. Then he felt her body y�eld�ng, and once aga�n
she was close �n h�s arms and l�ps were pressed on l�ps.

“What w�ll my people say?” she quer�ed, w�th sudden
apprehens�on, �n one of the pauses.

“I don’t know. We can f�nd out very eas�ly any t�me we are so
m�nded.”

“But �f mamma objects? I am sure I am afra�d to tell her.”
“Let me tell her,” he volunteered val�antly. “I th�nk your mother

does not l�ke me, but I can w�n her around. A fellow who can w�n you
can w�n anyth�ng. And �f we don’t—”

“Yes?”
“Why, we’ll have each other. But there’s no danger not w�nn�ng

your mother to our marr�age. She loves you too well.”
“I should not l�ke to break her heart,” Ruth sa�d pens�vely.
He felt l�ke assur�ng her that mothers’ hearts were not so eas�ly

broken, but �nstead he sa�d, “And love �s the greatest th�ng �n the
world.”

“Do you know, Mart�n, you somet�mes fr�ghten me. I am fr�ghtened
now, when I th�nk of you and of what you have been. You must be
very, very good to me. Remember, after all, that I am only a ch�ld. I
never loved before.”

“Nor I. We are both ch�ldren together. And we are fortunate above
most, for we have found our f�rst love �n each other.”



“But that �s �mposs�ble!” she cr�ed, w�thdraw�ng herself from h�s
arms w�th a sw�ft, pass�onate movement. “Imposs�ble for you. You
have been a sa�lor, and sa�lors, I have heard, are—are—”

Her vo�ce faltered and d�ed away.
“Are add�cted to hav�ng a w�fe �n every port?” he suggested. “Is

that what you mean?”
“Yes,” she answered �n a low vo�ce.
“But that �s not love.” He spoke author�tat�vely. “I have been �n

many ports, but I never knew a pass�ng touch of love unt�l I saw you
that f�rst n�ght. Do you know, when I sa�d good n�ght and went away,
I was almost arrested.”

“Arrested?”
“Yes. The pol�ceman thought I was drunk; and I was, too—w�th

love for you.”
“But you sa�d we were ch�ldren, and I sa�d �t was �mposs�ble, for

you, and we have strayed away from the po�nt.”
“I sa�d that I never loved anybody but you,” he repl�ed. “You are my

f�rst, my very f�rst.”
“And yet you have been a sa�lor,” she objected.
“But that doesn’t prevent me from lov�ng you the f�rst.”
“And there have been women—other women—oh!”
And to Mart�n Eden’s supreme surpr�se, she burst �nto a storm of

tears that took more k�sses than one and many caresses to dr�ve
away. And all the wh�le there was runn�ng through h�s head K�pl�ng’s
l�ne: “And the Colonel’s lady and Judy O’Grady are s�sters under
the�r sk�ns.” It was true, he dec�ded; though the novels he had read
had led h�m to bel�eve otherw�se. H�s �dea, for wh�ch the novels were
respons�ble, had been that only formal proposals obta�ned �n the
upper classes. It was all r�ght enough, down whence he had come,
for youths and ma�dens to w�n each other by contact; but for the
exalted personages up above on the he�ghts to make love �n s�m�lar
fash�on had seemed unth�nkable. Yet the novels were wrong. Here
was a proof of �t. The same pressures and caresses,
unaccompan�ed by speech, that were eff�cac�ous w�th the g�rls of the



work�ng-class, were equally eff�cac�ous w�th the g�rls above the
work�ng-class. They were all of the same flesh, after all, s�sters
under the�r sk�ns; and he m�ght have known as much h�mself had he
remembered h�s Spencer. As he held Ruth �n h�s arms and soothed
her, he took great consolat�on �n the thought that the Colonel’s lady
and Judy O’Grady were pretty much al�ke under the�r sk�ns. It
brought Ruth closer to h�m, made her poss�ble. Her dear flesh was
as anybody’s flesh, as h�s flesh. There was no bar to the�r marr�age.
Class d�fference was the only d�fference, and class was extr�ns�c. It
could be shaken off. A slave, he had read, had r�sen to the Roman
purple. That be�ng so, then he could r�se to Ruth. Under her pur�ty,
and sa�ntl�ness, and culture, and ethereal beauty of soul, she was, �n
th�ngs fundamentally human, just l�ke L�zz�e Connolly and all L�zz�e
Connollys. All that was poss�ble of them was poss�ble of her. She
could love, and hate, maybe have hyster�cs; and she could certa�nly
be jealous, as she was jealous now, utter�ng her last sobs �n h�s
arms.

“Bes�des, I am older than you,” she remarked suddenly, open�ng
her eyes and look�ng up at h�m, “three years older.”

“Hush, you are only a ch�ld, and I am forty years older than you, �n
exper�ence,” was h�s answer.

In truth, they were ch�ldren together, so far as love was concerned,
and they were as na�ve and �mmature �n the express�on of the�r love
as a pa�r of ch�ldren, and th�s desp�te the fact that she was crammed
w�th a un�vers�ty educat�on and that h�s head was full of sc�ent�f�c
ph�losophy and the hard facts of l�fe.

They sat on through the pass�ng glory of the day, talk�ng as lovers
are prone to talk, marvell�ng at the wonder of love and at dest�ny that
had flung them so strangely together, and dogmat�cally bel�ev�ng that
they loved to a degree never atta�ned by lovers before. And they
returned �ns�stently, aga�n and aga�n, to a rehearsal of the�r f�rst
�mpress�ons of each other and to hopeless attempts to analyze just
prec�sely what they felt for each other and how much there was of �t.

The cloud-masses on the western hor�zon rece�ved the
descend�ng sun, and the c�rcle of the sky turned to rose, wh�le the
zen�th glowed w�th the same warm color. The rosy l�ght was all about



them, flood�ng over them, as she sang, “Good-by, Sweet Day.” She
sang softly, lean�ng �n the cradle of h�s arm, her hands �n h�s, the�r
hearts �n each other’s hands.



CHAPTER XXII.

Mrs. Morse d�d not requ�re a mother’s �ntu�t�on to read the
advert�sement �n Ruth’s face when she returned home. The flush
that would not leave the cheeks told the s�mple story, and more
eloquently d�d the eyes, large and br�ght, reflect�ng an unm�stakable
�nward glory.

“What has happened?” Mrs. Morse asked, hav�ng b�ded her t�me
t�ll Ruth had gone to bed.

“You know?” Ruth quer�ed, w�th trembl�ng l�ps.
For reply, her mother’s arm went around her, and a hand was

softly caress�ng her ha�r.
“He d�d not speak,” she blurted out. “I d�d not �ntend that �t should

happen, and I would never have let h�m speak—only he d�dn’t
speak.”

“But �f he d�d not speak, then noth�ng could have happened, could
�t?”

“But �t d�d, just the same.”
“In the name of goodness, ch�ld, what are you babbl�ng about?”

Mrs. Morse was bew�ldered. “I don’t th�nk I know what happened,
after all. What d�d happen?”

Ruth looked at her mother �n surpr�se.
“I thought you knew. Why, we’re engaged, Mart�n and I.”
Mrs. Morse laughed w�th �ncredulous vexat�on.
“No, he d�dn’t speak,” Ruth expla�ned. “He just loved me, that was

all. I was as surpr�sed as you are. He d�dn’t say a word. He just put
h�s arm around me. And—and I was not myself. And he k�ssed me,



and I k�ssed h�m. I couldn’t help �t. I just had to. And then I knew I
loved h�m.”

She paused, wa�t�ng w�th expectancy the bened�ct�on of her
mother’s k�ss, but Mrs. Morse was coldly s�lent.

“It �s a dreadful acc�dent, I know,” Ruth recommenced w�th a
s�nk�ng vo�ce. “And I don’t know how you w�ll ever forg�ve me. But I
couldn’t help �t. I d�d not dream that I loved h�m unt�l that moment.
And you must tell father for me.”

“Would �t not be better not to tell your father? Let me see Mart�n
Eden, and talk w�th h�m, and expla�n. He w�ll understand and release
you.”

“No! no!” Ruth cr�ed, start�ng up. “I do not want to be released. I
love h�m, and love �s very sweet. I am go�ng to marry h�m—of
course, �f you w�ll let me.”

“We have other plans for you, Ruth, dear, your father and I—oh,
no, no; no man p�cked out for you, or anyth�ng l�ke that. Our plans go
no farther than your marry�ng some man �n your own stat�on �n l�fe, a
good and honorable gentleman, whom you w�ll select yourself, when
you love h�m.”

“But I love Mart�n already,” was the pla�nt�ve protest.
“We would not �nfluence your cho�ce �n any way; but you are our

daughter, and we could not bear to see you make a marr�age such
as th�s. He has noth�ng but roughness and coarseness to offer you �n
exchange for all that �s ref�ned and del�cate �n you. He �s no match
for you �n any way. He could not support you. We have no fool�sh
�deas about wealth, but comfort �s another matter, and our daughter
should at least marry a man who can g�ve her that—and not a
penn�less adventurer, a sa�lor, a cowboy, a smuggler, and Heaven
knows what else, who, �n add�t�on to everyth�ng, �s hare-bra�ned and
�rrespons�ble.”

Ruth was s�lent. Every word she recogn�zed as true.
“He wastes h�s t�me over h�s wr�t�ng, try�ng to accompl�sh what

gen�uses and rare men w�th college educat�ons somet�mes
accompl�sh. A man th�nk�ng of marr�age should be prepar�ng for
marr�age. But not he. As I have sa�d, and I know you agree w�th me,



he �s �rrespons�ble. And why should he not be? It �s the way of
sa�lors. He has never learned to be econom�cal or temperate. The
spendthr�ft years have marked h�m. It �s not h�s fault, of course, but
that does not alter h�s nature. And have you thought of the years of
l�cent�ousness he �nev�tably has l�ved? Have you thought of that,
daughter? You know what marr�age means.”

Ruth shuddered and clung close to her mother.
“I have thought.” Ruth wa�ted a long t�me for the thought to frame

�tself. “And �t �s terr�ble. It s�ckens me to th�nk of �t. I told you �t was a
dreadful acc�dent, my lov�ng h�m; but I can’t help myself. Could you
help lov�ng father? Then �t �s the same w�th me. There �s someth�ng
�n me, �n h�m—I never knew �t was there unt�l to-day—but �t �s there,
and �t makes me love h�m. I never thought to love h�m, but, you see, I
do,” she concluded, a certa�n fa�nt tr�umph �n her vo�ce.

They talked long, and to l�ttle purpose, �n conclus�on agree�ng to
wa�t an �ndeterm�nate t�me w�thout do�ng anyth�ng.

The same conclus�on was reached, a l�ttle later that n�ght, between
Mrs. Morse and her husband, after she had made due confess�on of
the m�scarr�age of her plans.

“It could hardly have come otherw�se,” was Mr. Morse’s judgment.
“Th�s sa�lor-fellow has been the only man she was �n touch w�th.
Sooner or later she was go�ng to awaken anyway; and she d�d
awaken, and lo! here was th�s sa�lor-fellow, the only access�ble man
at the moment, and of course she promptly loved h�m, or thought she
d�d, wh�ch amounts to the same th�ng.”

Mrs. Morse took �t upon herself to work slowly and �nd�rectly upon
Ruth, rather than to combat her. There would be plenty of t�me for
th�s, for Mart�n was not �n pos�t�on to marry.

“Let her see all she wants of h�m,” was Mr. Morse’s adv�ce. “The
more she knows h�m, the less she’ll love h�m, I wager. And g�ve her
plenty of contrast. Make a po�nt of hav�ng young people at the
house. Young women and young men, all sorts of young men, clever
men, men who have done someth�ng or who are do�ng th�ngs, men
of her own class, gentlemen. She can gauge h�m by them. They w�ll
show h�m up for what he �s. And after all, he �s a mere boy of twenty-



one. Ruth �s no more than a ch�ld. It �s calf love w�th the pa�r of them,
and they w�ll grow out of �t.”

So the matter rested. W�th�n the fam�ly �t was accepted that Ruth
and Mart�n were engaged, but no announcement was made. The
fam�ly d�d not th�nk �t would ever be necessary. Also, �t was tac�tly
understood that �t was to be a long engagement. They d�d not ask
Mart�n to go to work, nor to cease wr�t�ng. They d�d not �ntend to
encourage h�m to mend h�mself. And he a�ded and abetted them �n
the�r unfr�endly des�gns, for go�ng to work was farthest from h�s
thoughts.

“I wonder �f you’ll l�ke what I have done!” he sa�d to Ruth several
days later. “I’ve dec�ded that board�ng w�th my s�ster �s too
expens�ve, and I am go�ng to board myself. I’ve rented a l�ttle room
out �n North Oakland, ret�red ne�ghborhood and all the rest, you
know, and I’ve bought an o�l-burner on wh�ch to cook.”

Ruth was overjoyed. The o�l-burner espec�ally pleased her.
“That was the way Mr. Butler began h�s start,” she sa�d.
Mart�n frowned �nwardly at the c�tat�on of that worthy gentleman,

and went on: “I put stamps on all my manuscr�pts and started them
off to the ed�tors aga�n. Then to-day I moved �n, and to-morrow I start
to work.”

“A pos�t�on!” she cr�ed, betray�ng the gladness of her surpr�se �n all
her body, nestl�ng closer to h�m, press�ng h�s hand, sm�l�ng. “And you
never told me! What �s �t?”

He shook h�s head.
“I meant that I was go�ng to work at my wr�t�ng.” Her face fell, and

he went on hast�ly. “Don’t m�sjudge me. I am not go�ng �n th�s t�me
w�th any �r�descent �deas. It �s to be a cold, prosa�c, matter-of-fact
bus�ness propos�t�on. It �s better than go�ng to sea aga�n, and I shall
earn more money than any pos�t�on �n Oakland can br�ng an
unsk�lled man.”

“You see, th�s vacat�on I have taken has g�ven me perspect�ve. I
haven’t been work�ng the l�fe out of my body, and I haven’t been
wr�t�ng, at least not for publ�cat�on. All I’ve done has been to love you
and to th�nk. I’ve read some, too, but �t has been part of my th�nk�ng,



and I have read pr�nc�pally magaz�nes. I have general�zed about
myself, and the world, my place �n �t, and my chance to w�n to a
place that w�ll be f�t for you. Also, I’ve been read�ng Spencer’s
‘Ph�losophy of Style,’ and found out a lot of what was the matter w�th
me—or my wr�t�ng, rather; and for that matter w�th most of the wr�t�ng
that �s publ�shed every month �n the magaz�nes.”

“But the upshot of �t all—of my th�nk�ng and read�ng and lov�ng—�s
that I am go�ng to move to Grub Street. I shall leave masterp�eces
alone and do hack-work—jokes, paragraphs, feature art�cles,
humorous verse, and soc�ety verse—all the rot for wh�ch there
seems so much demand. Then there are the newspaper synd�cates,
and the newspaper short-story synd�cates, and the synd�cates for the
Sunday supplements. I can go ahead and hammer out the stuff they
want, and earn the equ�valent of a good salary by �t. There are free-
lances, you know, who earn as much as four or f�ve hundred a
month. I don’t care to become as they; but I’ll earn a good l�v�ng, and
have plenty of t�me to myself, wh�ch I wouldn’t have �n any pos�t�on.”

“Then, I’ll have my spare t�me for study and for real work. In
between the gr�nd I’ll try my hand at masterp�eces, and I’ll study and
prepare myself for the wr�t�ng of masterp�eces. Why, I am amazed at
the d�stance I have come already. When I f�rst tr�ed to wr�te, I had
noth�ng to wr�te about except a few paltry exper�ences wh�ch I
ne�ther understood nor apprec�ated. But I had no thoughts. I really
d�dn’t. I d�dn’t even have the words w�th wh�ch to th�nk. My
exper�ences were so many mean�ngless p�ctures. But as I began to
add to my knowledge, and to my vocabulary, I saw someth�ng more
�n my exper�ences than mere p�ctures. I reta�ned the p�ctures and I
found the�r �nterpretat�on. That was when I began to do good work,
when I wrote ‘Adventure,’ ‘Joy,’ ‘The Pot,’ ‘The W�ne of L�fe,’ ‘The
Jostl�ng Street,’ the ‘Love-cycle,’ and the ‘Sea Lyr�cs.’ I shall wr�te
more l�ke them, and better; but I shall do �t �n my spare t�me. My feet
are on the sol�d earth, now. Hack-work and �ncome f�rst,
masterp�eces afterward. Just to show you, I wrote half a dozen jokes
last n�ght for the com�c weekl�es; and just as I was go�ng to bed, the
thought struck me to try my hand at a tr�olet—a humorous one; and
�ns�de an hour I had wr�tten four. They ought to be worth a dollar



ap�ece. Four dollars r�ght there for a few afterthoughts on the way to
bed.”

“Of course �t’s all valueless, just so much dull and sord�d plodd�ng;
but �t �s no more dull and sord�d than keep�ng books at s�xty dollars a
month, add�ng up endless columns of mean�ngless f�gures unt�l one
d�es. And furthermore, the hack-work keeps me �n touch w�th th�ngs
l�terary and g�ves me t�me to try b�gger th�ngs.”

“But what good are these b�gger th�ngs, these masterp�eces?”
Ruth demanded. “You can’t sell them.”

“Oh, yes, I can,” he began; but she �nterrupted.
“All those you named, and wh�ch you say yourself are good—you

have not sold any of them. We can’t get marr�ed on masterp�eces
that won’t sell.”

“Then we’ll get marr�ed on tr�olets that w�ll sell,” he asserted
stoutly, putt�ng h�s arm around her and draw�ng a very unrespons�ve
sweetheart toward h�m.

“L�sten to th�s,” he went on �n attempted gayety. “It’s not art, but �t’s
a dollar.

“He came �n
    When I was out,
To borrow some t�n
Was why he came �n,
    And he went w�thout;
So I was �n
    And he was out.”

The merry l�lt w�th wh�ch he had �nvested the j�ngle was at var�ance
w�th the deject�on that came �nto h�s face as he f�n�shed. He had
drawn no sm�le from Ruth. She was look�ng at h�m �n an earnest and
troubled way.

“It may be a dollar,” she sa�d, “but �t �s a jester’s dollar, the fee of a
clown. Don’t you see, Mart�n, the whole th�ng �s lower�ng. I want the
man I love and honor to be someth�ng f�ner and h�gher than a
perpetrator of jokes and doggerel.”

“You want h�m to be l�ke—say Mr. Butler?” he suggested.
“I know you don’t l�ke Mr. Butler,” she began.



“Mr. Butler’s all r�ght,” he �nterrupted. “It’s only h�s �nd�gest�on I f�nd
fault w�th. But to save me I can’t see any d�fference between wr�t�ng
jokes or com�c verse and runn�ng a type-wr�ter, tak�ng d�ctat�on, or
keep�ng sets of books. It �s all a means to an end. Your theory �s for
me to beg�n w�th keep�ng books �n order to become a successful
lawyer or man of bus�ness. M�ne �s to beg�n w�th hack-work and
develop �nto an able author.”

“There �s a d�fference,” she �ns�sted.
“What �s �t?”
“Why, your good work, what you yourself call good, you can’t sell.

You have tr�ed, you know that,—but the ed�tors won’t buy �t.”
“G�ve me t�me, dear,” he pleaded. “The hack-work �s only

makesh�ft, and I don’t take �t ser�ously. G�ve me two years. I shall
succeed �n that t�me, and the ed�tors w�ll be glad to buy my good
work. I know what I am say�ng; I have fa�th �n myself. I know what I
have �n me; I know what l�terature �s, now; I know the average rot
that �s poured out by a lot of l�ttle men; and I know that at the end of
two years I shall be on the h�ghroad to success. As for bus�ness, I
shall never succeed at �t. I am not �n sympathy w�th �t. It str�kes me
as dull, and stup�d, and mercenary, and tr�cky. Anyway I am not
adapted for �t. I’d never get beyond a clerksh�p, and how could you
and I be happy on the paltry earn�ngs of a clerk? I want the best of
everyth�ng �n the world for you, and the only t�me when I won’t want �t
w�ll be when there �s someth�ng better. And I’m go�ng to get �t, go�ng
to get all of �t. The �ncome of a successful author makes Mr. Butler
look cheap. A ‘best-seller’ w�ll earn anywhere between f�fty and a
hundred thousand dollars—somet�mes more and somet�mes less;
but, as a rule, pretty close to those f�gures.”

She rema�ned s�lent; her d�sappo�ntment was apparent.
“Well?” he asked.
“I had hoped and planned otherw�se. I had thought, and I st�ll th�nk,

that the best th�ng for you would be to study shorthand—you already
know type-wr�t�ng—and go �nto father’s off�ce. You have a good
m�nd, and I am conf�dent you would succeed as a lawyer.”



CHAPTER XXIII.

That Ruth had l�ttle fa�th �n h�s power as a wr�ter, d�d not alter her
nor d�m�n�sh her �n Mart�n’s eyes. In the breath�ng spell of the
vacat�on he had taken, he had spent many hours �n self-analys�s,
and thereby learned much of h�mself. He had d�scovered that he
loved beauty more than fame, and that what des�re he had for fame
was largely for Ruth’s sake. It was for th�s reason that h�s des�re for
fame was strong. He wanted to be great �n the world’s eyes; “to
make good,” as he expressed �t, �n order that the woman he loved
should be proud of h�m and deem h�m worthy.

As for h�mself, he loved beauty pass�onately, and the joy of serv�ng
her was to h�m suff�c�ent wage. And more than beauty he loved Ruth.
He cons�dered love the f�nest th�ng �n the world. It was love that had
worked the revolut�on �n h�m, chang�ng h�m from an uncouth sa�lor to
a student and an art�st; therefore, to h�m, the f�nest and greatest of
the three, greater than learn�ng and art�stry, was love. Already he
had d�scovered that h�s bra�n went beyond Ruth’s, just as �t went
beyond the bra�ns of her brothers, or the bra�n of her father. In sp�te
of every advantage of un�vers�ty tra�n�ng, and �n the face of her
bachelorsh�p of arts, h�s power of �ntellect overshadowed hers, and
h�s year or so of self-study and equ�pment gave h�m a mastery of the
affa�rs of the world and art and l�fe that she could never hope to
possess.

All th�s he real�zed, but �t d�d not affect h�s love for her, nor her love
for h�m. Love was too f�ne and noble, and he was too loyal a lover for
h�m to besm�rch love w�th cr�t�c�sm. What d�d love have to do w�th
Ruth’s d�vergent v�ews on art, r�ght conduct, the French Revolut�on,
or equal suffrage? They were mental processes, but love was
beyond reason; �t was superrat�onal. He could not bel�ttle love. He



worsh�pped �t. Love lay on the mounta�n-tops beyond the valley-land
of reason. It was a subl�mated cond�t�on of ex�stence, the topmost
peak of l�v�ng, and �t came rarely. Thanks to the school of sc�ent�f�c
ph�losophers he favored, he knew the b�olog�cal s�gn�f�cance of love;
but by a ref�ned process of the same sc�ent�f�c reason�ng he reached
the conclus�on that the human organ�sm ach�eved �ts h�ghest
purpose �n love, that love must not be quest�oned, but must be
accepted as the h�ghest guerdon of l�fe. Thus, he cons�dered the
lover blessed over all creatures, and �t was a del�ght to h�m to th�nk
of “God’s own mad lover,” r�s�ng above the th�ngs of earth, above
wealth and judgment, publ�c op�n�on and applause, r�s�ng above l�fe
�tself and “dy�ng on a k�ss.”

Much of th�s Mart�n had already reasoned out, and some of �t he
reasoned out later. In the meant�me he worked, tak�ng no recreat�on
except when he went to see Ruth, and l�v�ng l�ke a Spartan. He pa�d
two dollars and a half a month rent for the small room he got from h�s
Portuguese landlady, Mar�a S�lva, a v�rago and a w�dow, hard
work�ng and harsher tempered, rear�ng her large brood of ch�ldren
somehow, and drown�ng her sorrow and fat�gue at �rregular �ntervals
�n a gallon of the th�n, sour w�ne that she bought from the corner
grocery and saloon for f�fteen cents. From detest�ng her and her foul
tongue at f�rst, Mart�n grew to adm�re her as he observed the brave
f�ght she made. There were but four rooms �n the l�ttle house—three,
when Mart�n’s was subtracted. One of these, the parlor, gay w�th an
�ngra�n carpet and dolorous w�th a funeral card and a death-p�cture
of one of her numerous departed babes, was kept str�ctly for
company. The bl�nds were always down, and her barefooted tr�be
was never perm�tted to enter the sacred prec�nct save on state
occas�ons. She cooked, and all ate, �n the k�tchen, where she
l�kew�se washed, starched, and �roned clothes on all days of the
week except Sunday; for her �ncome came largely from tak�ng �n
wash�ng from her more prosperous ne�ghbors. Rema�ned the
bedroom, small as the one occup�ed by Mart�n, �nto wh�ch she and
her seven l�ttle ones crowded and slept. It was an everlast�ng m�racle
to Mart�n how �t was accompl�shed, and from her s�de of the th�n
part�t�on he heard n�ghtly every deta�l of the go�ng to bed, the squalls
and squabbles, the soft chatter�ng, and the sleepy, tw�tter�ng no�ses



as of b�rds. Another source of �ncome to Mar�a were her cows, two of
them, wh�ch she m�lked n�ght and morn�ng and wh�ch ga�ned a
surrept�t�ous l�vel�hood from vacant lots and the grass that grew on
e�ther s�de the publ�c s�de walks, attended always by one or more of
her ragged boys, whose watchful guard�ansh�p cons�sted ch�efly �n
keep�ng the�r eyes out for the poundmen.

In h�s own small room Mart�n l�ved, slept, stud�ed, wrote, and kept
house. Before the one w�ndow, look�ng out on the t�ny front porch,
was the k�tchen table that served as desk, l�brary, and type-wr�t�ng
stand. The bed, aga�nst the rear wall, occup�ed two-th�rds of the total
space of the room. The table was flanked on one s�de by a gaudy
bureau, manufactured for prof�t and not for serv�ce, the th�n veneer of
wh�ch was shed day by day. Th�s bureau stood �n the corner, and �n
the oppos�te corner, on the table’s other flank, was the k�tchen—the
o�l-stove on a dry-goods box, �ns�de of wh�ch were d�shes and
cook�ng utens�ls, a shelf on the wall for prov�s�ons, and a bucket of
water on the floor. Mart�n had to carry h�s water from the k�tchen
s�nk, there be�ng no tap �n h�s room. On days when there was much
steam to h�s cook�ng, the harvest of veneer from the bureau was
unusually generous. Over the bed, ho�sted by a tackle to the ce�l�ng,
was h�s b�cycle. At f�rst he had tr�ed to keep �t �n the basement; but
the tr�be of S�lva, loosen�ng the bear�ngs and punctur�ng the t�res,
had dr�ven h�m out. Next he attempted the t�ny front porch, unt�l a
howl�ng southeaster drenched the wheel a n�ght-long. Then he had
retreated w�th �t to h�s room and slung �t aloft.

A small closet conta�ned h�s clothes and the books he had
accumulated and for wh�ch there was no room on the table or under
the table. Hand �n hand w�th read�ng, he had developed the hab�t of
mak�ng notes, and so cop�ously d�d he make them that there would
have been no ex�stence for h�m �n the conf�ned quarters had he not
r�gged several clothes-l�nes across the room on wh�ch the notes
were hung. Even so, he was crowded unt�l nav�gat�ng the room was
a d�ff�cult task. He could not open the door w�thout f�rst clos�ng the
closet door, and v�ce versa. It was �mposs�ble for h�m anywhere to
traverse the room �n a stra�ght l�ne. To go from the door to the head
of the bed was a z�gzag course that he was never qu�te able to
accompl�sh �n the dark w�thout coll�s�ons. Hav�ng settled the d�ff�culty



of the confl�ct�ng doors, he had to steer sharply to the r�ght to avo�d
the k�tchen. Next, he sheered to the left, to escape the foot of the
bed; but th�s sheer, �f too generous, brought h�m aga�nst the corner
of the table. W�th a sudden tw�tch and lurch, he term�nated the sheer
and bore off to the r�ght along a sort of canal, one bank of wh�ch was
the bed, the other the table. When the one cha�r �n the room was at
�ts usual place before the table, the canal was unnav�gable. When
the cha�r was not �n use, �t reposed on top of the bed, though
somet�mes he sat on the cha�r when cook�ng, read�ng a book wh�le
the water bo�led, and even becom�ng sk�lful enough to manage a
paragraph or two wh�le steak was fry�ng. Also, so small was the l�ttle
corner that const�tuted the k�tchen, he was able, s�tt�ng down, to
reach anyth�ng he needed. In fact, �t was exped�ent to cook s�tt�ng
down; stand�ng up, he was too often �n h�s own way.

In conjunct�on w�th a perfect stomach that could d�gest anyth�ng,
he possessed knowledge of the var�ous foods that were at the same
t�me nutr�t�ous and cheap. Pea-soup was a common art�cle �n h�s
d�et, as well as potatoes and beans, the latter large and brown and
cooked �n Mex�can style. R�ce, cooked as Amer�can housew�ves
never cook �t and can never learn to cook �t, appeared on Mart�n’s
table at least once a day. Dr�ed fru�ts were less expens�ve than fresh,
and he had usually a pot of them, cooked and ready at hand, for they
took the place of butter on h�s bread. Occas�onally he graced h�s
table w�th a p�ece of round-steak, or w�th a soup-bone. Coffee,
w�thout cream or m�lk, he had tw�ce a day, �n the even�ng subst�tut�ng
tea; but both coffee and tea were excellently cooked.

There was need for h�m to be econom�cal. H�s vacat�on had
consumed nearly all he had earned �n the laundry, and he was so far
from h�s market that weeks must elapse before he could hope for the
f�rst returns from h�s hack-work. Except at such t�mes as he saw
Ruth, or dropped �n to see h�s s�ster Gertude, he l�ved a recluse, �n
each day accompl�sh�ng at least three days’ labor of ord�nary men.
He slept a scant f�ve hours, and only one w�th a const�tut�on of �ron
could have held h�mself down, as Mart�n d�d, day after day, to
n�neteen consecut�ve hours of to�l. He never lost a moment. On the
look�ng-glass were l�sts of def�n�t�ons and pronunc�at�ons; when
shav�ng, or dress�ng, or comb�ng h�s ha�r, he conned these l�sts over.



S�m�lar l�sts were on the wall over the o�l-stove, and they were
s�m�larly conned wh�le he was engaged �n cook�ng or �n wash�ng the
d�shes. New l�sts cont�nually d�splaced the old ones. Every strange
or partly fam�l�ar word encountered �n h�s read�ng was �mmed�ately
jotted down, and later, when a suff�c�ent number had been
accumulated, were typed and p�nned to the wall or look�ng-glass. He
even carr�ed them �n h�s pockets, and rev�ewed them at odd
moments on the street, or wh�le wa�t�ng �n butcher shop or grocery to
be served.

He went farther �n the matter. Read�ng the works of men who had
arr�ved, he noted every result ach�eved by them, and worked out the
tr�cks by wh�ch they had been ach�eved—the tr�cks of narrat�ve, of
expos�t�on, of style, the po�nts of v�ew, the contrasts, the ep�grams;
and of all these he made l�sts for study. He d�d not ape. He sought
pr�nc�ples. He drew up l�sts of effect�ve and fetch�ng manner�sms, t�ll
out of many such, culled from many wr�ters, he was able to �nduce
the general pr�nc�ple of manner�sm, and, thus equ�pped, to cast
about for new and or�g�nal ones of h�s own, and to we�gh and
measure and appra�se them properly. In s�m�lar manner he collected
l�sts of strong phrases, the phrases of l�v�ng language, phrases that
b�t l�ke ac�d and scorched l�ke flame, or that glowed and were mellow
and lusc�ous �n the m�dst of the ar�d desert of common speech. He
sought always for the pr�nc�ple that lay beh�nd and beneath. He
wanted to know how the th�ng was done; after that he could do �t for
h�mself. He was not content w�th the fa�r face of beauty. He d�ssected
beauty �n h�s crowded l�ttle bedroom laboratory, where cook�ng
smells alternated w�th the outer bedlam of the S�lva tr�be; and,
hav�ng d�ssected and learned the anatomy of beauty, he was nearer
be�ng able to create beauty �tself.

He was so made that he could work only w�th understand�ng. He
could not work bl�ndly, �n the dark, �gnorant of what he was produc�ng
and trust�ng to chance and the star of h�s gen�us that the effect
produced should be r�ght and f�ne. He had no pat�ence w�th chance
effects. He wanted to know why and how. H�s was del�berate
creat�ve gen�us, and, before he began a story or poem, the th�ng
�tself was already al�ve �n h�s bra�n, w�th the end �n s�ght and the
means of real�z�ng that end �n h�s consc�ous possess�on. Otherw�se



the effort was doomed to fa�lure. On the other hand, he apprec�ated
the chance effects �n words and phrases that came l�ghtly and eas�ly
�nto h�s bra�n, and that later stood all tests of beauty and power and
developed tremendous and �ncommun�cable connotat�ons. Before
such he bowed down and marvelled, know�ng that they were beyond
the del�berate creat�on of any man. And no matter how much he
d�ssected beauty �n search of the pr�nc�ples that underl�e beauty and
make beauty poss�ble, he was aware, always, of the �nnermost
mystery of beauty to wh�ch he d�d not penetrate and to wh�ch no man
had ever penetrated. He knew full well, from h�s Spencer, that man
can never atta�n ult�mate knowledge of anyth�ng, and that the
mystery of beauty was no less than that of l�fe—nay, more—that the
f�bres of beauty and l�fe were �ntertw�sted, and that he h�mself was
but a b�t of the same nonunderstandable fabr�c, tw�sted of sunsh�ne
and star-dust and wonder.

In fact, �t was when f�lled w�th these thoughts that he wrote h�s
essay ent�tled “Star-dust,” �n wh�ch he had h�s fl�ng, not at the
pr�nc�ples of cr�t�c�sm, but at the pr�nc�pal cr�t�cs. It was br�ll�ant, deep,
ph�losoph�cal, and del�c�ously touched w�th laughter. Also �t was
promptly rejected by the magaz�nes as often as �t was subm�tted. But
hav�ng cleared h�s m�nd of �t, he went serenely on h�s way. It was a
hab�t he developed, of �ncubat�ng and matur�ng h�s thought upon a
subject, and of then rush�ng �nto the type-wr�ter w�th �t. That �t d�d not
see pr�nt was a matter of small moment w�th h�m. The wr�t�ng of �t
was the culm�nat�ng act of a long mental process, the draw�ng
together of scattered threads of thought and the f�nal general�z�ng
upon all the data w�th wh�ch h�s m�nd was burdened. To wr�te such
an art�cle was the consc�ous effort by wh�ch he freed h�s m�nd and
made �t ready for fresh mater�al and problems. It was �n a way ak�n to
that common hab�t of men and women troubled by real or fanc�ed
gr�evances, who per�od�cally and volubly break the�r long-suffer�ng
s�lence and “have the�r say” t�ll the last word �s sa�d.



CHAPTER XXIV.

The weeks passed. Mart�n ran out of money, and publ�shers’
checks were far away as ever. All h�s �mportant manuscr�pts had
come back and been started out aga�n, and h�s hack-work fared no
better. H�s l�ttle k�tchen was no longer graced w�th a var�ety of foods.
Caught �n the p�nch w�th a part sack of r�ce and a few pounds of
dr�ed apr�cots, r�ce and apr�cots was h�s menu three t�mes a day for
f�ve days hand-runn�ng. Then he startled to real�ze on h�s cred�t. The
Portuguese grocer, to whom he had h�therto pa�d cash, called a halt
when Mart�n’s b�ll reached the magn�f�cent total of three dollars and
e�ghty-f�ve cents.

“For you see,” sa�d the grocer, “you no catcha da work, I losa da
mon’.”

And Mart�n could reply noth�ng. There was no way of expla�n�ng. It
was not true bus�ness pr�nc�ple to allow cred�t to a strong-bod�ed
young fellow of the work�ng-class who was too lazy to work.

“You catcha da job, I let you have mora da grub,” the grocer
assured Mart�n. “No job, no grub. Thata da bus�ness.” And then, to
show that �t was purely bus�ness fores�ght and not prejud�ce, “Hava
da dr�nk on da house—good fr�ends justa da same.”

So Mart�n drank, �n h�s easy way, to show that he was good fr�ends
w�th the house, and then went supperless to bed.

The fru�t store, where Mart�n had bought h�s vegetables, was run
by an Amer�can whose bus�ness pr�nc�ples were so weak that he let
Mart�n run a b�ll of f�ve dollars before stopp�ng h�s cred�t. The baker
stopped at two dollars, and the butcher at four dollars. Mart�n added
h�s debts and found that he was possessed of a total cred�t �n all the
world of fourteen dollars and e�ghty-f�ve cents. He was up w�th h�s



type-wr�ter rent, but he est�mated that he could get two months’
cred�t on that, wh�ch would be e�ght dollars. When that occurred, he
would have exhausted all poss�ble cred�t.

The last purchase from the fru�t store had been a sack of potatoes,
and for a week he had potatoes, and noth�ng but potatoes, three
t�mes a day. An occas�onal d�nner at Ruth’s helped to keep strength
�n h�s body, though he found �t tantal�z�ng enough to refuse further
help�ng when h�s appet�te was rag�ng at s�ght of so much food
spread before �t. Now and aga�n, though affl�cted w�th secret shame,
he dropped �n at h�s s�ster’s at meal-t�me and ate as much as he
dared—more than he dared at the Morse table.

Day by day he worked on, and day by day the postman del�vered
to h�m rejected manuscr�pts. He had no money for stamps, so the
manuscr�pts accumulated �n a heap under the table. Came a day
when for forty hours he had not tasted food. He could not hope for a
meal at Ruth’s, for she was away to San Rafael on a two weeks’
v�s�t; and for very shame’s sake he could not go to h�s s�ster’s. To
cap m�sfortune, the postman, �n h�s afternoon round, brought h�m f�ve
returned manuscr�pts. Then �t was that Mart�n wore h�s overcoat
down �nto Oakland, and came back w�thout �t, but w�th f�ve dollars
t�nkl�ng �n h�s pocket. He pa�d a dollar each on account to the four
tradesmen, and �n h�s k�tchen fr�ed steak and on�ons, made coffee,
and stewed a large pot of prunes. And hav�ng d�ned, he sat down at
h�s table-desk and completed before m�dn�ght an essay wh�ch he
ent�tled “The D�gn�ty of Usury.” Hav�ng typed �t out, he flung �t under
the table, for there had been noth�ng left from the f�ve dollars w�th
wh�ch to buy stamps.

Later on he pawned h�s watch, and st�ll later h�s wheel, reduc�ng
the amount ava�lable for food by putt�ng stamps on all h�s
manuscr�pts and send�ng them out. He was d�sappo�nted w�th h�s
hack-work. Nobody cared to buy. He compared �t w�th what he found
�n the newspapers, weekl�es, and cheap magaz�nes, and dec�ded
that h�s was better, far better, than the average; yet �t would not sell.
Then he d�scovered that most of the newspapers pr�nted a great deal
of what was called “plate” stuff, and he got the address of the
assoc�at�on that furn�shed �t. H�s own work that he sent �n was



returned, along w�th a stereotyped sl�p �nform�ng h�m that the staff
suppl�ed all the copy that was needed.

In one of the great juven�le per�od�cals he noted whole columns of
�nc�dent and anecdote. Here was a chance. H�s paragraphs were
returned, and though he tr�ed repeatedly he never succeeded �n
plac�ng one. Later on, when �t no longer mattered, he learned that
the assoc�ate ed�tors and sub-ed�tors augmented the�r salar�es by
supply�ng those paragraphs themselves. The com�c weekl�es
returned h�s jokes and humorous verse, and the l�ght soc�ety verse
he wrote for the large magaz�nes found no ab�d�ng-place. Then there
was the newspaper stor�ette. He knew that he could wr�te better
ones than were publ�shed. Manag�ng to obta�n the addresses of two
newspaper synd�cates, he deluged them w�th stor�ettes. When he
had wr�tten twenty and fa�led to place one of them, he ceased. And
yet, from day to day, he read stor�ettes �n the da�l�es and weekl�es,
scores and scores of stor�ettes, not one of wh�ch would compare w�th
h�s. In h�s despondency, he concluded that he had no judgment
whatever, that he was hypnot�zed by what he wrote, and that he was
a self-deluded pretender.

The �nhuman ed�tor�al mach�ne ran smoothly as ever. He folded
the stamps �n w�th h�s manuscr�pt, dropped �t �nto the letter-box, and
from three weeks to a month afterward the postman came up the
steps and handed h�m the manuscr�pt. Surely there were no l�ve,
warm ed�tors at the other end. It was all wheels and cogs and o�l-
cups—a clever mechan�sm operated by automatons. He reached
stages of despa�r where�n he doubted �f ed�tors ex�sted at all. He had
never rece�ved a s�gn of the ex�stence of one, and from absence of
judgment �n reject�ng all he wrote �t seemed plaus�ble that ed�tors
were myths, manufactured and ma�nta�ned by off�ce boys,
typesetters, and pressmen.

The hours he spent w�th Ruth were the only happy ones he had,
and they were not all happy. He was affl�cted always w�th a gnaw�ng
restlessness, more tantal�z�ng than �n the old days before he
possessed her love; for now that he d�d possess her love, the
possess�on of her was far away as ever. He had asked for two years;
t�me was fly�ng, and he was ach�ev�ng noth�ng. Aga�n, he was always



consc�ous of the fact that she d�d not approve what he was do�ng.
She d�d not say so d�rectly. Yet �nd�rectly she let h�m understand �t as
clearly and def�n�tely as she could have spoken �t. It was not
resentment w�th her, but d�sapproval; though less sweet-natured
women m�ght have resented where she was no more than
d�sappo�nted. Her d�sappo�ntment lay �n that th�s man she had taken
to mould, refused to be moulded. To a certa�n extent she had found
h�s clay plast�c, then �t had developed stubbornness, decl�n�ng to be
shaped �n the �mage of her father or of Mr. Butler.

What was great and strong �n h�m, she m�ssed, or, worse yet,
m�sunderstood. Th�s man, whose clay was so plast�c that he could
l�ve �n any number of p�geonholes of human ex�stence, she thought
w�lful and most obst�nate because she could not shape h�m to l�ve �n
her p�geonhole, wh�ch was the only one she knew. She could not
follow the fl�ghts of h�s m�nd, and when h�s bra�n got beyond her, she
deemed h�m errat�c. Nobody else’s bra�n ever got beyond her. She
could always follow her father and mother, her brothers and Olney;
wherefore, when she could not follow Mart�n, she bel�eved the fault
lay w�th h�m. It was the old tragedy of �nsular�ty try�ng to serve as
mentor to the un�versal.

“You worsh�p at the shr�ne of the establ�shed,” he told her once, �n
a d�scuss�on they had over Praps and Vanderwater. “I grant that as
author�t�es to quote they are most excellent—the two foremost
l�terary cr�t�cs �n the Un�ted States. Every school teacher �n the land
looks up to Vanderwater as the Dean of Amer�can cr�t�c�sm. Yet I
read h�s stuff, and �t seems to me the perfect�on of the fel�c�tous
express�on of the �nane. Why, he �s no more than a ponderous
brom�de, thanks to Gelett Burgess. And Praps �s no better. H�s
‘Hemlock Mosses,’ for �nstance �s beaut�fully wr�tten. Not a comma �s
out of place; and the tone—ah!—�s lofty, so lofty. He �s the best-pa�d
cr�t�c �n the Un�ted States. Though, Heaven forb�d! he’s not a cr�t�c at
all. They do cr�t�c�sm better �n England.

“But the po�nt �s, they sound the popular note, and they sound �t so
beaut�fully and morally and contentedly. The�r rev�ews rem�nd me of
a Br�t�sh Sunday. They are the popular mouthp�eces. They back up
your professors of Engl�sh, and your professors of Engl�sh back them



up. And there �sn’t an or�g�nal �dea �n any of the�r skulls. They know
only the establ�shed,—�n fact, they are the establ�shed. They are
weak m�nded, and the establ�shed �mpresses �tself upon them as
eas�ly as the name of the brewery �s �mpressed on a beer bottle. And
the�r funct�on �s to catch all the young fellows attend�ng the
un�vers�ty, to dr�ve out of the�r m�nds any gl�mmer�ng or�g�nal�ty that
may chance to be there, and to put upon them the stamp of the
establ�shed.”

“I th�nk I am nearer the truth,” she repl�ed, “when I stand by the
establ�shed, than you are, rag�ng around l�ke an �conoclast�c South
Sea Islander.”

“It was the m�ss�onary who d�d the �mage break�ng,” he laughed.
“And unfortunately, all the m�ss�onar�es are off among the heathen,
so there are none left at home to break those old �mages, Mr.
Vanderwater and Mr. Praps.”

“And the college professors, as well,” she added.
He shook h�s head emphat�cally. “No; the sc�ence professors

should l�ve. They’re really great. But �t would be a good deed to
break the heads of n�ne-tenths of the Engl�sh professors—l�ttle,
m�croscop�c-m�nded parrots!”

Wh�ch was rather severe on the professors, but wh�ch to Ruth was
blasphemy. She could not help but measure the professors, neat,
scholarly, �n f�tt�ng clothes, speak�ng �n well-modulated vo�ces,
breath�ng of culture and ref�nement, w�th th�s almost �ndescr�bable
young fellow whom somehow she loved, whose clothes never would
f�t h�m, whose heavy muscles told of damn�ng to�l, who grew exc�ted
when he talked, subst�tut�ng abuse for calm statement and
pass�onate utterance for cool self-possess�on. They at least earned
good salar�es and were—yes, she compelled herself to face �t—were
gentlemen; wh�le he could not earn a penny, and he was not as they.

She d�d not we�gh Mart�n’s words nor judge h�s argument by them.
Her conclus�on that h�s argument was wrong was reached—
unconsc�ously, �t �s true—by a compar�son of externals. They, the
professors, were r�ght �n the�r l�terary judgments because they were
successes. Mart�n’s l�terary judgments were wrong because he could
not sell h�s wares. To use h�s own phrase, they made good, and he



d�d not make good. And bes�des, �t d�d not seem reasonable that he
should be r�ght—he who had stood, so short a t�me before, �n that
same l�v�ng room, blush�ng and awkward, acknowledg�ng h�s
�ntroduct�on, look�ng fearfully about h�m at the br�c-a-brac h�s
sw�ng�ng shoulders threatened to break, ask�ng how long s�nce
Sw�nburne d�ed, and boastfully announc�ng that he had read
“Excels�or” and the “Psalm of L�fe.”

Unw�tt�ngly, Ruth herself proved h�s po�nt that she worsh�pped the
establ�shed. Mart�n followed the processes of her thoughts, but
forbore to go farther. He d�d not love her for what she thought of
Praps and Vanderwater and Engl�sh professors, and he was com�ng
to real�ze, w�th �ncreas�ng conv�ct�on, that he possessed bra�n-areas
and stretches of knowledge wh�ch she could never comprehend nor
know ex�sted.

In mus�c she thought h�m unreasonable, and �n the matter of opera
not only unreasonable but w�lfully perverse.

“How d�d you l�ke �t?” she asked h�m one n�ght, on the way home
from the opera.

It was a n�ght when he had taken her at the expense of a month’s
r�g�d econom�z�ng on food. After va�nly wa�t�ng for h�m to speak about
�t, herself st�ll tremulous and st�rred by what she had just seen and
heard, she had asked the quest�on.

“I l�ked the overture,” was h�s answer. “It was splend�d.”
“Yes, but the opera �tself?”
“That was splend�d too; that �s, the orchestra was, though I’d have

enjoyed �t more �f those jump�ng-jacks had kept qu�et or gone off the
stage.”

Ruth was aghast.
“You don’t mean Tetralan� or Bar�llo?” she quer�ed.
“All of them—the whole k�t and crew.”
“But they are great art�sts,” she protested.
“They spo�led the mus�c just the same, w�th the�r ant�cs and

unreal�t�es.”



“But don’t you l�ke Bar�llo’s vo�ce?” Ruth asked. “He �s next to
Caruso, they say.”

“Of course I l�ked h�m, and I l�ked Tetralan� even better. Her vo�ce
�s exqu�s�te—or at least I th�nk so.”

“But, but—” Ruth stammered. “I don’t know what you mean, then.
You adm�re the�r vo�ces, yet say they spo�led the mus�c.”

“Prec�sely that. I’d g�ve anyth�ng to hear them �n concert, and I’d
g�ve even a b�t more not to hear them when the orchestra �s play�ng.
I’m afra�d I am a hopeless real�st. Great s�ngers are not great actors.
To hear Bar�llo s�ng a love passage w�th the vo�ce of an angel, and to
hear Tetralan� reply l�ke another angel, and to hear �t all
accompan�ed by a perfect orgy of glow�ng and colorful mus�c—�s
rav�sh�ng, most rav�sh�ng. I do not adm�t �t. I assert �t. But the whole
effect �s spo�led when I look at them—at Tetralan�, f�ve feet ten �n her
stock�ng feet and we�gh�ng a hundred and n�nety pounds, and at
Bar�llo, a scant f�ve feet four, greasy-featured, w�th the chest of a
squat, unders�zed blacksm�th, and at the pa�r of them, att�tud�n�z�ng,
clasp�ng the�r breasts, fl�ng�ng the�r arms �n the a�r l�ke demented
creatures �n an asylum; and when I am expected to accept all th�s as
the fa�thful �llus�on of a love-scene between a slender and beaut�ful
pr�ncess and a handsome, romant�c, young pr�nce—why, I can’t
accept �t, that’s all. It’s rot; �t’s absurd; �t’s unreal. That’s what’s the
matter w�th �t. It’s not real. Don’t tell me that anybody �n th�s world
ever made love that way. Why, �f I’d made love to you �n such
fash�on, you’d have boxed my ears.”

“But you m�sunderstand,” Ruth protested. “Every form of art has �ts
l�m�tat�ons.” (She was busy recall�ng a lecture she had heard at the
un�vers�ty on the convent�ons of the arts.) “In pa�nt�ng there are only
two d�mens�ons to the canvas, yet you accept the �llus�on of three
d�mens�ons wh�ch the art of a pa�nter enables h�m to throw �nto the
canvas. In wr�t�ng, aga�n, the author must be omn�potent. You accept
as perfectly leg�t�mate the author’s account of the secret thoughts of
the hero�ne, and yet all the t�me you know that the hero�ne was alone
when th�nk�ng these thoughts, and that ne�ther the author nor any
one else was capable of hear�ng them. And so w�th the stage, w�th



sculpture, w�th opera, w�th every art form. Certa�n �rreconc�lable
th�ngs must be accepted.”

“Yes, I understood that,” Mart�n answered. “All the arts have the�r
convent�ons.” (Ruth was surpr�sed at h�s use of the word. It was as �f
he had stud�ed at the un�vers�ty h�mself, �nstead of be�ng �ll-equ�pped
from brows�ng at haphazard through the books �n the l�brary.) “But
even the convent�ons must be real. Trees, pa�nted on flat cardboard
and stuck up on each s�de of the stage, we accept as a forest. It �s a
real enough convent�on. But, on the other hand, we would not accept
a sea scene as a forest. We can’t do �t. It v�olates our senses. Nor
would you, or, rather, should you, accept the rav�ngs and wr�th�ngs
and agon�zed contort�ons of those two lunat�cs to-n�ght as a
conv�nc�ng portrayal of love.”

“But you don’t hold yourself super�or to all the judges of mus�c?”
she protested.

“No, no, not for a moment. I merely ma�nta�n my r�ght as an
�nd�v�dual. I have just been tell�ng you what I th�nk, �n order to expla�n
why the elephant�ne gambols of Madame Tetralan� spo�l the
orchestra for me. The world’s judges of mus�c may all be r�ght. But I
am I, and I won’t subord�nate my taste to the unan�mous judgment of
mank�nd. If I don’t l�ke a th�ng, I don’t l�ke �t, that’s all; and there �s no
reason under the sun why I should ape a l�k�ng for �t just because the
major�ty of my fellow-creatures l�ke �t, or make bel�eve they l�ke �t. I
can’t follow the fash�ons �n the th�ngs I l�ke or d�sl�ke.”

“But mus�c, you know, �s a matter of tra�n�ng,” Ruth argued; “and
opera �s even more a matter of tra�n�ng. May �t not be—”

“That I am not tra�ned �n opera?” he dashed �n.
She nodded.
“The very th�ng,” he agreed. “And I cons�der I am fortunate �n not

hav�ng been caught when I was young. If I had, I could have wept
sent�mental tears to-n�ght, and the clown�sh ant�cs of that prec�ous
pa�r would have but enhanced the beauty of the�r vo�ces and the
beauty of the accompany�ng orchestra. You are r�ght. It’s mostly a
matter of tra�n�ng. And I am too old, now. I must have the real or
noth�ng. An �llus�on that won’t conv�nce �s a palpable l�e, and that’s
what grand opera �s to me when l�ttle Bar�llo throws a f�t, clutches



m�ghty Tetralan� �n h�s arms (also �n a f�t), and tells her how
pass�onately he adores her.”

Aga�n Ruth measured h�s thoughts by compar�son of externals and
�n accordance w�th her bel�ef �n the establ�shed. Who was he that he
should be r�ght and all the cultured world wrong? H�s words and
thoughts made no �mpress�on upon her. She was too f�rmly
�ntrenched �n the establ�shed to have any sympathy w�th
revolut�onary �deas. She had always been used to mus�c, and she
had enjoyed opera ever s�nce she was a ch�ld, and all her world had
enjoyed �t, too. Then by what r�ght d�d Mart�n Eden emerge, as he
had so recently emerged, from h�s rag-t�me and work�ng-class
songs, and pass judgment on the world’s mus�c? She was vexed
w�th h�m, and as she walked bes�de h�m she had a vague feel�ng of
outrage. At the best, �n her most char�table frame of m�nd, she
cons�dered the statement of h�s v�ews to be a capr�ce, an errat�c and
uncalled-for prank. But when he took her �n h�s arms at the door and
k�ssed her good n�ght �n tender lover-fash�on, she forgot everyth�ng
�n the outrush of her own love to h�m. And later, on a sleepless
p�llow, she puzzled, as she had often puzzled of late, as to how �t
was that she loved so strange a man, and loved h�m desp�te the
d�sapproval of her people.

And next day Mart�n Eden cast hack-work as�de, and at wh�te heat
hammered out an essay to wh�ch he gave the t�tle, “The Ph�losophy
of Illus�on.” A stamp started �t on �ts travels, but �t was dest�ned to
rece�ve many stamps and to be started on many travels �n the
months that followed.



CHAPTER XXV.

Mar�a S�lva was poor, and all the ways of poverty were clear to
her. Poverty, to Ruth, was a word s�gn�fy�ng a not-n�ce cond�t�on of
ex�stence. That was her total knowledge on the subject. She knew
Mart�n was poor, and h�s cond�t�on she assoc�ated �n her m�nd w�th
the boyhood of Abraham L�ncoln, of Mr. Butler, and of other men who
had become successes. Also, wh�le aware that poverty was anyth�ng
but delectable, she had a comfortable m�ddle-class feel�ng that
poverty was salutary, that �t was a sharp spur that urged on to
success all men who were not degraded and hopeless drudges. So
that her knowledge that Mart�n was so poor that he had pawned h�s
watch and overcoat d�d not d�sturb her. She even cons�dered �t the
hopeful s�de of the s�tuat�on, bel�ev�ng that sooner or later �t would
arouse h�m and compel h�m to abandon h�s wr�t�ng.

Ruth never read hunger �n Mart�n’s face, wh�ch had grown lean
and had enlarged the sl�ght hollows �n the cheeks. In fact, she
marked the change �n h�s face w�th sat�sfact�on. It seemed to ref�ne
h�m, to remove from h�m much of the dross of flesh and the too
an�mal-l�ke v�gor that lured her wh�le she detested �t. Somet�mes,
when w�th her, she noted an unusual br�ghtness �n h�s eyes, and she
adm�red �t, for �t made h�m appear more the poet and the scholar—
the th�ngs he would have l�ked to be and wh�ch she would have l�ked
h�m to be. But Mar�a S�lva read a d�fferent tale �n the hollow cheeks
and the burn�ng eyes, and she noted the changes �n them from day
to day, by them follow�ng the ebb and flow of h�s fortunes. She saw
h�m leave the house w�th h�s overcoat and return w�thout �t, though
the day was ch�ll and raw, and promptly she saw h�s cheeks f�ll out
sl�ghtly and the f�re of hunger leave h�s eyes. In the same way she



had seen h�s wheel and watch go, and after each event she had
seen h�s v�gor bloom aga�n.

L�kew�se she watched h�s to�ls, and knew the measure of the
m�dn�ght o�l he burned. Work! She knew that he outd�d her, though
h�s work was of a d�fferent order. And she was surpr�sed to behold
that the less food he had, the harder he worked. On occas�on, �n a
casual sort of way, when she thought hunger p�nched hardest, she
would send h�m �n a loaf of new bak�ng, awkwardly cover�ng the act
w�th banter to the effect that �t was better than he could bake. And
aga�n, she would send one of her toddlers �n to h�m w�th a great
p�tcher of hot soup, debat�ng �nwardly the wh�le whether she was
just�f�ed �n tak�ng �t from the mouths of her own flesh and blood. Nor
was Mart�n ungrateful, know�ng as he d�d the l�ves of the poor, and
that �f ever �n the world there was char�ty, th�s was �t.

On a day when she had f�lled her brood w�th what was left �n the
house, Mar�a �nvested her last f�fteen cents �n a gallon of cheap
w�ne. Mart�n, com�ng �nto her k�tchen to fetch water, was �nv�ted to s�t
down and dr�nk. He drank her very-good health, and �n return she
drank h�s. Then she drank to prosper�ty �n h�s undertak�ngs, and he
drank to the hope that James Grant would show up and pay her for
h�s wash�ng. James Grant was a journeymen carpenter who d�d not
always pay h�s b�lls and who owed Mar�a three dollars.

Both Mar�a and Mart�n drank the sour new w�ne on empty
stomachs, and �t went sw�ftly to the�r heads. Utterly d�fferent�ated
creatures that they were, they were lonely �n the�r m�sery, and though
the m�sery was tac�tly �gnored, �t was the bond that drew them
together. Mar�a was amazed to learn that he had been �n the Azores,
where she had l�ved unt�l she was eleven. She was doubly amazed
that he had been �n the Hawa��an Islands, wh�ther she had m�grated
from the Azores w�th her people. But her amazement passed all
bounds when he told her he had been on Mau�, the part�cular �sland
whereon she had atta�ned womanhood and marr�ed. Kahulu�, where
she had f�rst met her husband,—he, Mart�n, had been there tw�ce!
Yes, she remembered the sugar steamers, and he had been on
them—well, well, �t was a small world. And Wa�luku! That place, too!



D�d he know the head-luna of the plantat�on? Yes, and had had a
couple of dr�nks w�th h�m.

And so they rem�n�scenced and drowned the�r hunger �n the raw,
sour w�ne. To Mart�n the future d�d not seem so d�m. Success
trembled just before h�m. He was on the verge of clasp�ng �t. Then he
stud�ed the deep-l�ned face of the to�l-worn woman before h�m,
remembered her soups and loaves of new bak�ng, and felt spr�ng up
�n h�m the warmest grat�tude and ph�lanthropy.

“Mar�a,” he excla�med suddenly. “What would you l�ke to have?”
She looked at h�m, bepuzzled.
“What would you l�ke to have now, r�ght now, �f you could get �t?”
“Shoe alla da roun’ for da ch�lds—seven pa�rs da shoe.”
“You shall have them,” he announced, wh�le she nodded her head

gravely. “But I mean a b�g w�sh, someth�ng b�g that you want.”
Her eyes sparkled good-naturedly. He was choos�ng to make fun

w�th her, Mar�a, w�th whom few made fun these days.
“Th�nk hard,” he caut�oned, just as she was open�ng her mouth to

speak.
“Alla r�ght,” she answered. “I th�nka da hard. I l�ka da house, d�s

house—all m�ne, no paya da rent, seven dollar da month.”
“You shall have �t,” he granted, “and �n a short t�me. Now w�sh the

great w�sh. Make bel�eve I am God, and I say to you anyth�ng you
want you can have. Then you w�sh that th�ng, and I l�sten.”

Mar�a cons�dered solemnly for a space.
“You no ’fra�d?” she asked warn�ngly.
“No, no,” he laughed, “I’m not afra�d. Go ahead.”
“Most verra b�g,” she warned aga�n.
“All r�ght. F�re away.”
“Well, den—” She drew a b�g breath l�ke a ch�ld, as she vo�ced to

the uttermost all she cared to demand of l�fe. “I l�ka da have one
m�lka ranch—good m�lka ranch. Plenty cow, plenty land, plenty
grass. I l�ka da have near San Le-an; my s�ster l�va dere. I sella da
m�lk �n Oakland. I maka da plentee mon. Joe an’ N�ck no runna da



cow. Dey go-a to school. B�meby maka da good eng�neer, worka da
ra�lroad. Yes, I l�ka da m�lka ranch.”

She paused and regarded Mart�n w�th tw�nkl�ng eyes.
“You shall have �t,” he answered promptly.
She nodded her head and touched her l�ps courteously to the

w�ne-glass and to the g�ver of the g�ft she knew would never be
g�ven. H�s heart was r�ght, and �n her own heart she apprec�ated h�s
�ntent�on as much as �f the g�ft had gone w�th �t.

“No, Mar�a,” he went on; “N�ck and Joe won’t have to peddle m�lk,
and all the k�ds can go to school and wear shoes the whole year
round. It w�ll be a f�rst-class m�lk ranch—everyth�ng complete. There
w�ll be a house to l�ve �n and a stable for the horses, and cow-barns,
of course. There w�ll be ch�ckens, p�gs, vegetables, fru�t trees, and
everyth�ng l�ke that; and there w�ll be enough cows to pay for a h�red
man or two. Then you won’t have anyth�ng to do but take care of the
ch�ldren. For that matter, �f you f�nd a good man, you can marry and
take �t easy wh�le he runs the ranch.”

And from such largess, d�spensed from h�s future, Mart�n turned
and took h�s one good su�t of clothes to the pawnshop. H�s pl�ght
was desperate for h�m to do th�s, for �t cut h�m off from Ruth. He had
no second-best su�t that was presentable, and though he could go to
the butcher and the baker, and even on occas�on to h�s s�ster’s, �t
was beyond all dar�ng to dream of enter�ng the Morse home so
d�sreputably apparelled.

He to�led on, m�serable and well-n�gh hopeless. It began to appear
to h�m that the second battle was lost and that he would have to go
to work. In do�ng th�s he would sat�sfy everybody—the grocer, h�s
s�ster, Ruth, and even Mar�a, to whom he owed a month’s room rent.
He was two months beh�nd w�th h�s type-wr�ter, and the agency was
clamor�ng for payment or for the return of the mach�ne. In
desperat�on, all but ready to surrender, to make a truce w�th fate unt�l
he could get a fresh start, he took the c�v�l serv�ce exam�nat�ons for
the Ra�lway Ma�l. To h�s surpr�se, he passed f�rst. The job was
assured, though when the call would come to enter upon h�s dut�es
nobody knew.



It was at th�s t�me, at the lowest ebb, that the smooth-runn�ng
ed�tor�al mach�ne broke down. A cog must have sl�pped or an o�l-cup
run dry, for the postman brought h�m one morn�ng a short, th�n
envelope. Mart�n glanced at the upper left-hand corner and read the
name and address of the Transcont�nental Monthly. H�s heart gave a
great leap, and he suddenly felt fa�nt, the s�nk�ng feel�ng
accompan�ed by a strange trembl�ng of the knees. He staggered �nto
h�s room and sat down on the bed, the envelope st�ll unopened, and
�n that moment came understand�ng to h�m how people suddenly fall
dead upon rece�pt of extraord�nar�ly good news.

Of course th�s was good news. There was no manuscr�pt �n that
th�n envelope, therefore �t was an acceptance. He knew the story �n
the hands of the Transcont�nental. It was “The R�ng of Bells,” one of
h�s horror stor�es, and �t was an even f�ve thousand words. And,
s�nce f�rst-class magaz�nes always pa�d on acceptance, there was a
check �ns�de. Two cents a word—twenty dollars a thousand; the
check must be a hundred dollars. One hundred dollars! As he tore
the envelope open, every �tem of all h�s debts surged �n h�s bra�n—
$3.85 to the grocer; butcher $4.00 flat; baker, $2.00; fru�t store,
$5.00; total, $14.85. Then there was room rent, $2.50; another
month �n advance, $2.50; two months’ type-wr�ter, $8.00; a month �n
advance, $4.00; total, $31.85. And f�nally to be added, h�s pledges,
plus �nterest, w�th the pawnbroker—watch, $5.50; overcoat, $5.50;
wheel, $7.75; su�t of clothes, $5.50 (60 % �nterest, but what d�d �t
matter?)—grand total, $56.10. He saw, as �f v�s�ble �n the a�r before
h�m, �n �llum�nated f�gures, the whole sum, and the subtract�on that
followed and that gave a rema�nder of $43.90. When he had squared
every debt, redeemed every pledge, he would st�ll have j�ngl�ng �n h�s
pockets a pr�ncely $43.90. And on top of that he would have a
month’s rent pa�d �n advance on the type-wr�ter and on the room.

By th�s t�me he had drawn the s�ngle sheet of type-wr�tten letter out
and spread �t open. There was no check. He peered �nto the
envelope, held �t to the l�ght, but could not trust h�s eyes, and �n
trembl�ng haste tore the envelope apart. There was no check. He
read the letter, sk�mm�ng �t l�ne by l�ne, dash�ng through the ed�tor’s
pra�se of h�s story to the meat of the letter, the statement why the
check had not been sent. He found no such statement, but he d�d



f�nd that wh�ch made h�m suddenly w�lt. The letter sl�d from h�s hand.
H�s eyes went lack-lustre, and he lay back on the p�llow, pull�ng the
blanket about h�m and up to h�s ch�n.

F�ve dollars for “The R�ng of Bells”—f�ve dollars for f�ve thousand
words! Instead of two cents a word, ten words for a cent! And the
ed�tor had pra�sed �t, too. And he would rece�ve the check when the
story was publ�shed. Then �t was all poppycock, two cents a word for
m�n�mum rate and payment upon acceptance. It was a l�e, and �t had
led h�m astray. He would never have attempted to wr�te had he
known that. He would have gone to work—to work for Ruth. He went
back to the day he f�rst attempted to wr�te, and was appalled at the
enormous waste of t�me—and all for ten words for a cent. And the
other h�gh rewards of wr�ters, that he had read about, must be l�es,
too. H�s second-hand �deas of authorsh�p were wrong, for here was
the proof of �t.

The Transcont�nental sold for twenty-f�ve cents, and �ts d�gn�f�ed
and art�st�c cover procla�med �t as among the f�rst-class magaz�nes.
It was a sta�d, respectable magaz�ne, and �t had been publ�shed
cont�nuously s�nce long before he was born. Why, on the outs�de
cover were pr�nted every month the words of one of the world’s great
wr�ters, words procla�m�ng the �nsp�red m�ss�on of the
Transcont�nental by a star of l�terature whose f�rst coruscat�ons had
appeared �ns�de those self-same covers. And the h�gh and lofty,
heaven-�nsp�red Transcont�nental pa�d f�ve dollars for f�ve thousand
words! The great wr�ter had recently d�ed �n a fore�gn land—�n d�re
poverty, Mart�n remembered, wh�ch was not to be wondered at,
cons�der�ng the magn�f�cent pay authors rece�ve.

Well, he had taken the ba�t, the newspaper l�es about wr�ters and
the�r pay, and he had wasted two years over �t. But he would
d�sgorge the ba�t now. Not another l�ne would he ever wr�te. He
would do what Ruth wanted h�m to do, what everybody wanted h�m
to do—get a job. The thought of go�ng to work rem�nded h�m of Joe
—Joe, tramp�ng through the land of noth�ng-to-do. Mart�n heaved a
great s�gh of envy. The react�on of n�neteen hours a day for many
days was strong upon h�m. But then, Joe was not �n love, had none
of the respons�b�l�t�es of love, and he could afford to loaf through the



land of noth�ng-to-do. He, Mart�n, had someth�ng to work for, and go
to work he would. He would start out early next morn�ng to hunt a
job. And he would let Ruth know, too, that he had mended h�s ways
and was w�ll�ng to go �nto her father’s off�ce.

F�ve dollars for f�ve thousand words, ten words for a cent, the
market pr�ce for art. The d�sappo�ntment of �t, the l�e of �t, the �nfamy
of �t, were uppermost �n h�s thoughts; and under h�s closed eyel�ds,
�n f�ery f�gures, burned the “$3.85” he owed the grocer. He sh�vered,
and was aware of an ach�ng �n h�s bones. The small of h�s back
ached espec�ally. H�s head ached, the top of �t ached, the back of �t
ached, the bra�ns �ns�de of �t ached and seemed to be swell�ng, wh�le
the ache over h�s brows was �ntolerable. And beneath the brows,
planted under h�s l�ds, was the merc�less “$3.85.” He opened h�s
eyes to escape �t, but the wh�te l�ght of the room seemed to sear the
balls and forced h�m to close h�s eyes, when the “$3.85” confronted
h�m aga�n.

F�ve dollars for f�ve thousand words, ten words for a cent—that
part�cular thought took up �ts res�dence �n h�s bra�n, and he could no
more escape �t than he could the “$3.85” under h�s eyel�ds. A change
seemed to come over the latter, and he watched cur�ously, t�ll “$2.00”
burned �n �ts stead. Ah, he thought, that was the baker. The next sum
that appeared was “$2.50.” It puzzled h�m, and he pondered �t as �f
l�fe and death hung on the solut�on. He owed somebody two dollars
and a half, that was certa�n, but who was �t? To f�nd �t was the task
set h�m by an �mper�ous and mal�gnant un�verse, and he wandered
through the endless corr�dors of h�s m�nd, open�ng all manner of
lumber rooms and chambers stored w�th odds and ends of memor�es
and knowledge as he va�nly sought the answer. After several
centur�es �t came to h�m, eas�ly, w�thout effort, that �t was Mar�a. W�th
a great rel�ef he turned h�s soul to the screen of torment under h�s
l�ds. He had solved the problem; now he could rest. But no, the
“$2.50” faded away, and �n �ts place burned “$8.00.” Who was that?
He must go the dreary round of h�s m�nd aga�n and f�nd out.

How long he was gone on th�s quest he d�d not know, but after
what seemed an enormous lapse of t�me, he was called back to
h�mself by a knock at the door, and by Mar�a’s ask�ng �f he was s�ck.



He repl�ed �n a muffled vo�ce he d�d not recogn�ze, say�ng that he
was merely tak�ng a nap. He was surpr�sed when he noted the
darkness of n�ght �n the room. He had rece�ved the letter at two �n
the afternoon, and he real�zed that he was s�ck.

Then the “$8.00” began to smoulder under h�s l�ds aga�n, and he
returned h�mself to serv�tude. But he grew cunn�ng. There was no
need for h�m to wander through h�s m�nd. He had been a fool. He
pulled a lever and made h�s m�nd revolve about h�m, a monstrous
wheel of fortune, a merry-go-round of memory, a revolv�ng sphere of
w�sdom. Faster and faster �t revolved, unt�l �ts vortex sucked h�m �n
and he was flung wh�rl�ng through black chaos.

Qu�te naturally he found h�mself at a mangle, feed�ng starched
cuffs. But as he fed he not�ced f�gures pr�nted �n the cuffs. It was a
new way of mark�ng l�nen, he thought, unt�l, look�ng closer, he saw
“$3.85” on one of the cuffs. Then �t came to h�m that �t was the
grocer’s b�ll, and that these were h�s b�lls fly�ng around on the drum
of the mangle. A crafty �dea came to h�m. He would throw the b�lls on
the floor and so escape pay�ng them. No sooner thought than done,
and he crumpled the cuffs sp�tefully as he flung them upon an
unusually d�rty floor. Ever the heap grew, and though each b�ll was
dupl�cated a thousand t�mes, he found only one for two dollars and a
half, wh�ch was what he owed Mar�a. That meant that Mar�a would
not press for payment, and he resolved generously that �t would be
the only one he would pay; so he began search�ng through the cast-
out heap for hers. He sought �t desperately, for ages, and was st�ll
search�ng when the manager of the hotel entered, the fat Dutchman.
H�s face blazed w�th wrath, and he shouted �n stentor�an tones that
echoed down the un�verse, “I shall deduct the cost of those cuffs
from your wages!” The p�le of cuffs grew �nto a mounta�n, and Mart�n
knew that he was doomed to to�l for a thousand years to pay for
them. Well, there was noth�ng left to do but k�ll the manager and burn
down the laundry. But the b�g Dutchman frustrated h�m, se�z�ng h�m
by the nape of the neck and danc�ng h�m up and down. He danced
h�m over the �ron�ng tables, the stove, and the mangles, and out �nto
the wash-room and over the wr�nger and washer. Mart�n was danced
unt�l h�s teeth rattled and h�s head ached, and he marvelled that the
Dutchman was so strong.



And then he found h�mself before the mangle, th�s t�me rece�v�ng
the cuffs an ed�tor of a magaz�ne was feed�ng from the other s�de.
Each cuff was a check, and Mart�n went over them anx�ously, �n a
fever of expectat�on, but they were all blanks. He stood there and
rece�ved the blanks for a m�ll�on years or so, never lett�ng one go by
for fear �t m�ght be f�lled out. At last he found �t. W�th trembl�ng
f�ngers he held �t to the l�ght. It was for f�ve dollars. “Ha! Ha!” laughed
the ed�tor across the mangle. “Well, then, I shall k�ll you,” Mart�n sa�d.
He went out �nto the wash-room to get the axe, and found Joe
starch�ng manuscr�pts. He tr�ed to make h�m des�st, then swung the
axe for h�m. But the weapon rema�ned po�sed �n m�d-a�r, for Mart�n
found h�mself back �n the �ron�ng room �n the m�dst of a snow-storm.
No, �t was not snow that was fall�ng, but checks of large
denom�nat�on, the smallest not less than a thousand dollars. He
began to collect them and sort them out, �n packages of a hundred,
ty�ng each package securely w�th tw�ne.

He looked up from h�s task and saw Joe stand�ng before h�m
juggl�ng flat-�rons, starched sh�rts, and manuscr�pts. Now and aga�n
he reached out and added a bundle of checks to the fly�ng
m�scellany that soared through the roof and out of s�ght �n a
tremendous c�rcle. Mart�n struck at h�m, but he se�zed the axe and
added �t to the fly�ng c�rcle. Then he plucked Mart�n and added h�m.
Mart�n went up through the roof, clutch�ng at manuscr�pts, so that by
the t�me he came down he had a large armful. But no sooner down
than up aga�n, and a second and a th�rd t�me and countless t�mes he
flew around the c�rcle. From far off he could hear a ch�ld�sh treble
s�ng�ng: “Waltz me around aga�n, W�ll�e, around, around, around.”

He recovered the axe �n the m�dst of the M�lky Way of checks,
starched sh�rts, and manuscr�pts, and prepared, when he came
down, to k�ll Joe. But he d�d not come down. Instead, at two �n the
morn�ng, Mar�a, hav�ng heard h�s groans through the th�n part�t�on,
came �nto h�s room, to put hot flat-�rons aga�nst h�s body and damp
cloths upon h�s ach�ng eyes.



CHAPTER XXVI.

Mart�n Eden d�d not go out to hunt for a job �n the morn�ng. It was
late afternoon before he came out of h�s del�r�um and gazed w�th
ach�ng eyes about the room. Mary, one of the tr�be of S�lva, e�ght
years old, keep�ng watch, ra�sed a screech at s�ght of h�s return�ng
consc�ousness. Mar�a hurr�ed �nto the room from the k�tchen. She put
her work-calloused hand upon h�s hot forehead and felt h�s pulse.

“You l�ka da eat?” she asked.
He shook h�s head. Eat�ng was farthest from h�s des�re, and he

wondered that he should ever have been hungry �n h�s l�fe.
“I’m s�ck, Mar�a,” he sa�d weakly. “What �s �t? Do you know?”
“Gr�p,” she answered. “Two or three days you alla da r�ght. Better

you no eat now. B�meby plenty can eat, to-morrow can eat maybe.”
Mart�n was not used to s�ckness, and when Mar�a and her l�ttle g�rl

left h�m, he essayed to get up and dress. By a supreme exert�on of
w�ll, w�th rear�ng bra�n and eyes that ached so that he could not keep
them open, he managed to get out of bed, only to be left stranded by
h�s senses upon the table. Half an hour later he managed to rega�n
the bed, where he was content to l�e w�th closed eyes and analyze
h�s var�ous pa�ns and weaknesses. Mar�a came �n several t�mes to
change the cold cloths on h�s forehead. Otherw�se she left h�m �n
peace, too w�se to vex h�m w�th chatter. Th�s moved h�m to grat�tude,
and he murmured to h�mself, “Mar�a, you getta da m�lka ranch, all
r�ghta, all r�ght.”

Then he remembered h�s long-bur�ed past of yesterday.
It seemed a l�fe-t�me s�nce he had rece�ved that letter from the

Transcont�nental, a l�fe-t�me s�nce �t was all over and done w�th and a
new page turned. He had shot h�s bolt, and shot �t hard, and now he



was down on h�s back. If he hadn’t starved h�mself, he wouldn’t have
been caught by La Gr�ppe. He had been run down, and he had not
had the strength to throw off the germ of d�sease wh�ch had �nvaded
h�s system. Th�s was what resulted.

“What does �t prof�t a man to wr�te a whole l�brary and lose h�s own
l�fe?” he demanded aloud. “Th�s �s no place for me. No more
l�terature �n m�ne. Me for the count�ng-house and ledger, the monthly
salary, and the l�ttle home w�th Ruth.”

Two days later, hav�ng eaten an egg and two sl�ces of toast and
drunk a cup of tea, he asked for h�s ma�l, but found h�s eyes st�ll hurt
too much to perm�t h�m to read.

“You read for me, Mar�a,” he sa�d. “Never m�nd the b�g, long
letters. Throw them under the table. Read me the small letters.”

“No can,” was the answer. “Teresa, she go to school, she can.”
So Teresa S�lva, aged n�ne, opened h�s letters and read them to

h�m. He l�stened absently to a long dun from the type-wr�ter people,
h�s m�nd busy w�th ways and means of f�nd�ng a job. Suddenly he
was shocked back to h�mself.

“‘We offer you forty dollars for all ser�al r�ghts �n your story,’” Teresa
slowly spelled out, “‘prov�ded you allow us to make the alterat�ons
suggested.’”

“What magaz�ne �s that?” Mart�n shouted. “Here, g�ve �t to me!”
He could see to read, now, and he was unaware of the pa�n of the

act�on. It was the Wh�te Mouse that was offer�ng h�m forty dollars,
and the story was “The Wh�rlpool,” another of h�s early horror stor�es.
He read the letter through aga�n and aga�n. The ed�tor told h�m
pla�nly that he had not handled the �dea properly, but that �t was the
�dea they were buy�ng because �t was or�g�nal. If they could cut the
story down one-th�rd, they would take �t and send h�m forty dollars on
rece�pt of h�s answer.

He called for pen and �nk, and told the ed�tor he could cut the story
down three-th�rds �f he wanted to, and to send the forty dollars r�ght
along.

The letter despatched to the letter-box by Teresa, Mart�n lay back
and thought. It wasn’t a l�e, after all. The Wh�te Mouse pa�d on



acceptance. There were three thousand words �n “The Wh�rlpool.”
Cut down a th�rd, there would be two thousand. At forty dollars that
would be two cents a word. Pay on acceptance and two cents a
word—the newspapers had told the truth. And he had thought the
Wh�te Mouse a th�rd-rater! It was ev�dent that he d�d not know the
magaz�nes. He had deemed the Transcont�nental a f�rst-rater, and �t
pa�d a cent for ten words. He had classed the Wh�te Mouse as of no
account, and �t pa�d twenty t�mes as much as the Transcont�nental
and also had pa�d on acceptance.

Well, there was one th�ng certa�n: when he got well, he would not
go out look�ng for a job. There were more stor�es �n h�s head as good
as “The Wh�rlpool,” and at forty dollars ap�ece he could earn far more
than �n any job or pos�t�on. Just when he thought the battle lost, �t
was won. He had proved for h�s career. The way was clear.
Beg�nn�ng w�th the Wh�te Mouse he would add magaz�ne after
magaz�ne to h�s grow�ng l�st of patrons. Hack-work could be put
as�de. For that matter, �t had been wasted t�me, for �t had not brought
h�m a dollar. He would devote h�mself to work, good work, and he
would pour out the best that was �n h�m. He w�shed Ruth was there
to share �n h�s joy, and when he went over the letters left ly�ng on h�s
bed, he found one from her. It was sweetly reproachful, wonder�ng
what had kept h�m away for so dreadful a length of t�me. He reread
the letter ador�ngly, dwell�ng over her handwr�t�ng, lov�ng each stroke
of her pen, and �n the end k�ss�ng her s�gnature.

And when he answered, he told her recklessly that he had not
been to see her because h�s best clothes were �n pawn. He told her
that he had been s�ck, but was once more nearly well, and that
�ns�de ten days or two weeks (as soon as a letter could travel to New
York C�ty and return) he would redeem h�s clothes and be w�th her.

But Ruth d�d not care to wa�t ten days or two weeks. Bes�des, her
lover was s�ck. The next afternoon, accompan�ed by Arthur, she
arr�ved �n the Morse carr�age, to the unqual�f�ed del�ght of the S�lva
tr�be and of all the urch�ns on the street, and to the consternat�on of
Mar�a. She boxed the ears of the S�lvas who crowded about the
v�s�tors on the t�ny front porch, and �n more than usual atroc�ous
Engl�sh tr�ed to apolog�ze for her appearance. Sleeves rolled up from



soap-flecked arms and a wet gunny-sack around her wa�st told of the
task at wh�ch she had been caught. So flustered was she by two
such grand young people ask�ng for her lodger, that she forgot to
�nv�te them to s�t down �n the l�ttle parlor. To enter Mart�n’s room, they
passed through the k�tchen, warm and mo�st and steamy from the
b�g wash�ng �n progress. Mar�a, �n her exc�tement, jammed the
bedroom and bedroom-closet doors together, and for f�ve m�nutes,
through the partly open door, clouds of steam, smell�ng of soap-suds
and d�rt, poured �nto the s�ck chamber.

Ruth succeeded �n veer�ng r�ght and left and r�ght aga�n, and �n
runn�ng the narrow passage between table and bed to Mart�n’s s�de;
but Arthur veered too w�de and fetched up w�th clatter and bang of
pots and pans �n the corner where Mart�n d�d h�s cook�ng. Arthur d�d
not l�nger long. Ruth occup�ed the only cha�r, and hav�ng done h�s
duty, he went outs�de and stood by the gate, the centre of seven
marvell�ng S�lvas, who watched h�m as they would have watched a
cur�os�ty �n a s�de-show. All about the carr�age were gathered the
ch�ldren from a dozen blocks, wa�t�ng and eager for some trag�c and
terr�ble dénouement. Carr�ages were seen on the�r street only for
wedd�ngs and funerals. Here was ne�ther marr�age nor death:
therefore, �t was someth�ng transcend�ng exper�ence and well worth
wa�t�ng for.

Mart�n had been w�ld to see Ruth. H�s was essent�ally a love-
nature, and he possessed more than the average man’s need for
sympathy. He was starv�ng for sympathy, wh�ch, w�th h�m, meant
�ntell�gent understand�ng; and he had yet to learn that Ruth’s
sympathy was largely sent�mental and tactful, and that �t proceeded
from gentleness of nature rather than from understand�ng of the
objects of her sympathy. So �t was wh�le Mart�n held her hand and
gladly talked, that her love for h�m prompted her to press h�s hand �n
return, and that her eyes were mo�st and lum�nous at s�ght of h�s
helplessness and of the marks suffer�ng had stamped upon h�s face.

But wh�le he told her of h�s two acceptances, of h�s despa�r when
he rece�ved the one from the Transcont�nental, and of the
correspond�ng del�ght w�th wh�ch he rece�ved the one from the Wh�te
Mouse, she d�d not follow h�m. She heard the words he uttered and



understood the�r l�teral �mport, but she was not w�th h�m �n h�s
despa�r and h�s del�ght. She could not get out of herself. She was not
�nterested �n sell�ng stor�es to magaz�nes. What was �mportant to her
was matr�mony. She was not aware of �t, however, any more than
she was aware that her des�re that Mart�n take a pos�t�on was the
�nst�nct�ve and preparat�ve �mpulse of motherhood. She would have
blushed had she been told as much �n pla�n, set terms, and next, she
m�ght have grown �nd�gnant and asserted that her sole �nterest lay �n
the man she loved and her des�re for h�m to make the best of
h�mself. So, wh�le Mart�n poured out h�s heart to her, elated w�th the
f�rst success h�s chosen work �n the world had rece�ved, she pa�d
heed to h�s bare words only, gaz�ng now and aga�n about the room,
shocked by what she saw.

For the f�rst t�me Ruth gazed upon the sord�d face of poverty.
Starv�ng lovers had always seemed romant�c to her,—but she had
had no �dea how starv�ng lovers l�ved. She had never dreamed �t
could be l�ke th�s. Ever her gaze sh�fted from the room to h�m and
back aga�n. The steamy smell of d�rty clothes, wh�ch had entered
w�th her from the k�tchen, was s�cken�ng. Mart�n must be soaked w�th
�t, Ruth concluded, �f that awful woman washed frequently. Such was
the contag�ousness of degradat�on. When she looked at Mart�n, she
seemed to see the sm�rch left upon h�m by h�s surround�ngs. She
had never seen h�m unshaven, and the three days’ growth of beard
on h�s face was repuls�ve to her. Not alone d�d �t g�ve h�m the same
dark and murky aspect of the S�lva house, �ns�de and out, but �t
seemed to emphas�ze that an�mal-l�ke strength of h�s wh�ch she
detested. And here he was, be�ng conf�rmed �n h�s madness by the
two acceptances he took such pr�de �n tell�ng her about. A l�ttle
longer and he would have surrendered and gone to work. Now he
would cont�nue on �n th�s horr�ble house, wr�t�ng and starv�ng for a
few more months.

“What �s that smell?” she asked suddenly.
“Some of Mar�a’s wash�ng smells, I �mag�ne,” was the answer. “I

am grow�ng qu�te accustomed to them.”
“No, no; not that. It �s someth�ng else. A stale, s�ck�sh smell.”
Mart�n sampled the a�r before reply�ng.



“I can’t smell anyth�ng else, except stale tobacco smoke,” he
announced.

“That’s �t. It �s terr�ble. Why do you smoke so much, Mart�n?”
“I don’t know, except that I smoke more than usual when I am

lonely. And then, too, �t’s such a long-stand�ng hab�t. I learned when I
was only a youngster.”

“It �s not a n�ce hab�t, you know,” she reproved. “It smells to
heaven.”

“That’s the fault of the tobacco. I can afford only the cheapest. But
wa�t unt�l I get that forty-dollar check. I’ll use a brand that �s not
offens�ve even to the angels. But that wasn’t so bad, was �t, two
acceptances �n three days? That forty-f�ve dollars w�ll pay about all
my debts.”

“For two years’ work?” she quer�ed.
“No, for less than a week’s work. Please pass me that book over

on the far corner of the table, the account book w�th the gray cover.”
He opened �t and began turn�ng over the pages rap�dly. “Yes, I was
r�ght. Four days for ‘The R�ng of Bells,’ two days for ‘The Wh�rlpool.’
That’s forty-f�ve dollars for a week’s work, one hundred and e�ghty
dollars a month. That beats any salary I can command. And,
bes�des, I’m just beg�nn�ng. A thousand dollars a month �s not too
much to buy for you all I want you to have. A salary of f�ve hundred a
month would be too small. That forty-f�ve dollars �s just a starter. Wa�t
t�ll I get my str�de. Then watch my smoke.”

Ruth m�sunderstood h�s slang, and reverted to c�garettes.
“You smoke more than enough as �t �s, and the brand of tobacco

w�ll make no d�fference. It �s the smok�ng �tself that �s not n�ce, no
matter what the brand may be. You are a ch�mney, a l�v�ng volcano, a
perambulat�ng smoke-stack, and you are a perfect d�sgrace, Mart�n
dear, you know you are.”

She leaned toward h�m, entreaty �n her eyes, and as he looked at
her del�cate face and �nto her pure, l�mp�d eyes, as of old he was
struck w�th h�s own unworth�ness.

“I w�sh you wouldn’t smoke any more,” she wh�spered. “Please, for
—my sake.”



“All r�ght, I won’t,” he cr�ed. “I’ll do anyth�ng you ask, dear love,
anyth�ng; you know that.”

A great temptat�on assa�led her. In an �ns�stent way she had
caught gl�mpses of the large, easy-go�ng s�de of h�s nature, and she
felt sure, �f she asked h�m to cease attempt�ng to wr�te, that he would
grant her w�sh. In the sw�ft �nstant that elapsed, the words trembled
on her l�ps. But she d�d not utter them. She was not qu�te brave
enough; she d�d not qu�te dare. Instead, she leaned toward h�m to
meet h�m, and �n h�s arms murmured:-

“You know, �t �s really not for my sake, Mart�n, but for your own. I
am sure smok�ng hurts you; and bes�des, �t �s not good to be a slave
to anyth�ng, to a drug least of all.”

“I shall always be your slave,” he sm�led.
“In wh�ch case, I shall beg�n �ssu�ng my commands.”
She looked at h�m m�sch�evously, though deep down she was

already regrett�ng that she had not preferred her largest request.
“I l�ve but to obey, your majesty.”
“Well, then, my f�rst commandment �s, Thou shalt not om�t to

shave every day. Look how you have scratched my cheek.”
And so �t ended �n caresses and love-laughter. But she had made

one po�nt, and she could not expect to make more than one at a
t�me. She felt a woman’s pr�de �n that she had made h�m stop
smok�ng. Another t�me she would persuade h�m to take a pos�t�on,
for had he not sa�d he would do anyth�ng she asked?

She left h�s s�de to explore the room, exam�n�ng the clothes-l�nes
of notes overhead, learn�ng the mystery of the tackle used for
suspend�ng h�s wheel under the ce�l�ng, and be�ng saddened by the
heap of manuscr�pts under the table wh�ch represented to her just so
much wasted t�me. The o�l-stove won her adm�rat�on, but on
�nvest�gat�ng the food shelves she found them empty.

“Why, you haven’t anyth�ng to eat, you poor dear,” she sa�d w�th
tender compass�on. “You must be starv�ng.”

“I store my food �n Mar�a’s safe and �n her pantry,” he l�ed. “It
keeps better there. No danger of my starv�ng. Look at that.”



She had come back to h�s s�de, and she saw h�m double h�s arm
at the elbow, the b�ceps crawl�ng under h�s sh�rt-sleeve and swell�ng
�nto a knot of muscle, heavy and hard. The s�ght repelled her.
Sent�mentally, she d�sl�ked �t. But her pulse, her blood, every f�bre of
her, loved �t and yearned for �t, and, �n the old, �nexpl�cable way, she
leaned toward h�m, not away from h�m. And �n the moment that
followed, when he crushed her �n h�s arms, the bra�n of her,
concerned w�th the superf�c�al aspects of l�fe, was �n revolt; wh�le the
heart of her, the woman of her, concerned w�th l�fe �tself, exulted
tr�umphantly. It was �n moments l�ke th�s that she felt to the uttermost
the greatness of her love for Mart�n, for �t was almost a swoon of
del�ght to her to feel h�s strong arms about her, hold�ng her t�ghtly,
hurt�ng her w�th the gr�p of the�r fervor. At such moments she found
just�f�cat�on for her treason to her standards, for her v�olat�on of her
own h�gh �deals, and, most of all, for her tac�t d�sobed�ence to her
mother and father. They d�d not want her to marry th�s man. It
shocked them that she should love h�m. It shocked her, too,
somet�mes, when she was apart from h�m, a cool and reason�ng
creature. W�th h�m, she loved h�m—�n truth, at t�mes a vexed and
worr�ed love; but love �t was, a love that was stronger than she.

“Th�s La Gr�ppe �s noth�ng,” he was say�ng. “It hurts a b�t, and
g�ves one a nasty headache, but �t doesn’t compare w�th break-bone
fever.”

“Have you had that, too?” she quer�ed absently, �ntent on the
heaven-sent just�f�cat�on she was f�nd�ng �n h�s arms.

And so, w�th absent quer�es, she led h�m on, t�ll suddenly h�s
words startled her.

He had had the fever �n a secret colony of th�rty lepers on one of
the Hawa��an Islands.

“But why d�d you go there?” she demanded.
Such royal carelessness of body seemed cr�m�nal.
“Because I d�dn’t know,” he answered. “I never dreamed of lepers.

When I deserted the schooner and landed on the beach, I headed
�nland for some place of h�d�ng. For three days I l�ved off guavas,
oh�a-apples, and bananas, all of wh�ch grew w�ld �n the jungle. On
the fourth day I found the tra�l—a mere foot-tra�l. It led �nland, and �t



led up. It was the way I wanted to go, and �t showed s�gns of recent
travel. At one place �t ran along the crest of a r�dge that was no more
than a kn�fe-edge. The tra�l wasn’t three feet w�de on the crest, and
on e�ther s�de the r�dge fell away �n prec�p�ces hundreds of feet deep.
One man, w�th plenty of ammun�t�on, could have held �t aga�nst a
hundred thousand.

“It was the only way �n to the h�d�ng-place. Three hours after I
found the tra�l I was there, �n a l�ttle mounta�n valley, a pocket �n the
m�dst of lava peaks. The whole place was terraced for taro-patches,
fru�t trees grew there, and there were e�ght or ten grass huts. But as
soon as I saw the �nhab�tants I knew what I’d struck. One s�ght of
them was enough.”

“What d�d you do?” Ruth demanded breathlessly, l�sten�ng, l�ke
any Desdemona, appalled and fasc�nated.

“Noth�ng for me to do. The�r leader was a k�nd old fellow, pretty far
gone, but he ruled l�ke a k�ng. He had d�scovered the l�ttle valley and
founded the settlement—all of wh�ch was aga�nst the law. But he had
guns, plenty of ammun�t�on, and those Kanakas, tra�ned to the
shoot�ng of w�ld cattle and w�ld p�g, were dead shots. No, there
wasn’t any runn�ng away for Mart�n Eden. He stayed—for three
months.”

“But how d�d you escape?”
“I’d have been there yet, �f �t hadn’t been for a g�rl there, a half-

Ch�nese, quarter-wh�te, and quarter-Hawa��an. She was a beauty,
poor th�ng, and well educated. Her mother, �n Honolulu, was worth a
m�ll�on or so. Well, th�s g�rl got me away at last. Her mother f�nanced
the settlement, you see, so the g�rl wasn’t afra�d of be�ng pun�shed
for lett�ng me go. But she made me swear, f�rst, never to reveal the
h�d�ng-place; and I never have. Th�s �s the f�rst t�me I have even
ment�oned �t. The g�rl had just the f�rst s�gns of leprosy. The f�ngers of
her r�ght hand were sl�ghtly tw�sted, and there was a small spot on
her arm. That was all. I guess she �s dead, now.”

“But weren’t you fr�ghtened? And weren’t you glad to get away
w�thout catch�ng that dreadful d�sease?”

“Well,” he confessed, “I was a b�t sh�very at f�rst; but I got used to
�t. I used to feel sorry for that poor g�rl, though. That made me forget



to be afra�d. She was such a beauty, �n sp�r�t as well as �n
appearance, and she was only sl�ghtly touched; yet she was doomed
to l�e there, l�v�ng the l�fe of a pr�m�t�ve savage and rott�ng slowly
away. Leprosy �s far more terr�ble than you can �mag�ne �t.”

“Poor th�ng,” Ruth murmured softly. “It’s a wonder she let you get
away.”

“How do you mean?” Mart�n asked unw�tt�ngly.
“Because she must have loved you,” Ruth sa�d, st�ll softly.

“Cand�dly, now, d�dn’t she?”
Mart�n’s sunburn had been bleached by h�s work �n the laundry

and by the �ndoor l�fe he was l�v�ng, wh�le the hunger and the
s�ckness had made h�s face even pale; and across th�s pallor flowed
the slow wave of a blush. He was open�ng h�s mouth to speak, but
Ruth shut h�m off.

“Never m�nd, don’t answer; �t’s not necessary,” she laughed.
But �t seemed to h�m there was someth�ng metall�c �n her laughter,

and that the l�ght �n her eyes was cold. On the spur of the moment �t
rem�nded h�m of a gale he had once exper�enced �n the North
Pac�f�c. And for the moment the appar�t�on of the gale rose before h�s
eyes—a gale at n�ght, w�th a clear sky and under a full moon, the
huge seas gl�nt�ng coldly �n the moonl�ght. Next, he saw the g�rl �n
the leper refuge and remembered �t was for love of h�m that she had
let h�m go.

“She was noble,” he sa�d s�mply. “She gave me l�fe.”
That was all of the �nc�dent, but he heard Ruth muffle a dry sob �n

her throat, and not�ced that she turned her face away to gaze out of
the w�ndow. When she turned �t back to h�m, �t was composed, and
there was no h�nt of the gale �n her eyes.

“I’m such a s�lly,” she sa�d pla�nt�vely. “But I can’t help �t. I do so
love you, Mart�n, I do, I do. I shall grow more cathol�c �n t�me, but at
present I can’t help be�ng jealous of those ghosts of the past, and
you know your past �s full of ghosts.”

“It must be,” she s�lenced h�s protest. “It could not be otherw�se.
And there’s poor Arthur mot�on�ng me to come. He’s t�red wa�t�ng.
And now good-by, dear.”



“There’s some k�nd of a m�xture, put up by the drugg�sts, that
helps men to stop the use of tobacco,” she called back from the
door, “and I am go�ng to send you some.”

The door closed, but opened aga�n.
“I do, I do,” she wh�spered to h�m; and th�s t�me she was really

gone.
Mar�a, w�th worsh�pful eyes that none the less were keen to note

the texture of Ruth’s garments and the cut of them (a cut unknown
that produced an effect myster�ously beaut�ful), saw her to the
carr�age. The crowd of d�sappo�nted urch�ns stared t�ll the carr�age
d�sappeared from v�ew, then transferred the�r stare to Mar�a, who
had abruptly become the most �mportant person on the street. But �t
was one of her progeny who blasted Mar�a’s reputat�on by
announc�ng that the grand v�s�tors had been for her lodger. After that
Mar�a dropped back �nto her old obscur�ty and Mart�n began to not�ce
the respectful manner �n wh�ch he was regarded by the small fry of
the ne�ghborhood. As for Mar�a, Mart�n rose �n her est�mat�on a full
hundred per cent, and had the Portuguese grocer w�tnessed that
afternoon carr�age-call he would have allowed Mart�n an add�t�onal
three-dollars-and-e�ghty-f�ve-cents’ worth of cred�t.



CHAPTER XXVII.

The sun of Mart�n’s good fortune rose. The day after Ruth’s v�s�t,
he rece�ved a check for three dollars from a New York scandal
weekly �n payment for three of h�s tr�olets. Two days later a
newspaper publ�shed �n Ch�cago accepted h�s “Treasure Hunters,”
prom�s�ng to pay ten dollars for �t on publ�cat�on. The pr�ce was
small, but �t was the f�rst art�cle he had wr�tten, h�s very f�rst attempt
to express h�s thought on the pr�nted page. To cap everyth�ng, the
adventure ser�al for boys, h�s second attempt, was accepted before
the end of the week by a juven�le monthly call�ng �tself Youth and
Age. It was true the ser�al was twenty-one thousand words, and they
offered to pay h�m s�xteen dollars on publ�cat�on, wh�ch was
someth�ng l�ke seventy-f�ve cents a thousand words; but �t was
equally true that �t was the second th�ng he had attempted to wr�te
and that he was h�mself thoroughly aware of �ts clumsy
worthlessness.

But even h�s earl�est efforts were not marked w�th the clums�ness
of med�ocr�ty. What character�zed them was the clums�ness of too
great strength—the clums�ness wh�ch the tyro betrays when he
crushes butterfl�es w�th batter�ng rams and hammers out v�gnettes
w�th a war-club. So �t was that Mart�n was glad to sell h�s early efforts
for songs. He knew them for what they were, and �t had not taken
h�m long to acqu�re th�s knowledge. What he p�nned h�s fa�th to was
h�s later work. He had str�ven to be someth�ng more than a mere
wr�ter of magaz�ne f�ct�on. He had sought to equ�p h�mself w�th the
tools of art�stry. On the other hand, he had not sacr�f�ced strength.
H�s consc�ous a�m had been to �ncrease h�s strength by avo�d�ng
excess of strength. Nor had he departed from h�s love of real�ty. H�s
work was real�sm, though he had endeavored to fuse w�th �t the



fanc�es and beaut�es of �mag�nat�on. What he sought was an
�mpass�oned real�sm, shot through w�th human asp�rat�on and fa�th.
What he wanted was l�fe as �t was, w�th all �ts sp�r�t-grop�ng and soul-
reach�ng left �n.

He had d�scovered, �n the course of h�s read�ng, two schools of
f�ct�on. One treated of man as a god, �gnor�ng h�s earthly or�g�n; the
other treated of man as a clod, �gnor�ng h�s heaven-sent dreams and
d�v�ne poss�b�l�t�es. Both the god and the clod schools erred, �n
Mart�n’s est�mat�on, and erred through too great s�ngleness of s�ght
and purpose. There was a comprom�se that approx�mated the truth,
though �t flattered not the school of god, wh�le �t challenged the
brute-savageness of the school of clod. It was h�s story, “Adventure,”
wh�ch had dragged w�th Ruth, that Mart�n bel�eved had ach�eved h�s
�deal of the true �n f�ct�on; and �t was �n an essay, “God and Clod,”
that he had expressed h�s v�ews on the whole general subject.

But “Adventure,” and all that he deemed h�s best work, st�ll went
begg�ng among the ed�tors. H�s early work counted for noth�ng �n h�s
eyes except for the money �t brought, and h�s horror stor�es, two of
wh�ch he had sold, he d�d not cons�der h�gh work nor h�s best work.
To h�m they were frankly �mag�nat�ve and fantast�c, though �nvested
w�th all the glamour of the real, where�n lay the�r power. Th�s
�nvest�ture of the grotesque and �mposs�ble w�th real�ty, he looked
upon as a tr�ck—a sk�lful tr�ck at best. Great l�terature could not
res�de �n such a f�eld. The�r art�stry was h�gh, but he den�ed the
worthwh�leness of art�stry when d�vorced from humanness. The tr�ck
had been to fl�ng over the face of h�s art�stry a mask of humanness,
and th�s he had done �n the half-dozen or so stor�es of the horror
brand he had wr�tten before he emerged upon the h�gh peaks of
“Adventure,” “Joy,” “The Pot,” and “The W�ne of L�fe.”

The three dollars he rece�ved for the tr�olets he used to eke out a
precar�ous ex�stence aga�nst the arr�val of the Wh�te Mouse check.
He cashed the f�rst check w�th the susp�c�ous Portuguese grocer,
pay�ng a dollar on account and d�v�d�ng the rema�n�ng two dollars
between the baker and the fru�t store. Mart�n was not yet r�ch enough
to afford meat, and he was on sl�m allowance when the Wh�te Mouse
check arr�ved. He was d�v�ded on the cash�ng of �t. He had never



been �n a bank �n h�s l�fe, much less been �n one on bus�ness, and he
had a na�ve and ch�ldl�ke des�re to walk �nto one of the b�g banks
down �n Oakland and fl�ng down h�s �ndorsed check for forty dollars.
On the other hand, pract�cal common sense ruled that he should
cash �t w�th h�s grocer and thereby make an �mpress�on that would
later result �n an �ncrease of cred�t. Reluctantly Mart�n y�elded to the
cla�ms of the grocer, pay�ng h�s b�ll w�th h�m �n full, and rece�v�ng �n
change a pocketful of j�ngl�ng co�n. Also, he pa�d the other
tradesmen �n full, redeemed h�s su�t and h�s b�cycle, pa�d one
month’s rent on the type-wr�ter, and pa�d Mar�a the overdue month
for h�s room and a month �n advance. Th�s left h�m �n h�s pocket, for
emergenc�es, a balance of nearly three dollars.

In �tself, th�s small sum seemed a fortune. Immed�ately on
recover�ng h�s clothes he had gone to see Ruth, and on the way he
could not refra�n from j�ngl�ng the l�ttle handful of s�lver �n h�s pocket.
He had been so long w�thout money that, l�ke a rescued starv�ng
man who cannot let the unconsumed food out of h�s s�ght, Mart�n
could not keep h�s hand off the s�lver. He was not mean, nor
avar�c�ous, but the money meant more than so many dollars and
cents. It stood for success, and the eagles stamped upon the co�ns
were to h�m so many w�nged v�ctor�es.

It came to h�m �nsens�bly that �t was a very good world. It certa�nly
appeared more beaut�ful to h�m. For weeks �t had been a very dull
and sombre world; but now, w�th nearly all debts pa�d, three dollars
j�ngl�ng �n h�s pocket, and �n h�s m�nd the consc�ousness of success,
the sun shone br�ght and warm, and even a ra�n-squall that soaked
unprepared pedestr�ans seemed a merry happen�ng to h�m. When
he starved, h�s thoughts had dwelt often upon the thousands he
knew were starv�ng the world over; but now that he was feasted full,
the fact of the thousands starv�ng was no longer pregnant �n h�s
bra�n. He forgot about them, and, be�ng �n love, remembered the
countless lovers �n the world. W�thout del�berately th�nk�ng about �t,
mot�fs for love-lyr�cs began to ag�tate h�s bra�n. Swept away by the
creat�ve �mpulse, he got off the electr�c car, w�thout vexat�on, two
blocks beyond h�s cross�ng.



He found a number of persons �n the Morse home. Ruth’s two g�rl-
cous�ns were v�s�t�ng her from San Rafael, and Mrs. Morse, under
pretext of enterta�n�ng them, was pursu�ng her plan of surround�ng
Ruth w�th young people. The campa�gn had begun dur�ng Mart�n’s
enforced absence, and was already �n full sw�ng. She was mak�ng a
po�nt of hav�ng at the house men who were do�ng th�ngs. Thus, �n
add�t�on to the cous�ns Dorothy and Florence, Mart�n encountered
two un�vers�ty professors, one of Lat�n, the other of Engl�sh; a young
army off�cer just back from the Ph�l�pp�nes, one-t�me school-mate of
Ruth’s; a young fellow named Melv�lle, pr�vate secretary to Joseph
Perk�ns, head of the San Franc�sco Trust Company; and f�nally of the
men, a l�ve bank cash�er, Charles Hapgood, a young�sh man of
th�rty-f�ve, graduate of Stanford Un�vers�ty, member of the N�le Club
and the Un�ty Club, and a conservat�ve speaker for the Republ�can
Party dur�ng campa�gns—�n short, a r�s�ng young man �n every way.
Among the women was one who pa�nted portra�ts, another who was
a profess�onal mus�c�an, and st�ll another who possessed the degree
of Doctor of Soc�ology and who was locally famous for her soc�al
settlement work �n the slums of San Franc�sco. But the women d�d
not count for much �n Mrs. Morse’s plan. At the best, they were
necessary accessor�es. The men who d�d th�ngs must be drawn to
the house somehow.

“Don’t get exc�ted when you talk,” Ruth admon�shed Mart�n, before
the ordeal of �ntroduct�on began.

He bore h�mself a b�t st�ffly at f�rst, oppressed by a sense of h�s
own awkwardness, espec�ally of h�s shoulders, wh�ch were up to
the�r old tr�ck of threaten�ng destruct�on to furn�ture and ornaments.
Also, he was rendered self-consc�ous by the company. He had never
before been �n contact w�th such exalted be�ngs nor w�th so many of
them. Melv�lle, the bank cash�er, fasc�nated h�m, and he resolved to
�nvest�gate h�m at the f�rst opportun�ty. For underneath Mart�n’s awe
lurked h�s assert�ve ego, and he felt the urge to measure h�mself w�th
these men and women and to f�nd out what they had learned from
the books and l�fe wh�ch he had not learned.

Ruth’s eyes roved to h�m frequently to see how he was gett�ng on,
and she was surpr�sed and gladdened by the ease w�th wh�ch he got



acqua�nted w�th her cous�ns. He certa�nly d�d not grow exc�ted, wh�le
be�ng seated removed from h�m the worry of h�s shoulders. Ruth
knew them for clever g�rls, superf�c�ally br�ll�ant, and she could
scarcely understand the�r pra�se of Mart�n later that n�ght at go�ng to
bed. But he, on the other hand, a w�t �n h�s own class, a gay qu�zzer
and laughter-maker at dances and Sunday p�cn�cs, had found the
mak�ng of fun and the break�ng of good-natured lances s�mple
enough �n th�s env�ronment. And on th�s even�ng success stood at
h�s back, patt�ng h�m on the shoulder and tell�ng h�m that he was
mak�ng good, so that he could afford to laugh and make laughter and
rema�n unabashed.

Later, Ruth’s anx�ety found just�f�cat�on. Mart�n and Professor
Caldwell had got together �n a consp�cuous corner, and though
Mart�n no longer wove the a�r w�th h�s hands, to Ruth’s cr�t�cal eye he
perm�tted h�s own eyes to flash and gl�tter too frequently, talked too
rap�dly and warmly, grew too �ntense, and allowed h�s aroused blood
to redden h�s cheeks too much. He lacked decorum and control, and
was �n dec�ded contrast to the young professor of Engl�sh w�th whom
he talked.

But Mart�n was not concerned w�th appearances! He had been
sw�ft to note the other’s tra�ned m�nd and to apprec�ate h�s command
of knowledge. Furthermore, Professor Caldwell d�d not real�ze
Mart�n’s concept of the average Engl�sh professor. Mart�n wanted
h�m to talk shop, and, though he seemed averse at f�rst, succeeded
�n mak�ng h�m do �t. For Mart�n d�d not see why a man should not talk
shop.

“It’s absurd and unfa�r,” he had told Ruth weeks before, “th�s
object�on to talk�ng shop. For what reason under the sun do men and
women come together �f not for the exchange of the best that �s �n
them? And the best that �s �n them �s what they are �nterested �n, the
th�ng by wh�ch they make the�r l�v�ng, the th�ng they’ve spec�al�zed on
and sat up days and n�ghts over, and even dreamed about. Imag�ne
Mr. Butler l�v�ng up to soc�al et�quette and enunc�at�ng h�s v�ews on
Paul Verla�ne or the German drama or the novels of D’Annunz�o.
We’d be bored to death. I, for one, �f I must l�sten to Mr. Butler, prefer



to hear h�m talk about h�s law. It’s the best that �s �n h�m, and l�fe �s
so short that I want the best of every man and woman I meet.”

“But,” Ruth had objected, “there are the top�cs of general �nterest
to all.”

“There, you m�stake,” he had rushed on. “All persons �n soc�ety, all
cl�ques �n soc�ety—or, rather, nearly all persons and cl�ques—ape
the�r betters. Now, who are the best betters? The �dlers, the wealthy
�dlers. They do not know, as a rule, the th�ngs known by the persons
who are do�ng someth�ng �n the world. To l�sten to conversat�on
about such th�ngs would mean to be bored, wherefore the �dlers
decree that such th�ngs are shop and must not be talked about.
L�kew�se they decree the th�ngs that are not shop and wh�ch may be
talked about, and those th�ngs are the latest operas, latest novels,
cards, b�ll�ards, cockta�ls, automob�les, horse shows, trout f�sh�ng,
tuna-f�sh�ng, b�g-game shoot�ng, yacht sa�l�ng, and so forth—and
mark you, these are the th�ngs the �dlers know. In all truth, they
const�tute the shop-talk of the �dlers. And the funn�est part of �t �s that
many of the clever people, and all the would-be clever people, allow
the �dlers so to �mpose upon them. As for me, I want the best a
man’s got �n h�m, call �t shop vulgar�ty or anyth�ng you please.”

And Ruth had not understood. Th�s attack of h�s on the establ�shed
had seemed to her just so much w�lfulness of op�n�on.

So Mart�n contam�nated Professor Caldwell w�th h�s own
earnestness, challeng�ng h�m to speak h�s m�nd. As Ruth paused
bes�de them she heard Mart�n say�ng:-

“You surely don’t pronounce such heres�es �n the Un�vers�ty of
Cal�forn�a?”

Professor Caldwell shrugged h�s shoulders. “The honest taxpayer
and the pol�t�c�an, you know. Sacramento g�ves us our appropr�at�ons
and therefore we kowtow to Sacramento, and to the Board of
Regents, and to the party press, or to the press of both part�es.”

“Yes, that’s clear; but how about you?” Mart�n urged. “You must be
a f�sh out of the water.”

“Few l�ke me, I �mag�ne, �n the un�vers�ty pond. Somet�mes I am
fa�rly sure I am out of water, and that I should belong �n Par�s, �n



Grub Street, �n a herm�t’s cave, or �n some sadly w�ld Bohem�an
crowd, dr�nk�ng claret,—dago-red they call �t �n San Franc�sco,—
d�n�ng �n cheap restaurants �n the Lat�n Quarter, and express�ng
voc�ferously rad�cal v�ews upon all creat�on. Really, I am frequently
almost sure that I was cut out to be a rad�cal. But then, there are so
many quest�ons on wh�ch I am not sure. I grow t�m�d when I am face
to face w�th my human fra�lty, wh�ch ever prevents me from grasp�ng
all the factors �n any problem—human, v�tal problems, you know.”

And as he talked on, Mart�n became aware that to h�s own l�ps had
come the “Song of the Trade W�nd”:-

“I am strongest at noon,
But under the moon
    I st�ffen the bunt of the sa�l.”

He was almost humm�ng the words, and �t dawned upon h�m that
the other rem�nded h�m of the trade w�nd, of the Northeast Trade,
steady, and cool, and strong. He was equable, he was to be rel�ed
upon, and w�thal there was a certa�n bafflement about h�m. Mart�n
had the feel�ng that he never spoke h�s full m�nd, just as he had often
had the feel�ng that the trades never blew the�r strongest but always
held reserves of strength that were never used. Mart�n’s tr�ck of
v�s�on�ng was act�ve as ever. H�s bra�n was a most access�ble
storehouse of remembered fact and fancy, and �ts contents seemed
ever ordered and spread for h�s �nspect�on. Whatever occurred �n the
�nstant present, Mart�n’s m�nd �mmed�ately presented assoc�ated
ant�thes�s or s�m�l�tude wh�ch ord�nar�ly expressed themselves to h�m
�n v�s�on. It was sheerly automat�c, and h�s v�s�on�ng was an unfa�l�ng
accompan�ment to the l�v�ng present. Just as Ruth’s face, �n a
momentary jealousy had called before h�s eyes a forgotten moonl�ght
gale, and as Professor Caldwell made h�m see aga�n the Northeast
Trade herd�ng the wh�te b�llows across the purple sea, so, from
moment to moment, not d�sconcert�ng but rather �dent�fy�ng and
class�fy�ng, new memory-v�s�ons rose before h�m, or spread under
h�s eyel�ds, or were thrown upon the screen of h�s consc�ousness.
These v�s�ons came out of the act�ons and sensat�ons of the past,
out of th�ngs and events and books of yesterday and last week—a



countless host of appar�t�ons that, wak�ng or sleep�ng, forever
thronged h�s m�nd.

So �t was, as he l�stened to Professor Caldwell’s easy flow of
speech—the conversat�on of a clever, cultured man—that Mart�n
kept see�ng h�mself down all h�s past. He saw h�mself when he had
been qu�te the hoodlum, wear�ng a “st�ff-r�m” Stetson hat and a
square-cut, double-breasted coat, w�th a certa�n swagger to the
shoulders and possess�ng the �deal of be�ng as tough as the pol�ce
perm�tted. He d�d not d�sgu�se �t to h�mself, nor attempt to pall�ate �t.
At one t�me �n h�s l�fe he had been just a common hoodlum, the
leader of a gang that worr�ed the pol�ce and terror�zed honest,
work�ng-class householders. But h�s �deals had changed. He glanced
about h�m at the well-bred, well-dressed men and women, and
breathed �nto h�s lungs the atmosphere of culture and ref�nement,
and at the same moment the ghost of h�s early youth, �n st�ff-r�m and
square-cut, w�th swagger and toughness, stalked across the room.
Th�s f�gure, of the corner hoodlum, he saw merge �nto h�mself, s�tt�ng
and talk�ng w�th an actual un�vers�ty professor.

For, after all, he had never found h�s permanent ab�d�ng place. He
had f�tted �n wherever he found h�mself, been a favor�te always and
everywhere by v�rtue of hold�ng h�s own at work and at play and by
h�s w�ll�ngness and ab�l�ty to f�ght for h�s r�ghts and command
respect. But he had never taken root. He had f�tted �n suff�c�ently to
sat�sfy h�s fellows but not to sat�sfy h�mself. He had been perturbed
always by a feel�ng of unrest, had heard always the call of someth�ng
from beyond, and had wandered on through l�fe seek�ng �t unt�l he
found books and art and love. And here he was, �n the m�dst of all
th�s, the only one of all the comrades he had adventured w�th who
could have made themselves el�g�ble for the �ns�de of the Morse
home.

But such thoughts and v�s�ons d�d not prevent h�m from follow�ng
Professor Caldwell closely. And as he followed, comprehend�ngly
and cr�t�cally, he noted the unbroken f�eld of the other’s knowledge.
As for h�mself, from moment to moment the conversat�on showed
h�m gaps and open stretches, whole subjects w�th wh�ch he was
unfam�l�ar. Nevertheless, thanks to h�s Spencer, he saw that he



possessed the outl�nes of the f�eld of knowledge. It was a matter only
of t�me, when he would f�ll �n the outl�ne. Then watch out, he thought
—’ware shoal, everybody! He felt l�ke s�tt�ng at the feet of the
professor, worsh�pful and absorbent; but, as he l�stened, he began to
d�scern a weakness �n the other’s judgments—a weakness so stray
and elus�ve that he m�ght not have caught �t had �t not been ever
present. And when he d�d catch �t, he leapt to equal�ty at once.

Ruth came up to them a second t�me, just as Mart�n began to
speak.

“I’ll tell you where you are wrong, or, rather, what weakens your
judgments,” he sa�d. “You lack b�ology. It has no place �n your
scheme of th�ngs.—Oh, I mean the real �nterpretat�ve b�ology, from
the ground up, from the laboratory and the test-tube and the v�tal�zed
�norgan�c r�ght on up to the w�dest aesthet�c and soc�olog�cal
general�zat�ons.”

Ruth was appalled. She had sat two lecture courses under
Professor Caldwell and looked up to h�m as the l�v�ng repos�tory of all
knowledge.

“I scarcely follow you,” he sa�d dub�ously.
Mart�n was not so sure but what he had followed h�m.
“Then I’ll try to expla�n,” he sa�d. “I remember read�ng �n Egypt�an

h�story someth�ng to the effect that understand�ng could not be had
of Egypt�an art w�thout f�rst study�ng the land quest�on.”

“Qu�te r�ght,” the professor nodded.
“And �t seems to me,” Mart�n cont�nued, “that knowledge of the

land quest�on, �n turn, of all quest�ons, for that matter, cannot be had
w�thout prev�ous knowledge of the stuff and the const�tut�on of l�fe.
How can we understand laws and �nst�tut�ons, rel�g�ons and customs,
w�thout understand�ng, not merely the nature of the creatures that
made them, but the nature of the stuff out of wh�ch the creatures are
made? Is l�terature less human than the arch�tecture and sculpture of
Egypt? Is there one th�ng �n the known un�verse that �s not subject to
the law of evolut�on?—Oh, I know there �s an elaborate evolut�on of
the var�ous arts la�d down, but �t seems to me to be too mechan�cal.
The human h�mself �s left out. The evolut�on of the tool, of the harp,



of mus�c and song and dance, are all beaut�fully elaborated; but how
about the evolut�on of the human h�mself, the development of the
bas�c and �ntr�ns�c parts that were �n h�m before he made h�s f�rst tool
or g�bbered h�s f�rst chant? It �s that wh�ch you do not cons�der, and
wh�ch I call b�ology. It �s b�ology �n �ts largest aspects.

“I know I express myself �ncoherently, but I’ve tr�ed to hammer out
the �dea. It came to me as you were talk�ng, so I was not pr�med and
ready to del�ver �t. You spoke yourself of the human fra�lty that
prevented one from tak�ng all the factors �nto cons�derat�on. And you,
�n turn,—or so �t seems to me,—leave out the b�olog�cal factor, the
very stuff out of wh�ch has been spun the fabr�c of all the arts, the
warp and the woof of all human act�ons and ach�evements.”

To Ruth’s amazement, Mart�n was not �mmed�ately crushed, and
that the professor repl�ed �n the way he d�d struck her as forbearance
for Mart�n’s youth. Professor Caldwell sat for a full m�nute, s�lent and
f�nger�ng h�s watch cha�n.

“Do you know,” he sa�d at last, “I’ve had that same cr�t�c�sm
passed on me once before—by a very great man, a sc�ent�st and
evolut�on�st, Joseph Le Conte. But he �s dead, and I thought to
rema�n undetected; and now you come along and expose me.
Ser�ously, though—and th�s �s confess�on—I th�nk there �s someth�ng
�n your content�on—a great deal, �n fact. I am too class�cal, not
enough up-to-date �n the �nterpretat�ve branches of sc�ence, and I
can only plead the d�sadvantages of my educat�on and a
temperamental slothfulness that prevents me from do�ng the work. I
wonder �f you’ll bel�eve that I’ve never been �ns�de a phys�cs or
chem�stry laboratory? It �s true, nevertheless. Le Conte was r�ght,
and so are you, Mr. Eden, at least to an extent—how much I do not
know.”

Ruth drew Mart�n away w�th her on a pretext; when she had got
h�m as�de, wh�sper�ng:-

“You shouldn’t have monopol�zed Professor Caldwell that way.
There may be others who want to talk w�th h�m.”

“My m�stake,” Mart�n adm�tted contr�tely. “But I’d got h�m st�rred up,
and he was so �nterest�ng that I d�d not th�nk. Do you know, he �s the
br�ghtest, the most �ntellectual, man I have ever talked w�th. And I’ll



tell you someth�ng else. I once thought that everybody who went to
un�vers�t�es, or who sat �n the h�gh places �n soc�ety, was just as
br�ll�ant and �ntell�gent as he.”

“He’s an except�on,” she answered.
“I should say so. Whom do you want me to talk to now?—Oh, say,

br�ng me up aga�nst that cash�er-fellow.”
Mart�n talked for f�fteen m�nutes w�th h�m, nor could Ruth have

w�shed better behav�or on her lover’s part. Not once d�d h�s eyes
flash nor h�s cheeks flush, wh�le the calmness and po�se w�th wh�ch
he talked surpr�sed her. But �n Mart�n’s est�mat�on the whole tr�be of
bank cash�ers fell a few hundred per cent, and for the rest of the
even�ng he labored under the �mpress�on that bank cash�ers and
talkers of plat�tudes were synonymous phrases. The army off�cer he
found good-natured and s�mple, a healthy, wholesome young fellow,
content to occupy the place �n l�fe �nto wh�ch b�rth and luck had flung
h�m. On learn�ng that he had completed two years �n the un�vers�ty,
Mart�n was puzzled to know where he had stored �t away.
Nevertheless Mart�n l�ked h�m better than the plat�tud�nous bank
cash�er.

“I really don’t object to plat�tudes,” he told Ruth later; “but what
worr�es me �nto nervousness �s the pompous, smugly complacent,
super�or cert�tude w�th wh�ch they are uttered and the t�me taken to
do �t. Why, I could g�ve that man the whole h�story of the Reformat�on
�n the t�me he took to tell me that the Un�on-Labor Party had fused
w�th the Democrats. Do you know, he sk�ns h�s words as a
profess�onal poker-player sk�ns the cards that are dealt out to h�m.
Some day I’ll show you what I mean.”

“I’m sorry you don’t l�ke h�m,” was her reply. “He’s a favor�te of Mr.
Butler’s. Mr. Butler says he �s safe and honest—calls h�m the Rock,
Peter, and says that upon h�m any bank�ng �nst�tut�on can well be
bu�lt.”

“I don’t doubt �t—from the l�ttle I saw of h�m and the less I heard
from h�m; but I don’t th�nk so much of banks as I d�d. You don’t m�nd
my speak�ng my m�nd th�s way, dear?”

“No, no; �t �s most �nterest�ng.”



“Yes,” Mart�n went on heart�ly, “I’m no more than a barbar�an
gett�ng my f�rst �mpress�ons of c�v�l�zat�on. Such �mpress�ons must be
enterta�n�ngly novel to the c�v�l�zed person.”

“What d�d you th�nk of my cous�ns?” Ruth quer�ed.
“I l�ked them better than the other women. There’s plenty of fun �n

them along w�th pauc�ty of pretence.”
“Then you d�d l�ke the other women?”
He shook h�s head.
“That soc�al-settlement woman �s no more than a soc�olog�cal poll-

parrot. I swear, �f you w�nnowed her out between the stars, l�ke
Toml�nson, there would be found �n her not one or�g�nal thought. As
for the portra�t-pa�nter, she was a pos�t�ve bore. She’d make a good
w�fe for the cash�er. And the mus�c�an woman! I don’t care how
n�mble her f�ngers are, how perfect her techn�que, how wonderful her
express�on—the fact �s, she knows noth�ng about mus�c.”

“She plays beaut�fully,” Ruth protested.
“Yes, she’s undoubtedly gymnast�c �n the externals of mus�c, but

the �ntr�ns�c sp�r�t of mus�c �s unguessed by her. I asked her what
mus�c meant to her—you know I’m always cur�ous to know that
part�cular th�ng; and she d�d not know what �t meant to her, except
that she adored �t, that �t was the greatest of the arts, and that �t
meant more than l�fe to her.”

“You were mak�ng them talk shop,” Ruth charged h�m.
“I confess �t. And �f they were fa�lures on shop, �mag�ne my

suffer�ngs �f they had d�scoursed on other subjects. Why, I used to
th�nk that up here, where all the advantages of culture were enjoyed
—” He paused for a moment, and watched the youthful shade of
h�mself, �n st�ff-r�m and square-cut, enter the door and swagger
across the room. “As I was say�ng, up here I thought all men and
women were br�ll�ant and rad�ant. But now, from what l�ttle I’ve seen
of them, they str�ke me as a pack of n�nn�es, most of them, and
n�nety percent of the rema�nder as bores. Now there’s Professor
Caldwell—he’s d�fferent. He’s a man, every �nch of h�m and every
atom of h�s gray matter.”

Ruth’s face br�ghtened.



“Tell me about h�m,” she urged. “Not what �s large and br�ll�ant—I
know those qual�t�es; but whatever you feel �s adverse. I am most
cur�ous to know.”

“Perhaps I’ll get myself �n a p�ckle.” Mart�n debated humorously for
a moment. “Suppose you tell me f�rst. Or maybe you f�nd �n h�m
noth�ng less than the best.”

“I attended two lecture courses under h�m, and I have known h�m
for two years; that �s why I am anx�ous for your f�rst �mpress�on.”

“Bad �mpress�on, you mean? Well, here goes. He �s all the f�ne
th�ngs you th�nk about h�m, I guess. At least, he �s the f�nest
spec�men of �ntellectual man I have met; but he �s a man w�th a
secret shame.”

“Oh, no, no!” he hastened to cry. “Noth�ng paltry nor vulgar. What I
mean �s that he str�kes me as a man who has gone to the bottom of
th�ngs, and �s so afra�d of what he saw that he makes bel�eve to
h�mself that he never saw �t. Perhaps that’s not the clearest way to
express �t. Here’s another way. A man who has found the path to the
h�dden temple but has not followed �t; who has, perhaps, caught
gl�mpses of the temple and str�ven afterward to conv�nce h�mself that
�t was only a m�rage of fol�age. Yet another way. A man who could
have done th�ngs but who placed no value on the do�ng, and who, all
the t�me, �n h�s �nnermost heart, �s regrett�ng that he has not done
them; who has secretly laughed at the rewards for do�ng, and yet,
st�ll more secretly, has yearned for the rewards and for the joy of
do�ng.”

“I don’t read h�m that way,” she sa�d. “And for that matter, I don’t
see just what you mean.”

“It �s only a vague feel�ng on my part,” Mart�n tempor�zed. “I have
no reason for �t. It �s only a feel�ng, and most l�kely �t �s wrong. You
certa�nly should know h�m better than I.”

From the even�ng at Ruth’s Mart�n brought away w�th h�m strange
confus�ons and confl�ct�ng feel�ngs. He was d�sappo�nted �n h�s goal,
�n the persons he had cl�mbed to be w�th. On the other hand, he was
encouraged w�th h�s success. The cl�mb had been eas�er than he
expected. He was super�or to the cl�mb, and (he d�d not, w�th false
modesty, h�de �t from h�mself) he was super�or to the be�ngs among



whom he had cl�mbed—w�th the except�on, of course, of Professor
Caldwell. About l�fe and the books he knew more than they, and he
wondered �nto what nooks and crann�es they had cast as�de the�r
educat�ons. He d�d not know that he was h�mself possessed of
unusual bra�n v�gor; nor d�d he know that the persons who were
g�ven to prob�ng the depths and to th�nk�ng ult�mate thoughts were
not to be found �n the draw�ng rooms of the world’s Morses; nor d�d
he dream that such persons were as lonely eagles sa�l�ng sol�tary �n
the azure sky far above the earth and �ts swarm�ng fre�ght of
gregar�ous l�fe.



CHAPTER XXVIII.

But success had lost Mart�n’s address, and her messengers no
longer came to h�s door. For twenty-f�ve days, work�ng Sundays and
hol�days, he to�led on “The Shame of the Sun,” a long essay of some
th�rty thousand words. It was a del�berate attack on the myst�c�sm of
the Maeterl�nck school—an attack from the c�tadel of pos�t�ve
sc�ence upon the wonder-dreamers, but an attack nevertheless that
reta�ned much of beauty and wonder of the sort compat�ble w�th
ascerta�ned fact. It was a l�ttle later that he followed up the attack
w�th two short essays, “The Wonder-Dreamers” and “The Yardst�ck
of the Ego.” And on essays, long and short, he began to pay the
travell�ng expenses from magaz�ne to magaz�ne.

Dur�ng the twenty-f�ve days spent on “The Shame of the Sun,” he
sold hack-work to the extent of s�x dollars and f�fty cents. A joke had
brought �n f�fty cents, and a second one, sold to a h�gh-grade com�c
weekly, had fetched a dollar. Then two humorous poems had earned
two dollars and three dollars respect�vely. As a result, hav�ng
exhausted h�s cred�t w�th the tradesmen (though he had �ncreased
h�s cred�t w�th the grocer to f�ve dollars), h�s wheel and su�t of clothes
went back to the pawnbroker. The type-wr�ter people were aga�n
clamor�ng for money, �ns�stently po�nt�ng out that accord�ng to the
agreement rent was to be pa�d str�ctly �n advance.

Encouraged by h�s several small sales, Mart�n went back to hack-
work. Perhaps there was a l�v�ng �n �t, after all. Stored away under
h�s table were the twenty stor�ettes wh�ch had been rejected by the
newspaper short-story synd�cate. He read them over �n order to f�nd
out how not to wr�te newspaper stor�ettes, and so do�ng, reasoned
out the perfect formula. He found that the newspaper stor�ette should
never be trag�c, should never end unhapp�ly, and should never



conta�n beauty of language, subtlety of thought, nor real del�cacy of
sent�ment. Sent�ment �t must conta�n, plenty of �t, pure and noble, of
the sort that �n h�s own early youth had brought h�s applause from
“n�gger heaven”—the “For-God-my-country-and-the-Czar” and “I-
may-be-poor-but-I-am-honest” brand of sent�ment.

Hav�ng learned such precaut�ons, Mart�n consulted “The Duchess”
for tone, and proceeded to m�x accord�ng to formula. The formula
cons�sts of three parts: (1) a pa�r of lovers are jarred apart; (2) by
some deed or event they are reun�ted; (3) marr�age bells. The th�rd
part was an unvary�ng quant�ty, but the f�rst and second parts could
be var�ed an �nf�n�te number of t�mes. Thus, the pa�r of lovers could
be jarred apart by m�sunderstood mot�ves, by acc�dent of fate, by
jealous r�vals, by �rate parents, by crafty guard�ans, by schem�ng
relat�ves, and so forth and so forth; they could be reun�ted by a brave
deed of the man lover, by a s�m�lar deed of the woman lover, by
change of heart �n one lover or the other, by forced confess�on of
crafty guard�an, schem�ng relat�ve, or jealous r�val, by voluntary
confess�on of same, by d�scovery of some unguessed secret, by
lover storm�ng g�rl’s heart, by lover mak�ng long and noble self-
sacr�f�ce, and so on, endlessly. It was very fetch�ng to make the g�rl
propose �n the course of be�ng reun�ted, and Mart�n d�scovered, b�t
by b�t, other dec�dedly p�quant and fetch�ng ruses. But marr�age bells
at the end was the one th�ng he could take no l�bert�es w�th; though
the heavens rolled up as a scroll and the stars fell, the wedd�ng bells
must go on r�ng�ng just the same. In quant�ty, the formula prescr�bed
twelve hundred words m�n�mum dose, f�fteen hundred words
max�mum dose.

Before he got very far along �n the art of the stor�ette, Mart�n
worked out half a dozen stock forms, wh�ch he always consulted
when construct�ng stor�ettes. These forms were l�ke the cunn�ng
tables used by mathemat�c�ans, wh�ch may be entered from top,
bottom, r�ght, and left, wh�ch entrances cons�st of scores of l�nes and
dozens of columns, and from wh�ch may be drawn, w�thout
reason�ng or th�nk�ng, thousands of d�fferent conclus�ons, all
unchallengably prec�se and true. Thus, �n the course of half an hour
w�th h�s forms, Mart�n could frame up a dozen or so stor�ettes, wh�ch
he put as�de and f�lled �n at h�s conven�ence. He found that he could



f�ll one �n, after a day of ser�ous work, �n the hour before go�ng to
bed. As he later confessed to Ruth, he could almost do �t �n h�s
sleep. The real work was �n construct�ng the frames, and that was
merely mechan�cal.

He had no doubt whatever of the eff�cacy of h�s formula, and for
once he knew the ed�tor�al m�nd when he sa�d pos�t�vely to h�mself
that the f�rst two he sent off would br�ng checks. And checks they
brought, for four dollars each, at the end of twelve days.

In the meant�me he was mak�ng fresh and alarm�ng d�scover�es
concern�ng the magaz�nes. Though the Transcont�nental had
publ�shed “The R�ng of Bells,” no check was forthcom�ng. Mart�n
needed �t, and he wrote for �t. An evas�ve answer and a request for
more of h�s work was all he rece�ved. He had gone hungry two days
wa�t�ng for the reply, and �t was then that he put h�s wheel back �n
pawn. He wrote regularly, tw�ce a week, to the Transcont�nental for
h�s f�ve dollars, though �t was only sem�-occas�onally that he el�c�ted
a reply. He d�d not know that the Transcont�nental had been
stagger�ng along precar�ously for years, that �t was a fourth-rater, or
tenth-rater, w�thout stand�ng, w�th a crazy c�rculat�on that partly
rested on petty bully�ng and partly on patr�ot�c appeal�ng, and w�th
advert�sements that were scarcely more than char�table donat�ons.
Nor d�d he know that the Transcont�nental was the sole l�vel�hood of
the ed�tor and the bus�ness manager, and that they could wr�ng the�r
l�vel�hood out of �t only by mov�ng to escape pay�ng rent and by
never pay�ng any b�ll they could evade. Nor could he have guessed
that the part�cular f�ve dollars that belonged to h�m had been
appropr�ated by the bus�ness manager for the pa�nt�ng of h�s house
�n Alameda, wh�ch pa�nt�ng he performed h�mself, on week-day
afternoons, because he could not afford to pay un�on wages and
because the f�rst scab he had employed had had a ladder jerked out
from under h�m and been sent to the hosp�tal w�th a broken collar-
bone.

The ten dollars for wh�ch Mart�n had sold “Treasure Hunters” to the
Ch�cago newspaper d�d not come to hand. The art�cle had been
publ�shed, as he had ascerta�ned at the f�le �n the Central Read�ng-
room, but no word could he get from the ed�tor. H�s letters were



�gnored. To sat�sfy h�mself that they had been rece�ved, he reg�stered
several of them. It was noth�ng less than robbery, he concluded—a
cold-blooded steal; wh�le he starved, he was p�lfered of h�s
merchand�se, of h�s goods, the sale of wh�ch was the sole way of
gett�ng bread to eat.

Youth and Age was a weekly, and �t had publ�shed two-th�rds of h�s
twenty-one-thousand-word ser�al when �t went out of bus�ness. W�th
�t went all hopes of gett�ng h�s s�xteen dollars.

To cap the s�tuat�on, “The Pot,” wh�ch he looked upon as one of
the best th�ngs he had wr�tten, was lost to h�m. In despa�r, cast�ng
about frant�cally among the magaz�nes, he had sent �t to The B�llow,
a soc�ety weekly �n San Franc�sco. H�s ch�ef reason for subm�tt�ng �t
to that publ�cat�on was that, hav�ng only to travel across the bay from
Oakland, a qu�ck dec�s�on could be reached. Two weeks later he was
overjoyed to see, �n the latest number on the news-stand, h�s story
pr�nted �n full, �llustrated, and �n the place of honor. He went home
w�th leap�ng pulse, wonder�ng how much they would pay h�m for one
of the best th�ngs he had done. Also, the celer�ty w�th wh�ch �t had
been accepted and publ�shed was a pleasant thought to h�m. That
the ed�tor had not �nformed h�m of the acceptance made the surpr�se
more complete. After wa�t�ng a week, two weeks, and half a week
longer, desperat�on conquered d�ff�dence, and he wrote to the ed�tor
of The B�llow, suggest�ng that poss�bly through some negl�gence of
the bus�ness manager h�s l�ttle account had been overlooked.

Even �f �t �sn’t more than f�ve dollars, Mart�n thought to h�mself, �t
w�ll buy enough beans and pea-soup to enable me to wr�te half a
dozen l�ke �t, and poss�bly as good.

Back came a cool letter from the ed�tor that at least el�c�ted
Mart�n’s adm�rat�on.

“We thank you,” �t ran, “for your excellent contr�but�on. All of us �n
the off�ce enjoyed �t �mmensely, and, as you see, �t was g�ven the
place of honor and �mmed�ate publ�cat�on. We earnestly hope that
you l�ked the �llustrat�ons.

“On reread�ng your letter �t seems to us that you are labor�ng
under the m�sapprehens�on that we pay for unsol�c�ted manuscr�pts.
Th�s �s not our custom, and of course yours was unsol�c�ted. We



assumed, naturally, when we rece�ved your story, that you
understood the s�tuat�on. We can only deeply regret th�s unfortunate
m�sunderstand�ng, and assure you of our unfa�l�ng regard. Aga�n,
thank�ng you for your k�nd contr�but�on, and hop�ng to rece�ve more
from you �n the near future, we rema�n, etc.”

There was also a postscr�pt to the effect that though The B�llow
carr�ed no free-l�st, �t took great pleasure �n send�ng h�m a
compl�mentary subscr�pt�on for the ensu�ng year.

After that exper�ence, Mart�n typed at the top of the f�rst sheet of all
h�s manuscr�pts: “Subm�tted at your usual rate.”

Some day, he consoled h�mself, they w�ll be subm�tted at my usual
rate.

He d�scovered �n h�mself, at th�s per�od, a pass�on for perfect�on,
under the sway of wh�ch he rewrote and pol�shed “The Jostl�ng
Street,” “The W�ne of L�fe,” “Joy,” the “Sea Lyr�cs,” and others of h�s
earl�er work. As of old, n�neteen hours of labor a day was all too l�ttle
to su�t h�m. He wrote prod�g�ously, and he read prod�g�ously,
forgett�ng �n h�s to�l the pangs caused by g�v�ng up h�s tobacco.
Ruth’s prom�sed cure for the hab�t, flamboyantly labelled, he stowed
away �n the most �naccess�ble corner of h�s bureau. Espec�ally dur�ng
h�s stretches of fam�ne he suffered from lack of the weed; but no
matter how often he mastered the crav�ng, �t rema�ned w�th h�m as
strong as ever. He regarded �t as the b�ggest th�ng he had ever
ach�eved. Ruth’s po�nt of v�ew was that he was do�ng no more than
was r�ght. She brought h�m the ant�-tobacco remedy, purchased out
of her glove money, and �n a few days forgot all about �t.

H�s mach�ne-made stor�ettes, though he hated them and der�ded
them, were successful. By means of them he redeemed all h�s
pledges, pa�d most of h�s b�lls, and bought a new set of t�res for h�s
wheel. The stor�ettes at least kept the pot a-bo�l�ng and gave h�m
t�me for amb�t�ous work; wh�le the one th�ng that upheld h�m was the
forty dollars he had rece�ved from The Wh�te Mouse. He anchored
h�s fa�th to that, and was conf�dent that the really f�rst-class
magaz�nes would pay an unknown wr�ter at least an equal rate, �f not
a better one. But the th�ng was, how to get �nto the f�rst-class
magaz�nes. H�s best stor�es, essays, and poems went begg�ng



among them, and yet, each month, he read reams of dull, prosy,
�nart�st�c stuff between all the�r var�ous covers. If only one ed�tor, he
somet�mes thought, would descend from h�s h�gh seat of pr�de to
wr�te me one cheer�ng l�ne! No matter �f my work �s unusual, no
matter �f �t �s unf�t, for prudent�al reasons, for the�r pages, surely there
must be some sparks �n �t, somewhere, a few, to warm them to some
sort of apprec�at�on. And thereupon he would get out one or another
of h�s manuscr�pts, such as “Adventure,” and read �t over and over �n
a va�n attempt to v�nd�cate the ed�tor�al s�lence.

As the sweet Cal�forn�a spr�ng came on, h�s per�od of plenty came
to an end. For several weeks he had been worr�ed by a strange
s�lence on the part of the newspaper stor�ette synd�cate. Then, one
day, came back to h�m through the ma�l ten of h�s �mmaculate
mach�ne-made stor�ettes. They were accompan�ed by a br�ef letter to
the effect that the synd�cate was overstocked, and that some months
would elapse before �t would be �n the market aga�n for manuscr�pts.
Mart�n had even been extravagant on the strength of those ten
stor�ettes. Toward the last the synd�cate had been pay�ng h�m f�ve
dollars each for them and accept�ng every one he sent. So he had
looked upon the ten as good as sold, and he had l�ved accord�ngly,
on a bas�s of f�fty dollars �n the bank. So �t was that he entered
abruptly upon a lean per�od, where�n he cont�nued sell�ng h�s earl�er
efforts to publ�cat�ons that would not pay and subm�tt�ng h�s later
work to magaz�nes that would not buy. Also, he resumed h�s tr�ps to
the pawn-broker down �n Oakland. A few jokes and snatches of
humorous verse, sold to the New York weekl�es, made ex�stence
barely poss�ble for h�m. It was at th�s t�me that he wrote letters of
�nqu�ry to the several great monthly and quarterly rev�ews, and
learned �n reply that they rarely cons�dered unsol�c�ted art�cles, and
that most of the�r contents were wr�tten upon order by well-known
spec�al�sts who were author�t�es �n the�r var�ous f�elds.



CHAPTER XXIX.

It was a hard summer for Mart�n. Manuscr�pt readers and ed�tors
were away on vacat�on, and publ�cat�ons that ord�nar�ly returned a
dec�s�on �n three weeks now reta�ned h�s manuscr�pt for three
months or more. The consolat�on he drew from �t was that a sav�ng
�n postage was effected by the deadlock. Only the robber-
publ�cat�ons seemed to rema�n act�vely �n bus�ness, and to them
Mart�n d�sposed of all h�s early efforts, such as “Pearl-d�v�ng,” “The
Sea as a Career,” “Turtle-catch�ng,” and “The Northeast Trades.” For
these manuscr�pts he never rece�ved a penny. It �s true, after s�x
months’ correspondence, he effected a comprom�se, whereby he
rece�ved a safety razor for “Turtle-catch�ng,” and that The Acropol�s,
hav�ng agreed to g�ve h�m f�ve dollars cash and f�ve yearly
subscr�pt�ons: for “The Northeast Trades,” fulf�lled the second part of
the agreement.

For a sonnet on Stevenson he managed to wr�ng two dollars out of
a Boston ed�tor who was runn�ng a magaz�ne w�th a Matthew Arnold
taste and a penny-dreadful purse. “The Per� and the Pearl,” a clever
sk�t of a poem of two hundred l�nes, just f�n�shed, wh�te hot from h�s
bra�n, won the heart of the ed�tor of a San Franc�sco magaz�ne
publ�shed �n the �nterest of a great ra�lroad. When the ed�tor wrote,
offer�ng h�m payment �n transportat�on, Mart�n wrote back to �nqu�re �f
the transportat�on was transferable. It was not, and so, be�ng
prevented from peddl�ng �t, he asked for the return of the poem. Back
�t came, w�th the ed�tor’s regrets, and Mart�n sent �t to San Franc�sco
aga�n, th�s t�me to The Hornet, a pretent�ous monthly that had been
fanned �nto a constellat�on of the f�rst magn�tude by the br�ll�ant
journal�st who founded �t. But The Hornet’s l�ght had begun to d�m
long before Mart�n was born. The ed�tor prom�sed Mart�n f�fteen



dollars for the poem, but, when �t was publ�shed, seemed to forget
about �t. Several of h�s letters be�ng �gnored, Mart�n �nd�cted an angry
one wh�ch drew a reply. It was wr�tten by a new ed�tor, who coolly
�nformed Mart�n that he decl�ned to be held respons�ble for the old
ed�tor’s m�stakes, and that he d�d not th�nk much of “The Per� and the
Pearl” anyway.

But The Globe, a Ch�cago magaz�ne, gave Mart�n the most cruel
treatment of all. He had refra�ned from offer�ng h�s “Sea Lyr�cs” for
publ�cat�on, unt�l dr�ven to �t by starvat�on. After hav�ng been rejected
by a dozen magaz�nes, they had come to rest �n The Globe off�ce.
There were th�rty poems �n the collect�on, and he was to rece�ve a
dollar ap�ece for them. The f�rst month four were publ�shed, and he
promptly rece�ved a check for four dollars; but when he looked over
the magaz�ne, he was appalled at the slaughter. In some cases the
t�tles had been altered: “F�n�s,” for �nstance, be�ng changed to “The
F�n�sh,” and “The Song of the Outer Reef” to “The Song of the Coral
Reef.” In one case, an absolutely d�fferent t�tle, a m�sappropr�ate t�tle,
was subst�tuted. In place of h�s own, “Medusa L�ghts,” the ed�tor had
pr�nted, “The Backward Track.” But the slaughter �n the body of the
poems was terr�fy�ng. Mart�n groaned and sweated and thrust h�s
hands through h�s ha�r. Phrases, l�nes, and stanzas were cut out,
�nterchanged, or juggled about �n the most �ncomprehens�ble
manner. Somet�mes l�nes and stanzas not h�s own were subst�tuted
for h�s. He could not bel�eve that a sane ed�tor could be gu�lty of such
maltreatment, and h�s favor�te hypothes�s was that h�s poems must
have been doctored by the off�ce boy or the stenographer. Mart�n
wrote �mmed�ately, begg�ng the ed�tor to cease publ�sh�ng the lyr�cs
and to return them to h�m.

He wrote aga�n and aga�n, begg�ng, entreat�ng, threaten�ng, but
h�s letters were �gnored. Month by month the slaughter went on t�ll
the th�rty poems were publ�shed, and month by month he rece�ved a
check for those wh�ch had appeared �n the current number.

Desp�te these var�ous m�sadventures, the memory of the Wh�te
Mouse forty-dollar check susta�ned h�m, though he was dr�ven more
and more to hack-work. He d�scovered a bread-and-butter f�eld �n the
agr�cultural weekl�es and trade journals, though among the rel�g�ous



weekl�es he found he could eas�ly starve. At h�s lowest ebb, when h�s
black su�t was �n pawn, he made a ten-str�ke—or so �t seemed to h�m
—�n a pr�ze contest arranged by the County Comm�ttee of the
Republ�can Party. There were three branches of the contest, and he
entered them all, laugh�ng at h�mself b�tterly the wh�le �n that he was
dr�ven to such stra�ts to l�ve. H�s poem won the f�rst pr�ze of ten
dollars, h�s campa�gn song the second pr�ze of f�ve dollars, h�s essay
on the pr�nc�ples of the Republ�can Party the f�rst pr�ze of twenty-f�ve
dollars. Wh�ch was very grat�fy�ng to h�m unt�l he tr�ed to collect.
Someth�ng had gone wrong �n the County Comm�ttee, and, though a
r�ch banker and a state senator were members of �t, the money was
not forthcom�ng. Wh�le th�s affa�r was hang�ng f�re, he proved that he
understood the pr�nc�ples of the Democrat�c Party by w�nn�ng the f�rst
pr�ze for h�s essay �n a s�m�lar contest. And, moreover, he rece�ved
the money, twenty-f�ve dollars. But the forty dollars won �n the f�rst
contest he never rece�ved.

Dr�ven to sh�fts �n order to see Ruth, and dec�d�ng that the long
walk from north Oakland to her house and back aga�n consumed too
much t�me, he kept h�s black su�t �n pawn �n place of h�s b�cycle. The
latter gave h�m exerc�se, saved h�m hours of t�me for work, and
enabled h�m to see Ruth just the same. A pa�r of knee duck trousers
and an old sweater made h�m a presentable wheel costume, so that
he could go w�th Ruth on afternoon r�des. Bes�des, he no longer had
opportun�ty to see much of her �n her own home, where Mrs. Morse
was thoroughly prosecut�ng her campa�gn of enterta�nment. The
exalted be�ngs he met there, and to whom he had looked up but a
short t�me before, now bored h�m. They were no longer exalted. He
was nervous and �rr�table, what of h�s hard t�mes, d�sappo�ntments,
and close appl�cat�on to work, and the conversat�on of such people
was madden�ng. He was not unduly egot�st�c. He measured the
narrowness of the�r m�nds by the m�nds of the th�nkers �n the books
he read. At Ruth’s home he never met a large m�nd, w�th the
except�on of Professor Caldwell, and Caldwell he had met there only
once. As for the rest, they were numskulls, n�nn�es, superf�c�al,
dogmat�c, and �gnorant. It was the�r �gnorance that astounded h�m.
What was the matter w�th them? What had they done w�th the�r



educat�ons? They had had access to the same books he had. How
d�d �t happen that they had drawn noth�ng from them?

He knew that the great m�nds, the deep and rat�onal th�nkers,
ex�sted. He had h�s proofs from the books, the books that had
educated h�m beyond the Morse standard. And he knew that h�gher
�ntellects than those of the Morse c�rcle were to be found �n the
world. He read Engl�sh soc�ety novels, where�n he caught gl�mpses
of men and women talk�ng pol�t�cs and ph�losophy. And he read of
salons �n great c�t�es, even �n the Un�ted States, where art and
�ntellect congregated. Fool�shly, �n the past, he had conce�ved that all
well-groomed persons above the work�ng class were persons w�th
power of �ntellect and v�gor of beauty. Culture and collars had gone
together, to h�m, and he had been dece�ved �nto bel�ev�ng that
college educat�ons and mastery were the same th�ngs.

Well, he would f�ght h�s way on and up h�gher. And he would take
Ruth w�th h�m. Her he dearly loved, and he was conf�dent that she
would sh�ne anywhere. As �t was clear to h�m that he had been
hand�capped by h�s early env�ronment, so now he perce�ved that she
was s�m�larly hand�capped. She had not had a chance to expand.
The books on her father’s shelves, the pa�nt�ngs on the walls, the
mus�c on the p�ano—all was just so much meretr�c�ous d�splay. To
real l�terature, real pa�nt�ng, real mus�c, the Morses and the�r k�nd,
were dead. And b�gger than such th�ngs was l�fe, of wh�ch they were
densely, hopelessly �gnorant. In sp�te of the�r Un�tar�an procl�v�t�es
and the�r masks of conservat�ve broadm�ndedness, they were two
generat�ons beh�nd �nterpretat�ve sc�ence: the�r mental processes
were med�aeval, wh�le the�r th�nk�ng on the ult�mate data of ex�stence
and of the un�verse struck h�m as the same metaphys�cal method
that was as young as the youngest race, as old as the cave-man,
and older—the same that moved the f�rst Ple�stocene ape-man to
fear the dark; that moved the f�rst hasty Hebrew savage to �ncarnate
Eve from Adam’s r�b; that moved Descartes to bu�ld an �deal�st�c
system of the un�verse out of the project�ons of h�s own puny ego;
and that moved the famous Br�t�sh eccles�ast�c to denounce
evolut�on �n sat�re so scath�ng as to w�n �mmed�ate applause and
leave h�s name a notor�ous scrawl on the page of h�story.



So Mart�n thought, and he thought further, t�ll �t dawned upon h�m
that the d�fference between these lawyers, off�cers, bus�ness men,
and bank cash�ers he had met and the members of the work�ng class
he had known was on a par w�th the d�fference �n the food they ate,
clothes they wore, ne�ghborhoods �n wh�ch they l�ved. Certa�nly, �n all
of them was lack�ng the someth�ng more wh�ch he found �n h�mself
and �n the books. The Morses had shown h�m the best the�r soc�al
pos�t�on could produce, and he was not �mpressed by �t. A pauper
h�mself, a slave to the money-lender, he knew h�mself the super�or of
those he met at the Morses’; and, when h�s one decent su�t of
clothes was out of pawn, he moved among them a lord of l�fe,
qu�ver�ng w�th a sense of outrage ak�n to what a pr�nce would suffer
�f condemned to l�ve w�th goat-herds.

“You hate and fear the soc�al�sts,” he remarked to Mr. Morse, one
even�ng at d�nner; “but why? You know ne�ther them nor the�r
doctr�nes.”

The conversat�on had been swung �n that d�rect�on by Mrs. Morse,
who had been �nv�d�ously s�ng�ng the pra�ses of Mr. Hapgood. The
cash�er was Mart�n’s black beast, and h�s temper was a tr�fle short
where the talker of plat�tudes was concerned.

“Yes,” he had sa�d, “Charley Hapgood �s what they call a r�s�ng
young man—somebody told me as much. And �t �s true. He’ll make
the Governor’s Cha�r before he d�es, and, who knows? maybe the
Un�ted States Senate.”

“What makes you th�nk so?” Mrs. Morse had �nqu�red.
“I’ve heard h�m make a campa�gn speech. It was so cleverly stup�d

and unor�g�nal, and also so conv�nc�ng, that the leaders cannot help
but regard h�m as safe and sure, wh�le h�s plat�tudes are so much
l�ke the plat�tudes of the average voter that—oh, well, you know you
flatter any man by dress�ng up h�s own thoughts for h�m and
present�ng them to h�m.”

“I actually th�nk you are jealous of Mr. Hapgood,” Ruth had ch�med
�n.

“Heaven forb�d!”



The look of horror on Mart�n’s face st�rred Mrs. Morse to
bell�gerence.

“You surely don’t mean to say that Mr. Hapgood �s stup�d?” she
demanded �c�ly.

“No more than the average Republ�can,” was the retort, “or
average Democrat, e�ther. They are all stup�d when they are not
crafty, and very few of them are crafty. The only w�se Republ�cans
are the m�ll�onna�res and the�r consc�ous henchmen. They know
wh�ch s�de the�r bread �s buttered on, and they know why.”

“I am a Republ�can,” Mr. Morse put �n l�ghtly. “Pray, how do you
class�fy me?”

“Oh, you are an unconsc�ous henchman.”
“Henchman?”
“Why, yes. You do corporat�on work. You have no work�ng-class

nor cr�m�nal pract�ce. You don’t depend upon w�fe-beaters and
p�ckpockets for your �ncome. You get your l�vel�hood from the
masters of soc�ety, and whoever feeds a man �s that man’s master.
Yes, you are a henchman. You are �nterested �n advanc�ng the
�nterests of the aggregat�ons of cap�tal you serve.”

Mr. Morse’s face was a tr�fle red.
“I confess, s�r,” he sa�d, “that you talk l�ke a scoundrelly soc�al�st.”
Then �t was that Mart�n made h�s remark:
“You hate and fear the soc�al�sts; but why? You know ne�ther them

nor the�r doctr�nes.”
“Your doctr�ne certa�nly sounds l�ke soc�al�sm,” Mr. Morse repl�ed,

wh�le Ruth gazed anx�ously from one to the other, and Mrs. Morse
beamed happ�ly at the opportun�ty afforded of rous�ng her l�ege lord’s
antagon�sm.

“Because I say Republ�cans are stup�d, and hold that l�berty,
equal�ty, and fratern�ty are exploded bubbles, does not make me a
soc�al�st,” Mart�n sa�d w�th a sm�le. “Because I quest�on Jefferson
and the unsc�ent�f�c Frenchmen who �nformed h�s m�nd, does not
make me a soc�al�st. Bel�eve me, Mr. Morse, you are far nearer
soc�al�sm than I who am �ts avowed enemy.”



“Now you please to be facet�ous,” was all the other could say.
“Not at all. I speak �n all ser�ousness. You st�ll bel�eve �n equal�ty,

and yet you do the work of the corporat�ons, and the corporat�ons,
from day to day, are bus�ly engaged �n bury�ng equal�ty. And you call
me a soc�al�st because I deny equal�ty, because I aff�rm just what you
l�ve up to. The Republ�cans are foes to equal�ty, though most of them
f�ght the battle aga�nst equal�ty w�th the very word �tself the slogan on
the�r l�ps. In the name of equal�ty they destroy equal�ty. That was why
I called them stup�d. As for myself, I am an �nd�v�dual�st. I bel�eve the
race �s to the sw�ft, the battle to the strong. Such �s the lesson I have
learned from b�ology, or at least th�nk I have learned. As I sa�d, I am
an �nd�v�dual�st, and �nd�v�dual�sm �s the hered�tary and eternal foe of
soc�al�sm.”

“But you frequent soc�al�st meet�ngs,” Mr. Morse challenged.
“Certa�nly, just as sp�es frequent host�le camps. How else are you

to learn about the enemy? Bes�des, I enjoy myself at the�r meet�ngs.
They are good f�ghters, and, r�ght or wrong, they have read the
books. Any one of them knows far more about soc�ology and all the
other olog�es than the average capta�n of �ndustry. Yes, I have been
to half a dozen of the�r meet�ngs, but that doesn’t make me a
soc�al�st any more than hear�ng Charley Hapgood orate made me a
Republ�can.”

“I can’t help �t,” Mr. Morse sa�d feebly, “but I st�ll bel�eve you �ncl�ne
that way.”

Bless me, Mart�n thought to h�mself, he doesn’t know what I was
talk�ng about. He hasn’t understood a word of �t. What d�d he do w�th
h�s educat�on, anyway?

Thus, �n h�s development, Mart�n found h�mself face to face w�th
econom�c moral�ty, or the moral�ty of class; and soon �t became to
h�m a gr�sly monster. Personally, he was an �ntellectual moral�st, and
more offend�ng to h�m than plat�tud�nous pompos�ty was the moral�ty
of those about h�m, wh�ch was a cur�ous hotchpotch of the econom�c,
the metaphys�cal, the sent�mental, and the �m�tat�ve.

A sample of th�s cur�ous messy m�xture he encountered nearer
home. H�s s�ster Mar�an had been keep�ng company w�th an
�ndustr�ous young mechan�c, of German extract�on, who, after



thoroughly learn�ng the trade, had set up for h�mself �n a b�cycle-
repa�r shop. Also, hav�ng got the agency for a low-grade make of
wheel, he was prosperous. Mar�an had called on Mart�n �n h�s room a
short t�me before to announce her engagement, dur�ng wh�ch v�s�t
she had playfully �nspected Mart�n’s palm and told h�s fortune. On
her next v�s�t she brought Hermann von Schm�dt along w�th her.
Mart�n d�d the honors and congratulated both of them �n language so
easy and graceful as to affect d�sagreeably the peasant-m�nd of h�s
s�ster’s lover. Th�s bad �mpress�on was further he�ghtened by
Mart�n’s read�ng aloud the half-dozen stanzas of verse w�th wh�ch he
had commemorated Mar�an’s prev�ous v�s�t. It was a b�t of soc�ety
verse, a�ry and del�cate, wh�ch he had named “The Palm�st.” He was
surpr�sed, when he f�n�shed read�ng �t, to note no enjoyment �n h�s
s�ster’s face. Instead, her eyes were f�xed anx�ously upon her
betrothed, and Mart�n, follow�ng her gaze, saw spread on that
worthy’s asymmetr�cal features noth�ng but black and sullen
d�sapproval. The �nc�dent passed over, they made an early
departure, and Mart�n forgot all about �t, though for the moment he
had been puzzled that any woman, even of the work�ng class, should
not have been flattered and del�ghted by hav�ng poetry wr�tten about
her.

Several even�ngs later Mar�an aga�n v�s�ted h�m, th�s t�me alone.
Nor d�d she waste t�me �n com�ng to the po�nt, upbra�d�ng h�m
sorrowfully for what he had done.

“Why, Mar�an,” he ch�ded, “you talk as though you were ashamed
of your relat�ves, or of your brother at any rate.”

“And I am, too,” she blurted out.
Mart�n was bew�ldered by the tears of mort�f�cat�on he saw �n her

eyes. The mood, whatever �t was, was genu�ne.
“But, Mar�an, why should your Hermann be jealous of my wr�t�ng

poetry about my own s�ster?”
“He a�n’t jealous,” she sobbed. “He says �t was �ndecent, ob—

obscene.”
Mart�n em�tted a long, low wh�stle of �ncredul�ty, then proceeded to

resurrect and read a carbon copy of “The Palm�st.”



“I can’t see �t,” he sa�d f�nally, proffer�ng the manuscr�pt to her.
“Read �t yourself and show me whatever str�kes you as obscene—
that was the word, wasn’t �t?”

“He says so, and he ought to know,” was the answer, w�th a wave
as�de of the manuscr�pt, accompan�ed by a look of loath�ng. “And he
says you’ve got to tear �t up. He says he won’t have no w�fe of h�s
w�th such th�ngs wr�tten about her wh�ch anybody can read. He says
�t’s a d�sgrace, an’ he won’t stand for �t.”

“Now, look here, Mar�an, th�s �s noth�ng but nonsense,” Mart�n
began; then abruptly changed h�s m�nd.

He saw before h�m an unhappy g�rl, knew the fut�l�ty of attempt�ng
to conv�nce her husband or her, and, though the whole s�tuat�on was
absurd and preposterous, he resolved to surrender.

“All r�ght,” he announced, tear�ng the manuscr�pt �nto half a dozen
p�eces and throw�ng �t �nto the waste-basket.

He contented h�mself w�th the knowledge that even then the
or�g�nal type-wr�tten manuscr�pt was repos�ng �n the off�ce of a New
York magaz�ne. Mar�an and her husband would never know, and
ne�ther h�mself nor they nor the world would lose �f the pretty,
harmless poem ever were publ�shed.

Mar�an, start�ng to reach �nto the waste-basket, refra�ned.
“Can I?” she pleaded.
He nodded h�s head, regard�ng her thoughtfully as she gathered

the torn p�eces of manuscr�pt and tucked them �nto the pocket of her
jacket—ocular ev�dence of the success of her m�ss�on. She
rem�nded h�m of L�zz�e Connolly, though there was less of f�re and
gorgeous flaunt�ng l�fe �n her than �n that other g�rl of the work�ng
class whom he had seen tw�ce. But they were on a par, the pa�r of
them, �n dress and carr�age, and he sm�led w�th �nward amusement
at the capr�ce of h�s fancy wh�ch suggested the appearance of e�ther
of them �n Mrs. Morse’s draw�ng-room. The amusement faded, and
he was aware of a great lonel�ness. Th�s s�ster of h�s and the Morse
draw�ng-room were m�lestones of the road he had travelled. And he
had left them beh�nd. He glanced affect�onately about h�m at h�s few
books. They were all the comrades left to h�m.



“Hello, what’s that?” he demanded �n startled surpr�se.
Mar�an repeated her quest�on.
“Why don’t I go to work?” He broke �nto a laugh that was only half-

hearted. “That Hermann of yours has been talk�ng to you.”
She shook her head.
“Don’t l�e,” he commanded, and the nod of her head aff�rmed h�s

charge.
“Well, you tell that Hermann of yours to m�nd h�s own bus�ness;

that when I wr�te poetry about the g�rl he’s keep�ng company w�th �t’s
h�s bus�ness, but that outs�de of that he’s got no say so.
Understand?

“So you don’t th�nk I’ll succeed as a wr�ter, eh?” he went on. “You
th�nk I’m no good?—that I’ve fallen down and am a d�sgrace to the
fam�ly?”

“I th�nk �t would be much better �f you got a job,” she sa�d f�rmly,
and he saw she was s�ncere. “Hermann says—”

“Damn Hermann!” he broke out good-naturedly. “What I want to
know �s when you’re go�ng to get marr�ed. Also, you f�nd out from
your Hermann �f he w�ll de�gn to perm�t you to accept a wedd�ng
present from me.”

He mused over the �nc�dent after she had gone, and once or tw�ce
broke out �nto laughter that was b�tter as he saw h�s s�ster and her
betrothed, all the members of h�s own class and the members of
Ruth’s class, d�rect�ng the�r narrow l�ttle l�ves by narrow l�ttle formulas
—herd-creatures, flock�ng together and pattern�ng the�r l�ves by one
another’s op�n�ons, fa�l�ng of be�ng �nd�v�duals and of really l�v�ng l�fe
because of the ch�ldl�ke formulas by wh�ch they were enslaved. He
summoned them before h�m �n appar�t�onal process�on: Bernard
H�gg�nbotham arm �n arm w�th Mr. Butler, Hermann von Schm�dt
cheek by jowl w�th Charley Hapgood, and one by one and �n pa�rs he
judged them and d�sm�ssed them—judged them by the standards of
�ntellect and moral�ty he had learned from the books. Va�nly he
asked: Where are the great souls, the great men and women? He
found them not among the careless, gross, and stup�d �ntell�gences
that answered the call of v�s�on to h�s narrow room. He felt a loath�ng



for them such as C�rce must have felt for her sw�ne. When he had
d�sm�ssed the last one and thought h�mself alone, a late-comer
entered, unexpected and unsummoned. Mart�n watched h�m and
saw the st�ff-r�m, the square-cut, double-breasted coat and the
swagger�ng shoulders, of the youthful hoodlum who had once been
he.

“You were l�ke all the rest, young fellow,” Mart�n sneered. “Your
moral�ty and your knowledge were just the same as the�rs. You d�d
not th�nk and act for yourself. Your op�n�ons, l�ke your clothes, were
ready made; your acts were shaped by popular approval. You were
cock of your gang because others accla�med you the real th�ng. You
fought and ruled the gang, not because you l�ked to,—you know you
really desp�sed �t,—but because the other fellows patted you on the
shoulder. You l�cked Cheese-Face because you wouldn’t g�ve �n, and
you wouldn’t g�ve �n partly because you were an abysmal brute and
for the rest because you bel�eved what every one about you
bel�eved, that the measure of manhood was the carn�vorous feroc�ty
d�splayed �n �njur�ng and marr�ng fellow-creatures’ anatom�es. Why,
you whelp, you even won other fellows’ g�rls away from them, not
because you wanted the g�rls, but because �n the marrow of those
about you, those who set your moral pace, was the �nst�nct of the
w�ld stall�on and the bull-seal. Well, the years have passed, and what
do you th�nk about �t now?”

As �f �n reply, the v�s�on underwent a sw�ft metamorphos�s. The
st�ff-r�m and the square-cut van�shed, be�ng replaced by m�lder
garments; the toughness went out of the face, the hardness out of
the eyes; and, the face, chastened and ref�ned, was �rrad�ated from
an �nner l�fe of commun�on w�th beauty and knowledge. The
appar�t�on was very l�ke h�s present self, and, as he regarded �t, he
noted the student-lamp by wh�ch �t was �llum�nated, and the book
over wh�ch �t pored. He glanced at the t�tle and read, “The Sc�ence of
Æsthet�cs.” Next, he entered �nto the appar�t�on, tr�mmed the
student-lamp, and h�mself went on read�ng “The Sc�ence of
Æsthet�cs.”



CHAPTER XXX.

On a beaut�ful fall day, a day of s�m�lar Ind�an summer to that
wh�ch had seen the�r love declared the year before, Mart�n read h�s
“Love-cycle” to Ruth. It was �n the afternoon, and, as before, they
had r�dden out to the�r favor�te knoll �n the h�lls. Now and aga�n she
had �nterrupted h�s read�ng w�th exclamat�ons of pleasure, and now,
as he la�d the last sheet of manuscr�pt w�th �ts fellows, he wa�ted her
judgment.

She delayed to speak, and at last she spoke halt�ngly, hes�tat�ng to
frame �n words the harshness of her thought.

“I th�nk they are beaut�ful, very beaut�ful,” she sa�d; “but you can’t
sell them, can you? You see what I mean,” she sa�d, almost pleaded.
“Th�s wr�t�ng of yours �s not pract�cal. Someth�ng �s the matter—
maybe �t �s w�th the market—that prevents you from earn�ng a l�v�ng
by �t. And please, dear, don’t m�sunderstand me. I am flattered, and
made proud, and all that—I could not be a true woman were �t
otherw�se—that you should wr�te these poems to me. But they do not
make our marr�age poss�ble. Don’t you see, Mart�n? Don’t th�nk me
mercenary. It �s love, the thought of our future, w�th wh�ch I am
burdened. A whole year has gone by s�nce we learned we loved
each other, and our wedd�ng day �s no nearer. Don’t th�nk me
�mmodest �n thus talk�ng about our wedd�ng, for really I have my
heart, all that I am, at stake. Why don’t you try to get work on a
newspaper, �f you are so bound up �n your wr�t�ng? Why not become
a reporter?—for a wh�le, at least?”

“It would spo�l my style,” was h�s answer, �n a low, monotonous
vo�ce. “You have no �dea how I’ve worked for style.”

“But those stor�ettes,” she argued. “You called them hack-work.
You wrote many of them. D�dn’t they spo�l your style?”



“No, the cases are d�fferent. The stor�ettes were ground out, jaded,
at the end of a long day of appl�cat�on to style. But a reporter’s work
�s all hack from morn�ng t�ll n�ght, �s the one paramount th�ng of l�fe.
And �t �s a wh�rlw�nd l�fe, the l�fe of the moment, w�th ne�ther past nor
future, and certa�nly w�thout thought of any style but reportor�al style,
and that certa�nly �s not l�terature. To become a reporter now, just as
my style �s tak�ng form, crystall�z�ng, would be to comm�t l�terary
su�c�de. As �t �s, every stor�ette, every word of every stor�ette, was a
v�olat�on of myself, of my self-respect, of my respect for beauty. I tell
you �t was s�cken�ng. I was gu�lty of s�n. And I was secretly glad
when the markets fa�led, even �f my clothes d�d go �nto pawn. But the
joy of wr�t�ng the ‘Love-cycle’! The creat�ve joy �n �ts noblest form!
That was compensat�on for everyth�ng.”

Mart�n d�d not know that Ruth was unsympathet�c concern�ng the
creat�ve joy. She used the phrase—�t was on her l�ps he had f�rst
heard �t. She had read about �t, stud�ed about �t, �n the un�vers�ty �n
the course of earn�ng her Bachelorsh�p of Arts; but she was not
or�g�nal, not creat�ve, and all man�festat�ons of culture on her part
were but harp�ngs of the harp�ngs of others.

“May not the ed�tor have been r�ght �n h�s rev�s�on of your ‘Sea
Lyr�cs’?” she quest�oned. “Remember, an ed�tor must have proved
qual�f�cat�ons or else he would not be an ed�tor.”

“That’s �n l�ne w�th the pers�stence of the establ�shed,” he rejo�ned,
h�s heat aga�nst the ed�tor-folk gett�ng the better of h�m. “What �s, �s
not only r�ght, but �s the best poss�ble. The ex�stence of anyth�ng �s
suff�c�ent v�nd�cat�on of �ts f�tness to ex�st—to ex�st, mark you, as the
average person unconsc�ously bel�eves, not merely �n present
cond�t�ons, but �n all cond�t�ons. It �s the�r �gnorance, of course, that
makes them bel�eve such rot—the�r �gnorance, wh�ch �s noth�ng
more nor less than the hen�d�cal mental process descr�bed by
We�n�nger. They th�nk they th�nk, and such th�nkless creatures are
the arb�ters of the l�ves of the few who really th�nk.”

He paused, overcome by the consc�ousness that he had been
talk�ng over Ruth’s head.

“I’m sure I don’t know who th�s We�n�nger �s,” she retorted. “And
you are so dreadfully general that I fa�l to follow you. What I was



speak�ng of was the qual�f�cat�on of ed�tors—”
“And I’ll tell you,” he �nterrupted. “The ch�ef qual�f�cat�on of n�nety-

n�ne per cent of all ed�tors �s fa�lure. They have fa�led as wr�ters.
Don’t th�nk they prefer the drudgery of the desk and the slavery to
the�r c�rculat�on and to the bus�ness manager to the joy of wr�t�ng.
They have tr�ed to wr�te, and they have fa�led. And r�ght there �s the
cursed paradox of �t. Every portal to success �n l�terature �s guarded
by those watch-dogs, the fa�lures �n l�terature. The ed�tors, sub-
ed�tors, assoc�ate ed�tors, most of them, and the manuscr�pt-readers
for the magaz�nes and book-publ�shers, most of them, nearly all of
them, are men who wanted to wr�te and who have fa�led. And yet
they, of all creatures under the sun the most unf�t, are the very
creatures who dec�de what shall and what shall not f�nd �ts way �nto
pr�nt—they, who have proved themselves not or�g�nal, who have
demonstrated that they lack the d�v�ne f�re, s�t �n judgment upon
or�g�nal�ty and gen�us. And after them come the rev�ewers, just so
many more fa�lures. Don’t tell me that they have not dreamed the
dream and attempted to wr�te poetry or f�ct�on; for they have, and
they have fa�led. Why, the average rev�ew �s more nauseat�ng than
cod-l�ver o�l. But you know my op�n�on on the rev�ewers and the
alleged cr�t�cs. There are great cr�t�cs, but they are as rare as
comets. If I fa�l as a wr�ter, I shall have proved for the career of
ed�torsh�p. There’s bread and butter and jam, at any rate.”

Ruth’s m�nd was qu�ck, and her d�sapproval of her lover’s v�ews
was buttressed by the contrad�ct�on she found �n h�s content�on.

“But, Mart�n, �f that be so, �f all the doors are closed as you have
shown so conclus�vely, how �s �t poss�ble that any of the great wr�ters
ever arr�ved?”

“They arr�ved by ach�ev�ng the �mposs�ble,” he answered. “They
d�d such blaz�ng, glor�ous work as to burn to ashes those that
opposed them. They arr�ved by course of m�racle, by w�nn�ng a
thousand-to-one wager aga�nst them. They arr�ved because they
were Carlyle’s battle-scarred g�ants who w�ll not be kept down. And
that �s what I must do; I must ach�eve the �mposs�ble.”

“But �f you fa�l? You must cons�der me as well, Mart�n.”



“If I fa�l?” He regarded her for a moment as though the thought she
had uttered was unth�nkable. Then �ntell�gence �llum�ned h�s eyes. “If
I fa�l, I shall become an ed�tor, and you w�ll be an ed�tor’s w�fe.”

She frowned at h�s facet�ousness—a pretty, adorable frown that
made h�m put h�s arm around her and k�ss �t away.

“There, that’s enough,” she urged, by an effort of w�ll w�thdraw�ng
herself from the fasc�nat�on of h�s strength. “I have talked w�th father
and mother. I never before asserted myself so aga�nst them. I
demanded to be heard. I was very undut�ful. They are aga�nst you,
you know; but I assured them over and over of my ab�d�ng love for
you, and at last father agreed that �f you wanted to, you could beg�n
r�ght away �n h�s off�ce. And then, of h�s own accord, he sa�d he
would pay you enough at the start so that we could get marr�ed and
have a l�ttle cottage somewhere. Wh�ch I th�nk was very f�ne of h�m—
don’t you?”

Mart�n, w�th the dull pa�n of despa�r at h�s heart, mechan�cally
reach�ng for the tobacco and paper (wh�ch he no longer carr�ed) to
roll a c�garette, muttered someth�ng �nart�culate, and Ruth went on.

“Frankly, though, and don’t let �t hurt you—I tell you, to show you
prec�sely how you stand w�th h�m—he doesn’t l�ke your rad�cal v�ews,
and he th�nks you are lazy. Of course I know you are not. I know you
work hard.”

How hard, even she d�d not know, was the thought �n Mart�n’s
m�nd.

“Well, then,” he sa�d, “how about my v�ews? Do you th�nk they are
so rad�cal?”

He held her eyes and wa�ted the answer.
“I th�nk them, well, very d�sconcert�ng,” she repl�ed.
The quest�on was answered for h�m, and so oppressed was he by

the grayness of l�fe that he forgot the tentat�ve propos�t�on she had
made for h�m to go to work. And she, hav�ng gone as far as she
dared, was w�ll�ng to wa�t the answer t�ll she should br�ng the
quest�on up aga�n.

She had not long to wa�t. Mart�n had a quest�on of h�s own to
propound to her. He wanted to ascerta�n the measure of her fa�th �n



h�m, and w�th�n the week each was answered. Mart�n prec�p�tated �t
by read�ng to her h�s “The Shame of the Sun.”

“Why don’t you become a reporter?” she asked when he had
f�n�shed. “You love wr�t�ng so, and I am sure you would succeed. You
could r�se �n journal�sm and make a name for yourself. There are a
number of great spec�al correspondents. The�r salar�es are large,
and the�r f�eld �s the world. They are sent everywhere, to the heart of
Afr�ca, l�ke Stanley, or to �nterv�ew the Pope, or to explore unknown
Th�bet.”

“Then you don’t l�ke my essay?” he rejo�ned. “You bel�eve that I
have some show �n journal�sm but none �n l�terature?”

“No, no; I do l�ke �t. It reads well. But I am afra�d �t’s over the heads
of your readers. At least �t �s over m�ne. It sounds beaut�ful, but I
don’t understand �t. Your sc�ent�f�c slang �s beyond me. You are an
extrem�st, you know, dear, and what may be �ntell�g�ble to you may
not be �ntell�g�ble to the rest of us.”

“I �mag�ne �t’s the ph�losoph�c slang that bothers you,” was all he
could say.

He was flam�ng from the fresh read�ng of the r�pest thought he had
expressed, and her verd�ct stunned h�m.

“No matter how poorly �t �s done,” he pers�sted, “don’t you see
anyth�ng �n �t?—�n the thought of �t, I mean?”

She shook her head.
“No, �t �s so d�fferent from anyth�ng I have read. I read Maeterl�nck

and understand h�m—”
“H�s myst�c�sm, you understand that?” Mart�n flashed out.
“Yes, but th�s of yours, wh�ch �s supposed to be an attack upon

h�m, I don’t understand. Of course, �f or�g�nal�ty counts—”
He stopped her w�th an �mpat�ent gesture that was not followed by

speech. He became suddenly aware that she was speak�ng and that
she had been speak�ng for some t�me.

“After all, your wr�t�ng has been a toy to you,” she was say�ng.
“Surely you have played w�th �t long enough. It �s t�me to take up l�fe
ser�ously—our l�fe, Mart�n. H�therto you have l�ved solely your own.”



“You want me to go to work?” he asked.
“Yes. Father has offered—”
“I understand all that,” he broke �n; “but what I want to know �s

whether or not you have lost fa�th �n me?”
She pressed h�s hand mutely, her eyes d�m.
“In your wr�t�ng, dear,” she adm�tted �n a half-wh�sper.
“You’ve read lots of my stuff,” he went on brutally. “What do you

th�nk of �t? Is �t utterly hopeless? How does �t compare w�th other
men’s work?”

“But they sell the�rs, and you—don’t.”
“That doesn’t answer my quest�on. Do you th�nk that l�terature �s

not at all my vocat�on?”
“Then I w�ll answer.” She steeled herself to do �t. “I don’t th�nk you

were made to wr�te. Forg�ve me, dear. You compel me to say �t; and
you know I know more about l�terature than you do.”

“Yes, you are a Bachelor of Arts,” he sa�d med�tat�vely; “and you
ought to know.”

“But there �s more to be sa�d,” he cont�nued, after a pause pa�nful
to both. “I know what I have �n me. No one knows that so well as I. I
know I shall succeed. I w�ll not be kept down. I am af�re w�th what I
have to say �n verse, and f�ct�on, and essay. I do not ask you to have
fa�th �n that, though. I do not ask you to have fa�th �n me, nor �n my
wr�t�ng. What I do ask of you �s to love me and have fa�th �n love.

“A year ago I begged for two years. One of those years �s yet to
run. And I do bel�eve, upon my honor and my soul, that before that
year �s run I shall have succeeded. You remember what you told me
long ago, that I must serve my apprent�cesh�p to wr�t�ng. Well, I have
served �t. I have crammed �t and telescoped �t. W�th you at the end
awa�t�ng me, I have never sh�rked. Do you know, I have forgotten
what �t �s to fall peacefully asleep. A few m�ll�on years ago I knew
what �t was to sleep my f�ll and to awake naturally from very glut of
sleep. I am awakened always now by an alarm clock. If I fall asleep
early or late, I set the alarm accord�ngly; and th�s, and the putt�ng out
of the lamp, are my last consc�ous act�ons.



“When I beg�n to feel drowsy, I change the heavy book I am
read�ng for a l�ghter one. And when I doze over that, I beat my head
w�th my knuckles �n order to dr�ve sleep away. Somewhere I read of
a man who was afra�d to sleep. K�pl�ng wrote the story. Th�s man
arranged a spur so that when unconsc�ousness came, h�s naked
body pressed aga�nst the �ron teeth. Well, I’ve done the same. I look
at the t�me, and I resolve that not unt�l m�dn�ght, or not unt�l one
o’clock, or two o’clock, or three o’clock, shall the spur be removed.
And so �t rowels me awake unt�l the appo�nted t�me. That spur has
been my bed-mate for months. I have grown so desperate that f�ve
and a half hours of sleep �s an extravagance. I sleep four hours now.
I am starved for sleep. There are t�mes when I am l�ght-headed from
want of sleep, t�mes when death, w�th �ts rest and sleep, �s a pos�t�ve
lure to me, t�mes when I am haunted by Longfellow’s l�nes:

“‘The sea �s st�ll and deep;
All th�ngs w�th�n �ts bosom sleep;
A s�ngle step and all �s o’er,
A plunge, a bubble, and no more.’

“Of course, th�s �s sheer nonsense. It comes from nervousness,
from an overwrought m�nd. But the po�nt �s: Why have I done th�s?
For you. To shorten my apprent�cesh�p. To compel Success to
hasten. And my apprent�cesh�p �s now served. I know my equ�pment.
I swear that I learn more each month than the average college man
learns �n a year. I know �t, I tell you. But were my need for you to
understand not so desperate I should not tell you. It �s not boast�ng. I
measure the results by the books. Your brothers, to-day, are �gnorant
barbar�ans compared w�th me and the knowledge I have wrung from
the books �n the hours they were sleep�ng. Long ago I wanted to be
famous. I care very l�ttle for fame now. What I want �s you; I am more
hungry for you than for food, or cloth�ng, or recogn�t�on. I have a
dream of lay�ng my head on your breast and sleep�ng an aeon or so,
and the dream w�ll come true ere another year �s gone.”

H�s power beat aga�nst her, wave upon wave; and �n the moment
h�s w�ll opposed hers most she felt herself most strongly drawn
toward h�m. The strength that had always poured out from h�m to her
was now flower�ng �n h�s �mpass�oned vo�ce, h�s flash�ng eyes, and



the v�gor of l�fe and �ntellect surg�ng �n h�m. And �n that moment, and
for the moment, she was aware of a r�ft that showed �n her cert�tude
—a r�ft through wh�ch she caught s�ght of the real Mart�n Eden,
splend�d and �nv�nc�ble; and as an�mal-tra�ners have the�r moments
of doubt, so she, for the �nstant, seemed to doubt her power to tame
th�s w�ld sp�r�t of a man.

“And another th�ng,” he swept on. “You love me. But why do you
love me? The th�ng �n me that compels me to wr�te �s the very th�ng
that draws your love. You love me because I am somehow d�fferent
from the men you have known and m�ght have loved. I was not made
for the desk and count�ng-house, for petty bus�ness squabbl�ng, and
legal jangl�ng. Make me do such th�ngs, make me l�ke those other
men, do�ng the work they do, breath�ng the a�r they breathe,
develop�ng the po�nt of v�ew they have developed, and you have
destroyed the d�fference, destroyed me, destroyed the th�ng you
love. My des�re to wr�te �s the most v�tal th�ng �n me. Had I been a
mere clod, ne�ther would I have des�red to wr�te, nor would you have
des�red me for a husband.”

“But you forget,” she �nterrupted, the qu�ck surface of her m�nd
gl�mps�ng a parallel. “There have been eccentr�c �nventors, starv�ng
the�r fam�l�es wh�le they sought such ch�meras as perpetual mot�on.
Doubtless the�r w�ves loved them, and suffered w�th them and for
them, not because of but �n sp�te of the�r �nfatuat�on for perpetual
mot�on.”

“True,” was the reply. “But there have been �nventors who were not
eccentr�c and who starved wh�le they sought to �nvent pract�cal
th�ngs; and somet�mes, �t �s recorded, they succeeded. Certa�nly I do
not seek any �mposs�b�l�t�es—”

“You have called �t ‘ach�ev�ng the �mposs�ble,’” she �nterpolated.
“I spoke f�gurat�vely. I seek to do what men have done before me

—to wr�te and to l�ve by my wr�t�ng.”
Her s�lence spurred h�m on.
“To you, then, my goal �s as much a ch�mera as perpetual mot�on?”

he demanded.



He read her answer �n the pressure of her hand on h�s—the p�ty�ng
mother-hand for the hurt ch�ld. And to her, just then, he was the hurt
ch�ld, the �nfatuated man str�v�ng to ach�eve the �mposs�ble.

Toward the close of the�r talk she warned h�m aga�n of the
antagon�sm of her father and mother.

“But you love me?” he asked.
“I do! I do!” she cr�ed.
“And I love you, not them, and noth�ng they do can hurt me.”

Tr�umph sounded �n h�s vo�ce. “For I have fa�th �n your love, not fear
of the�r enm�ty. All th�ngs may go astray �n th�s world, but not love.
Love cannot go wrong unless �t be a weakl�ng that fa�nts and
stumbles by the way.”



CHAPTER XXXI.

Mart�n had encountered h�s s�ster Gertrude by chance on
Broadway—as �t proved, a most prop�t�ous yet d�sconcert�ng chance.
Wa�t�ng on the corner for a car, she had seen h�m f�rst, and noted the
eager, hungry l�nes of h�s face and the desperate, worr�ed look of h�s
eyes. In truth, he was desperate and worr�ed. He had just come from
a fru�tless �nterv�ew w�th the pawnbroker, from whom he had tr�ed to
wr�ng an add�t�onal loan on h�s wheel. The muddy fall weather hav�ng
come on, Mart�n had pledged h�s wheel some t�me s�nce and
reta�ned h�s black su�t.

“There’s the black su�t,” the pawnbroker, who knew h�s every
asset, had answered. “You needn’t tell me you’ve gone and pledged
�t w�th that Jew, L�pka. Because �f you have—”

The man had looked the threat, and Mart�n hastened to cry:-
“No, no; I’ve got �t. But I want to wear �t on a matter of bus�ness.”
“All r�ght,” the moll�f�ed usurer had repl�ed. “And I want �t on a

matter of bus�ness before I can let you have any more money. You
don’t th�nk I’m �n �t for my health?”

“But �t’s a forty-dollar wheel, �n good cond�t�on,” Mart�n had argued.
“And you’ve only let me have seven dollars on �t. No, not even
seven. S�x and a quarter; you took the �nterest �n advance.”

“If you want some more, br�ng the su�t,” had been the reply that
sent Mart�n out of the stuffy l�ttle den, so desperate at heart as to
reflect �t �n h�s face and touch h�s s�ster to p�ty.

Scarcely had they met when the Telegraph Avenue car came
along and stopped to take on a crowd of afternoon shoppers. Mrs.
H�gg�nbotham d�v�ned from the gr�p on her arm as he helped her on,
that he was not go�ng to follow her. She turned on the step and



looked down upon h�m. H�s haggard face smote her to the heart
aga�n.

“A�n’t you com�n’?” she asked
The next moment she had descended to h�s s�de.
“I’m walk�ng—exerc�se, you know,” he expla�ned.
“Then I’ll go along for a few blocks,” she announced. “Mebbe �t’ll

do me good. I a�n’t ben feel�n’ any too spry these last few days.”
Mart�n glanced at her and ver�f�ed her statement �n her general

slovenly appearance, �n the unhealthy fat, �n the droop�ng shoulders,
the t�red face w�th the sagg�ng l�nes, and �n the heavy fall of her feet,
w�thout elast�c�ty—a very car�cature of the walk that belongs to a free
and happy body.

“You’d better stop here,” he sa�d, though she had already come to
a halt at the f�rst corner, “and take the next car.”

“My goodness!—�f I a�n’t all t�red a’ready!” she panted. “But I’m just
as able to walk as you �n them soles. They’re that th�n they’ll bu’st
long before you g�t out to North Oakland.”

“I’ve a better pa�r at home,” was the answer.
“Come out to d�nner to-morrow,” she �nv�ted �rrelevantly. “Mr.

H�gg�nbotham won’t be there. He’s go�n’ to San Leandro on
bus�ness.”

Mart�n shook h�s head, but he had fa�led to keep back the wolf�sh,
hungry look that leapt �nto h�s eyes at the suggest�on of d�nner.

“You haven’t a penny, Mart, and that’s why you’re walk�n’.
Exerc�se!” She tr�ed to sn�ff contemptuously, but succeeded �n
produc�ng only a sn�ffle. “Here, lemme see.”

And, fumbl�ng �n her satchel, she pressed a f�ve-dollar p�ece �nto
h�s hand. “I guess I forgot your last b�rthday, Mart,” she mumbled
lamely.

Mart�n’s hand �nst�nct�vely closed on the p�ece of gold. In the same
�nstant he knew he ought not to accept, and found h�mself struggl�ng
�n the throes of �ndec�s�on. That b�t of gold meant food, l�fe, and l�ght
�n h�s body and bra�n, power to go on wr�t�ng, and—who was to say?
—maybe to wr�te someth�ng that would br�ng �n many p�eces of gold.



Clear on h�s v�s�on burned the manuscr�pts of two essays he had just
completed. He saw them under the table on top of the heap of
returned manuscr�pts for wh�ch he had no stamps, and he saw the�r
t�tles, just as he had typed them—“The H�gh Pr�ests of Mystery,” and
“The Cradle of Beauty.” He had never subm�tted them anywhere.
They were as good as anyth�ng he had done �n that l�ne. If only he
had stamps for them! Then the cert�tude of h�s ult�mate success rose
up �n h�m, an able ally of hunger, and w�th a qu�ck movement he
sl�pped the co�n �nto h�s pocket.

“I’ll pay you back, Gertrude, a hundred t�mes over,” he gulped out,
h�s throat pa�nfully contracted and �n h�s eyes a sw�ft h�nt of mo�sture.

“Mark my words!” he cr�ed w�th abrupt pos�t�veness. “Before the
year �s out I’ll put an even hundred of those l�ttle yellow-boys �nto
your hand. I don’t ask you to bel�eve me. All you have to do �s wa�t
and see.”

Nor d�d she bel�eve. Her �ncredul�ty made her uncomfortable, and
fa�l�ng of other exped�ent, she sa�d:-

“I know you’re hungry, Mart. It’s st�ck�ng out all over you. Come �n
to meals any t�me. I’ll send one of the ch�ldren to tell you when Mr.
H�gg�nbotham a�n’t to be there. An’ Mart—”

He wa�ted, though he knew �n h�s secret heart what she was about
to say, so v�s�ble was her thought process to h�m.

“Don’t you th�nk �t’s about t�me you got a job?”
“You don’t th�nk I’ll w�n out?” he asked.
She shook her head.
“Nobody has fa�th �n me, Gertrude, except myself.” H�s vo�ce was

pass�onately rebell�ous. “I’ve done good work already, plenty of �t,
and sooner or later �t w�ll sell.”

“How do you know �t �s good?”
“Because—” He faltered as the whole vast f�eld of l�terature and

the h�story of l�terature st�rred �n h�s bra�n and po�nted the fut�l�ty of
h�s attempt�ng to convey to her the reasons for h�s fa�th. “Well,
because �t’s better than n�nety-n�ne per cent of what �s publ�shed �n
the magaz�nes.”



“I w�sh’t you’d l�sten to reason,” she answered feebly, but w�th
unwaver�ng bel�ef �n the correctness of her d�agnos�s of what was
a�l�ng h�m. “I w�sh’t you’d l�sten to reason,” she repeated, “an’ come
to d�nner to-morrow.”

After Mart�n had helped her on the car, he hurr�ed to the post-off�ce
and �nvested three of the f�ve dollars �n stamps; and when, later �n
the day, on the way to the Morse home, he stopped �n at the post-
off�ce to we�gh a large number of long, bulky envelopes, he aff�xed to
them all the stamps save three of the two-cent denom�nat�on.

It proved a momentous n�ght for Mart�n, for after d�nner he met
Russ Br�ssenden. How he chanced to come there, whose fr�end he
was or what acqua�ntance brought h�m, Mart�n d�d not know. Nor had
he the cur�os�ty to �nqu�re about h�m of Ruth. In short, Br�ssenden
struck Mart�n as anaem�c and feather-bra�ned, and was promptly
d�sm�ssed from h�s m�nd. An hour later he dec�ded that Br�ssenden
was a boor as well, what of the way he prowled about from one room
to another, star�ng at the p�ctures or pok�ng h�s nose �nto books and
magaz�nes he p�cked up from the table or drew from the shelves.
Though a stranger �n the house he f�nally �solated h�mself �n the
m�dst of the company, huddl�ng �nto a capac�ous Morr�s cha�r and
read�ng stead�ly from a th�n volume he had drawn from h�s pocket.
As he read, he abstractedly ran h�s f�ngers, w�th a caress�ng
movement, through h�s ha�r. Mart�n not�ced h�m no more that
even�ng, except once when he observed h�m chaff�ng w�th great
apparent success w�th several of the young women.

It chanced that when Mart�n was leav�ng, he overtook Br�ssenden
already half down the walk to the street.

“Hello, �s that you?” Mart�n sa�d.
The other repl�ed w�th an ungrac�ous grunt, but swung alongs�de.

Mart�n made no further attempt at conversat�on, and for several
blocks unbroken s�lence lay upon them.

“Pompous old ass!”
The suddenness and the v�rulence of the exclamat�on startled

Mart�n. He felt amused, and at the same t�me was aware of a
grow�ng d�sl�ke for the other.



“What do you go to such a place for?” was abruptly flung at h�m
after another block of s�lence.

“Why do you?” Mart�n countered.
“Bless me, I don’t know,” came back. “At least th�s �s my f�rst

�nd�scret�on. There are twenty-four hours �n each day, and I must
spend them somehow. Come and have a dr�nk.”

“All r�ght,” Mart�n answered.
The next moment he was nonplussed by the read�ness of h�s

acceptance. At home was several hours’ hack-work wa�t�ng for h�m
before he went to bed, and after he went to bed there was a volume
of We�smann wa�t�ng for h�m, to say noth�ng of Herbert Spencer’s
Autob�ography, wh�ch was as replete for h�m w�th romance as any
thr�ll�ng novel. Why should he waste any t�me w�th th�s man he d�d
not l�ke? was h�s thought. And yet, �t was not so much the man nor
the dr�nk as was �t what was assoc�ated w�th the dr�nk—the br�ght
l�ghts, the m�rrors and dazzl�ng array of glasses, the warm and
glow�ng faces and the resonant hum of the vo�ces of men. That was
�t, �t was the vo�ces of men, opt�m�st�c men, men who breathed
success and spent the�r money for dr�nks l�ke men. He was lonely,
that was what was the matter w�th h�m; that was why he had
snapped at the �nv�tat�on as a bon�ta str�kes at a wh�te rag on a hook.
Not s�nce w�th Joe, at Shelly Hot Spr�ngs, w�th the one except�on of
the w�ne he took w�th the Portuguese grocer, had Mart�n had a dr�nk
at a publ�c bar. Mental exhaust�on d�d not produce a crav�ng for
l�quor such as phys�cal exhaust�on d�d, and he had felt no need for �t.
But just now he felt des�re for the dr�nk, or, rather, for the atmosphere
where�n dr�nks were d�spensed and d�sposed of. Such a place was
the Grotto, where Br�ssenden and he lounged �n capac�ous leather
cha�rs and drank Scotch and soda.

They talked. They talked about many th�ngs, and now Br�ssenden
and now Mart�n took turn �n order�ng Scotch and soda. Mart�n, who
was extremely strong-headed, marvelled at the other’s capac�ty for
l�quor, and ever and anon broke off to marvel at the other’s
conversat�on. He was not long �n assum�ng that Br�ssenden knew
everyth�ng, and �n dec�d�ng that here was the second �ntellectual
man he had met. But he noted that Br�ssenden had what Professor



Caldwell lacked—namely, f�re, the flash�ng �ns�ght and percept�on,
the flam�ng uncontrol of gen�us. L�v�ng language flowed from h�m. H�s
th�n l�ps, l�ke the d�es of a mach�ne, stamped out phrases that cut
and stung; or aga�n, purs�ng caress�ngly about the �nchoate sound
they art�culated, the th�n l�ps shaped soft and velvety th�ngs, mellow
phrases of glow and glory, of haunt�ng beauty, reverberant of the
mystery and �nscrutableness of l�fe; and yet aga�n the th�n l�ps were
l�ke a bugle, from wh�ch rang the crash and tumult of cosm�c str�fe,
phrases that sounded clear as s�lver, that were lum�nous as starry
spaces, that ep�tom�zed the f�nal word of sc�ence and yet sa�d
someth�ng more—the poet’s word, the transcendental truth, elus�ve
and w�thout words wh�ch could express, and wh�ch none the less
found express�on �n the subtle and all but ungraspable connotat�ons
of common words. He, by some wonder of v�s�on, saw beyond the
farthest outpost of emp�r�c�sm, where was no language for narrat�on,
and yet, by some golden m�racle of speech, �nvest�ng known words
w�th unknown s�gn�f�cances, he conveyed to Mart�n’s consc�ousness
messages that were �ncommun�cable to ord�nary souls.

Mart�n forgot h�s f�rst �mpress�on of d�sl�ke. Here was the best the
books had to offer com�ng true. Here was an �ntell�gence, a l�v�ng
man for h�m to look up to. “I am down �n the d�rt at your feet,” Mart�n
repeated to h�mself aga�n and aga�n.

“You’ve stud�ed b�ology,” he sa�d aloud, �n s�gn�f�cant allus�on.
To h�s surpr�se Br�ssenden shook h�s head.
“But you are stat�ng truths that are substant�ated only by b�ology,”

Mart�n �ns�sted, and was rewarded by a blank stare. “Your
conclus�ons are �n l�ne w�th the books wh�ch you must have read.”

“I am glad to hear �t,” was the answer. “That my smatter�ng of
knowledge should enable me to short-cut my way to truth �s most
reassur�ng. As for myself, I never bother to f�nd out �f I am r�ght or
not. It �s all valueless anyway. Man can never know the ult�mate
ver�t�es.”

“You are a d�sc�ple of Spencer!” Mart�n cr�ed tr�umphantly.
“I haven’t read h�m s�nce adolescence, and all I read then was h�s

‘Educat�on.’”



“I w�sh I could gather knowledge as carelessly,” Mart�n broke out
half an hour later. He had been closely analyz�ng Br�ssenden’s
mental equ�pment. “You are a sheer dogmat�st, and that’s what
makes �t so marvellous. You state dogmat�cally the latest facts wh�ch
sc�ence has been able to establ�sh only by à poster�or� reason�ng.
You jump at correct conclus�ons. You certa�nly short-cut w�th a
vengeance. You feel your way w�th the speed of l�ght, by some
hyperrat�onal process, to truth.”

“Yes, that was what used to bother Father Joseph, and Brother
Dutton,” Br�ssenden repl�ed. “Oh, no,” he added; “I am not anyth�ng.
It was a lucky tr�ck of fate that sent me to a Cathol�c college for my
educat�on. Where d�d you p�ck up what you know?”

And wh�le Mart�n told h�m, he was busy study�ng Br�ssenden,
rang�ng from a long, lean, ar�stocrat�c face and droop�ng shoulders to
the overcoat on a ne�ghbor�ng cha�r, �ts pockets sagged and bulged
by the fre�ghtage of many books. Br�ssenden’s face and long,
slender hands were browned by the sun—excess�vely browned,
Mart�n thought. Th�s sunburn bothered Mart�n. It was patent that
Br�ssenden was no outdoor man. Then how had he been ravaged by
the sun? Someth�ng morb�d and s�gn�f�cant attached to that sunburn,
was Mart�n’s thought as he returned to a study of the face, narrow,
w�th h�gh cheek-bones and cavernous hollows, and graced w�th as
del�cate and f�ne an aqu�l�ne nose as Mart�n had ever seen. There
was noth�ng remarkable about the s�ze of the eyes. They were
ne�ther large nor small, wh�le the�r color was a nondescr�pt brown;
but �n them smouldered a f�re, or, rather, lurked an express�on dual
and strangely contrad�ctory. Def�ant, �ndom�table, even harsh to
excess, they at the same t�me aroused p�ty. Mart�n found h�mself
p�ty�ng h�m he knew not why, though he was soon to learn.

“Oh, I’m a lunger,” Br�ssenden announced, offhand, a l�ttle later,
hav�ng already stated that he came from Ar�zona. “I’ve been down
there a couple of years l�v�ng on the cl�mate.”

“Aren’t you afra�d to venture �t up �n th�s cl�mate?”
“Afra�d?”
There was no spec�al emphas�s of h�s repet�t�on of Mart�n’s word.

But Mart�n saw �n that ascet�c face the advert�sement that there was



noth�ng of wh�ch �t was afra�d. The eyes had narrowed t�ll they were
eagle-l�ke, and Mart�n almost caught h�s breath as he noted the
eagle beak w�th �ts d�lated nostr�ls, def�ant, assert�ve, aggress�ve.
Magn�f�cent, was what he commented to h�mself, h�s blood thr�ll�ng at
the s�ght. Aloud, he quoted:-

“‘Under the bludgeon�ng of Chance
    My head �s bloody but unbowed.’”

“You l�ke Henley,” Br�ssenden sa�d, h�s express�on chang�ng sw�ftly
to large grac�ousness and tenderness. “Of course, I couldn’t have
expected anyth�ng else of you. Ah, Henley! A brave soul. He stands
out among contemporary rhymesters—magaz�ne rhymesters—as a
glad�ator stands out �n the m�dst of a band of eunuchs.”

“You don’t l�ke the magaz�nes,” Mart�n softly �mpeached.
“Do you?” was snarled back at h�m so savagely as to startle h�m.
“I—I wr�te, or, rather, try to wr�te, for the magaz�nes,” Mart�n

faltered.
“That’s better,” was the moll�f�ed rejo�nder. “You try to wr�te, but you

don’t succeed. I respect and adm�re your fa�lure. I know what you
wr�te. I can see �t w�th half an eye, and there’s one �ngred�ent �n �t
that shuts �t out of the magaz�nes. It’s guts, and magaz�nes have no
use for that part�cular commod�ty. What they want �s w�sh-wash and
slush, and God knows they get �t, but not from you.”

“I’m not above hack-work,” Mart�n contended.
“On the contrary—” Br�ssenden paused and ran an �nsolent eye

over Mart�n’s object�ve poverty, pass�ng from the well-worn t�e and
the saw-edged collar to the sh�ny sleeves of the coat and on to the
sl�ght fray of one cuff, w�nd�ng up and dwell�ng upon Mart�n’s sunken
cheeks. “On the contrary, hack-work �s above you, so far above you
that you can never hope to r�se to �t. Why, man, I could �nsult you by
ask�ng you to have someth�ng to eat.”

Mart�n felt the heat �n h�s face of the �nvoluntary blood, and
Br�ssenden laughed tr�umphantly.

“A full man �s not �nsulted by such an �nv�tat�on,” he concluded.
“You are a dev�l,” Mart�n cr�ed �rr�tably.



“Anyway, I d�dn’t ask you.”
“You d�dn’t dare.”
“Oh, I don’t know about that. I �nv�te you now.”
Br�ssenden half rose from h�s cha�r as he spoke, as �f w�th the

�ntent�on of depart�ng to the restaurant forthw�th.
Mart�n’s f�sts were t�ght-clenched, and h�s blood was drumm�ng �n

h�s temples.
“Bosco! He eats ’em al�ve! Eats ’em al�ve!” Br�ssenden excla�med,

�m�tat�ng the sp�eler of a locally famous snake-eater.
“I could certa�nly eat you al�ve,” Mart�n sa�d, �n turn runn�ng

�nsolent eyes over the other’s d�sease-ravaged frame.
“Only I’m not worthy of �t?”
“On the contrary,” Mart�n cons�dered, “because the �nc�dent �s not

worthy.” He broke �nto a laugh, hearty and wholesome. “I confess
you made a fool of me, Br�ssenden. That I am hungry and you are
aware of �t are only ord�nary phenomena, and there’s no d�sgrace.
You see, I laugh at the convent�onal l�ttle moral�t�es of the herd; then
you dr�ft by, say a sharp, true word, and �mmed�ately I am the slave
of the same l�ttle moral�t�es.”

“You were �nsulted,” Br�ssenden aff�rmed.
“I certa�nly was, a moment ago. The prejud�ce of early youth, you

know. I learned such th�ngs then, and they cheapen what I have
s�nce learned. They are the skeletons �n my part�cular closet.”

“But you’ve got the door shut on them now?”
“I certa�nly have.”
“Sure?”
“Sure.”
“Then let’s go and get someth�ng to eat.”
“I’ll go you,” Mart�n answered, attempt�ng to pay for the current

Scotch and soda w�th the last change from h�s two dollars and
see�ng the wa�ter bull�ed by Br�ssenden �nto putt�ng that change back
on the table.



Mart�n pocketed �t w�th a gr�mace, and felt for a moment the k�ndly
we�ght of Br�ssenden’s hand upon h�s shoulder.



CHAPTER XXXII.

Promptly, the next afternoon, Mar�a was exc�ted by Mart�n’s
second v�s�tor. But she d�d not lose her head th�s t�me, for she seated
Br�ssenden �n her parlor’s grandeur of respectab�l�ty.

“Hope you don’t m�nd my com�ng?” Br�ssenden began.
“No, no, not at all,” Mart�n answered, shak�ng hands and wav�ng

h�m to the sol�tary cha�r, h�mself tak�ng to the bed. “But how d�d you
know where I l�ved?”

“Called up the Morses. M�ss Morse answered the ’phone. And
here I am.” He tugged at h�s coat pocket and flung a th�n volume on
the table. “There’s a book, by a poet. Read �t and keep �t.” And then,
�n reply to Mart�n’s protest: “What have I to do w�th books? I had
another hemorrhage th�s morn�ng. Got any wh�skey? No, of course
not. Wa�t a m�nute.”

He was off and away. Mart�n watched h�s long f�gure go down the
outs�de steps, and, on turn�ng to close the gate, noted w�th a pang
the shoulders, wh�ch had once been broad, drawn �n now over the
collapsed ru�n of the chest. Mart�n got two tumblers, and fell to
read�ng the book of verse, Henry Vaughn Marlow’s latest collect�on.

“No Scotch,” Br�ssenden announced on h�s return. “The beggar
sells noth�ng but Amer�can wh�skey. But here’s a quart of �t.”

“I’ll send one of the youngsters for lemons, and we’ll make a
toddy,” Mart�n offered.

“I wonder what a book l�ke that w�ll earn Marlow?” he went on,
hold�ng up the volume �n quest�on.

“Poss�bly f�fty dollars,” came the answer. “Though he’s lucky �f he
pulls even on �t, or �f he can �nve�gle a publ�sher to r�sk br�ng�ng �t
out.”



“Then one can’t make a l�v�ng out of poetry?”
Mart�n’s tone and face al�ke showed h�s deject�on.
“Certa�nly not. What fool expects to? Out of rhym�ng, yes. There’s

Bruce, and V�rg�n�a Spr�ng, and Sedgw�ck. They do very n�cely. But
poetry—do you know how Vaughn Marlow makes h�s l�v�ng?—
teach�ng �n a boys’ cramm�ng-jo�nt down �n Pennsylvan�a, and of all
pr�vate l�ttle hells such a b�llet �s the l�m�t. I wouldn’t trade places w�th
h�m �f he had f�fty years of l�fe before h�m. And yet h�s work stands
out from the ruck of the contemporary vers�f�ers as a balas ruby
among carrots. And the rev�ews he gets! Damn them, all of them, the
crass man�k�ns!”

“Too much �s wr�tten by the men who can’t wr�te about the men
who do wr�te,” Mart�n concurred. “Why, I was appalled at the
quant�t�es of rubb�sh wr�tten about Stevenson and h�s work.”

“Ghouls and harp�es!” Br�ssenden snapped out w�th cl�ck�ng teeth.
“Yes, I know the spawn—complacently peck�ng at h�m for h�s Father
Dam�en letter, analyz�ng h�m, we�gh�ng h�m—”

“Measur�ng h�m by the yardst�ck of the�r own m�serable egos,”
Mart�n broke �n.

“Yes, that’s �t, a good phrase,—mouth�ng and besl�m�ng the True,
and Beaut�ful, and Good, and f�nally patt�ng h�m on the back and
say�ng, ‘Good dog, F�do.’ Faugh! ‘The l�ttle chatter�ng daws of men,’
R�chard Realf called them the n�ght he d�ed.”

“Peck�ng at star-dust,” Mart�n took up the stra�n warmly; “at the
meteor�c fl�ght of the master-men. I once wrote a squ�b on them—the
cr�t�cs, or the rev�ewers, rather.”

“Let’s see �t,” Br�ssenden begged eagerly.
So Mart�n unearthed a carbon copy of “Star-dust,” and dur�ng the

read�ng of �t Br�ssenden chuckled, rubbed h�s hands, and forgot to
s�p h�s toddy.

“Str�kes me you’re a b�t of star-dust yourself, flung �nto a world of
cowled gnomes who cannot see,” was h�s comment at the end of �t.
“Of course �t was snapped up by the f�rst magaz�ne?”

Mart�n ran over the pages of h�s manuscr�pt book. “It has been
refused by twenty-seven of them.”



Br�ssenden essayed a long and hearty laugh, but broke down �n a
f�t of cough�ng.

“Say, you needn’t tell me you haven’t tackled poetry,” he gasped.
“Let me see some of �t.”

“Don’t read �t now,” Mart�n pleaded. “I want to talk w�th you. I’ll
make up a bundle and you can take �t home.”

Br�ssenden departed w�th the “Love-cycle,” and “The Per� and the
Pearl,” return�ng next day to greet Mart�n w�th:-

“I want more.”
Not only d�d he assure Mart�n that he was a poet, but Mart�n

learned that Br�ssenden also was one. He was swept off h�s feet by
the other’s work, and astounded that no attempt had been made to
publ�sh �t.

“A plague on all the�r houses!” was Br�ssenden’s answer to
Mart�n’s volunteer�ng to market h�s work for h�m. “Love Beauty for �ts
own sake,” was h�s counsel, “and leave the magaz�nes alone. Back
to your sh�ps and your sea—that’s my adv�ce to you, Mart�n Eden.
What do you want �n these s�ck and rotten c�t�es of men? You are
cutt�ng your throat every day you waste �n them try�ng to prost�tute
beauty to the needs of magaz�nedom. What was �t you quoted me
the other day?—Oh, yes, ‘Man, the latest of the ephemera.’ Well,
what do you, the latest of the ephemera, want w�th fame? If you got
�t, �t would be po�son to you. You are too s�mple, too elemental, and
too rat�onal, by my fa�th, to prosper on such pap. I hope you never do
sell a l�ne to the magaz�nes. Beauty �s the only master to serve.
Serve her and damn the mult�tude! Success! What �n hell’s success
�f �t �sn’t r�ght there �n your Stevenson sonnet, wh�ch outranks
Henley’s ‘Appar�t�on,’ �n that ‘Love-cycle,’ �n those sea-poems?

“It �s not �n what you succeed �n do�ng that you get your joy, but �n
the do�ng of �t. You can’t tell me. I know �t. You know �t. Beauty hurts
you. It �s an everlast�ng pa�n �n you, a wound that does not heal, a
kn�fe of flame. Why should you palter w�th magaz�nes? Let beauty be
your end. Why should you m�nt beauty �nto gold? Anyway, you can’t;
so there’s no use �n my gett�ng exc�ted over �t. You can read the
magaz�nes for a thousand years and you won’t f�nd the value of one



l�ne of Keats. Leave fame and co�n alone, s�gn away on a sh�p to-
morrow, and go back to your sea.”

“Not for fame, but for love,” Mart�n laughed. “Love seems to have
no place �n your Cosmos; �n m�ne, Beauty �s the handma�den of
Love.”

Br�ssenden looked at h�m p�ty�ngly and adm�r�ngly. “You are so
young, Mart�n boy, so young. You w�ll flutter h�gh, but your w�ngs are
of the f�nest gauze, dusted w�th the fa�rest p�gments. Do not scorch
them. But of course you have scorched them already. It requ�red
some glor�f�ed pett�coat to account for that ‘Love-cycle,’ and that’s
the shame of �t.”

“It glor�f�es love as well as the pett�coat,” Mart�n laughed.
“The ph�losophy of madness,” was the retort. “So have I assured

myself when wander�ng �n hasheesh dreams. But beware. These
bourgeo�s c�t�es w�ll k�ll you. Look at that den of tra�tors where I met
you. Dry rot �s no name for �t. One can’t keep h�s san�ty �n such an
atmosphere. It’s degrad�ng. There’s not one of them who �s not
degrad�ng, man and woman, all of them an�mated stomachs gu�ded
by the h�gh �ntellectual and art�st�c �mpulses of clams—”

He broke off suddenly and regarded Mart�n. Then, w�th a flash of
d�v�nat�on, he saw the s�tuat�on. The express�on on h�s face turned to
wonder�ng horror.

“And you wrote that tremendous ‘Love-cycle’ to her—that pale,
shr�velled, female th�ng!”

The next �nstant Mart�n’s r�ght hand had shot to a throttl�ng clutch
on h�s throat, and he was be�ng shaken t�ll h�s teeth rattled. But
Mart�n, look�ng �nto h�s eyes, saw no fear there,—naught but a
cur�ous and mock�ng dev�l. Mart�n remembered h�mself, and flung
Br�ssenden, by the neck, s�delong upon the bed, at the same
moment releas�ng h�s hold.

Br�ssenden panted and gasped pa�nfully for a moment, then began
to chuckle.

“You had made me eternally your debtor had you shaken out the
flame,” he sa�d.



“My nerves are on a ha�r-tr�gger these days,” Mart�n apolog�zed.
“Hope I d�dn’t hurt you. Here, let me m�x a fresh toddy.”

“Ah, you young Greek!” Br�ssenden went on. “I wonder �f you take
just pr�de �n that body of yours. You are dev�l�sh strong. You are a
young panther, a l�on cub. Well, well, �t �s you who must pay for that
strength.”

“What do you mean?” Mart�n asked cur�ously, pass�ng h�m a glass.
“Here, down th�s and be good.”

“Because—” Br�ssenden s�pped h�s toddy and sm�led apprec�at�on
of �t. “Because of the women. They w�ll worry you unt�l you d�e, as
they have already worr�ed you, or else I was born yesterday. Now
there’s no use �n your chok�ng me; I’m go�ng to have my say. Th�s �s
undoubtedly your calf love; but for Beauty’s sake show better taste
next t�me. What under heaven do you want w�th a daughter of the
bourgeo�s�e? Leave them alone. P�ck out some great, wanton flame
of a woman, who laughs at l�fe and jeers at death and loves one
wh�le she may. There are such women, and they w�ll love you just as
read�ly as any pus�llan�mous product of bourgeo�s sheltered l�fe.”

“Pus�llan�mous?” Mart�n protested.
“Just so, pus�llan�mous; prattl�ng out l�ttle moral�t�es that have been

prattled �nto them, and afra�d to l�ve l�fe. They w�ll love you, Mart�n,
but they w�ll love the�r l�ttle moral�t�es more. What you want �s the
magn�f�cent abandon of l�fe, the great free souls, the blaz�ng
butterfl�es and not the l�ttle gray moths. Oh, you w�ll grow t�red of
them, too, of all the female th�ngs, �f you are unlucky enough to l�ve.
But you won’t l�ve. You won’t go back to your sh�ps and sea;
therefore, you’ll hang around these pest-holes of c�t�es unt�l your
bones are rotten, and then you’ll d�e.”

“You can lecture me, but you can’t make me talk back,” Mart�n
sa�d. “After all, you have but the w�sdom of your temperament, and
the w�sdom of my temperament �s just as un�mpeachable as yours.”

They d�sagreed about love, and the magaz�nes, and many th�ngs,
but they l�ked each other, and on Mart�n’s part �t was no less than a
profound l�k�ng. Day after day they were together, �f for no more than
the hour Br�ssenden spent �n Mart�n’s stuffy room. Br�ssenden never
arr�ved w�thout h�s quart of wh�skey, and when they d�ned together



down-town, he drank Scotch and soda throughout the meal. He
�nvar�ably pa�d the way for both, and �t was through h�m that Mart�n
learned the ref�nements of food, drank h�s f�rst champagne, and
made acqua�ntance w�th Rhen�sh w�nes.

But Br�ssenden was always an en�gma. W�th the face of an
ascet�c, he was, �n all the fa�l�ng blood of h�m, a frank voluptuary. He
was unafra�d to d�e, b�tter and cyn�cal of all the ways of l�v�ng; and
yet, dy�ng, he loved l�fe, to the last atom of �t. He was possessed by
a madness to l�ve, to thr�ll, “to squ�rm my l�ttle space �n the cosm�c
dust whence I came,” as he phrased �t once h�mself. He had
tampered w�th drugs and done many strange th�ngs �n quest of new
thr�lls, new sensat�ons. As he told Mart�n, he had once gone three
days w�thout water, had done so voluntar�ly, �n order to exper�ence
the exqu�s�te del�ght of such a th�rst assuaged. Who or what he was,
Mart�n never learned. He was a man w�thout a past, whose future
was the �mm�nent grave and whose present was a b�tter fever of
l�v�ng.



CHAPTER XXXIII.

Mart�n was stead�ly los�ng h�s battle. Econom�ze as he would, the
earn�ngs from hack-work d�d not balance expenses. Thanksg�v�ng
found h�m w�th h�s black su�t �n pawn and unable to accept the
Morses’ �nv�tat�on to d�nner. Ruth was not made happy by h�s reason
for not com�ng, and the correspond�ng effect on h�m was one of
desperat�on. He told her that he would come, after all; that he would
go over to San Franc�sco, to the Transcont�nental off�ce, collect the
f�ve dollars due h�m, and w�th �t redeem h�s su�t of clothes.

In the morn�ng he borrowed ten cents from Mar�a. He would have
borrowed �t, by preference, from Br�ssenden, but that errat�c
�nd�v�dual had d�sappeared. Two weeks had passed s�nce Mart�n had
seen h�m, and he va�nly cudgelled h�s bra�ns for some cause of
offence. The ten cents carr�ed Mart�n across the ferry to San
Franc�sco, and as he walked up Market Street he speculated upon
h�s pred�cament �n case he fa�led to collect the money. There would
then be no way for h�m to return to Oakland, and he knew no one �n
San Franc�sco from whom to borrow another ten cents.

The door to the Transcont�nental off�ce was ajar, and Mart�n, �n the
act of open�ng �t, was brought to a sudden pause by a loud vo�ce
from w�th�n, wh�ch excla�med:- “But that �s not the quest�on, Mr.
Ford.” (Ford, Mart�n knew, from h�s correspondence, to be the
ed�tor’s name.) “The quest�on �s, are you prepared to pay?—cash,
and cash down, I mean? I am not �nterested �n the prospects of the
Transcont�nental and what you expect to make �t next year. What I
want �s to be pa�d for what I do. And I tell you, r�ght now, the
Chr�stmas Transcont�nental don’t go to press t�ll I have the money �n
my hand. Good day. When you get the money, come and see me.”



The door jerked open, and the man flung past Mart�n, w�th an
angry countenance and went down the corr�dor, mutter�ng curses
and clench�ng h�s f�sts. Mart�n dec�ded not to enter �mmed�ately, and
l�ngered �n the hallways for a quarter of an hour. Then he shoved the
door open and walked �n. It was a new exper�ence, the f�rst t�me he
had been �ns�de an ed�tor�al off�ce. Cards ev�dently were not
necessary �n that off�ce, for the boy carr�ed word to an �nner room
that there was a man who wanted to see Mr. Ford. Return�ng, the
boy beckoned h�m from halfway across the room and led h�m to the
pr�vate off�ce, the ed�tor�al sanctum. Mart�n’s f�rst �mpress�on was of
the d�sorder and cluttered confus�on of the room. Next he not�ced a
bewh�skered, youthful-look�ng man, s�tt�ng at a roll-top desk, who
regarded h�m cur�ously. Mart�n marvelled at the calm repose of h�s
face. It was ev�dent that the squabble w�th the pr�nter had not
affected h�s equan�m�ty.

“I—I am Mart�n Eden,” Mart�n began the conversat�on. (“And I want
my f�ve dollars,” was what he would have l�ked to say.)

But th�s was h�s f�rst ed�tor, and under the c�rcumstances he d�d
not des�re to scare h�m too abruptly. To h�s surpr�se, Mr. Ford leaped
�nto the a�r w�th a “You don’t say so!” and the next moment, w�th both
hands, was shak�ng Mart�n’s hand effus�vely.

“Can’t say how glad I am to see you, Mr. Eden. Often wondered
what you were l�ke.”

Here he held Mart�n off at arm’s length and ran h�s beam�ng eyes
over Mart�n’s second-best su�t, wh�ch was also h�s worst su�t, and
wh�ch was ragged and past repa�r, though the trousers showed the
careful crease he had put �n w�th Mar�a’s flat-�rons.

“I confess, though, I conce�ved you to be a much older man than
you are. Your story, you know, showed such breadth, and v�gor, such
matur�ty and depth of thought. A masterp�ece, that story—I knew �t
when I had read the f�rst half-dozen l�nes. Let me tell you how I f�rst
read �t. But no; f�rst let me �ntroduce you to the staff.”

St�ll talk�ng, Mr. Ford led h�m �nto the general off�ce, where he
�ntroduced h�m to the assoc�ate ed�tor, Mr. Wh�te, a slender, fra�l l�ttle
man whose hand seemed strangely cold, as �f he were suffer�ng from
a ch�ll, and whose wh�skers were sparse and s�lky.



“And Mr. Ends, Mr. Eden. Mr. Ends �s our bus�ness manager, you
know.”

Mart�n found h�mself shak�ng hands w�th a cranky-eyed, bald-
headed man, whose face looked youthful enough from what l�ttle
could be seen of �t, for most of �t was covered by a snow-wh�te
beard, carefully tr�mmed—by h�s w�fe, who d�d �t on Sundays, at
wh�ch t�mes she also shaved the back of h�s neck.

The three men surrounded Mart�n, all talk�ng adm�r�ngly and at
once, unt�l �t seemed to h�m that they were talk�ng aga�nst t�me for a
wager.

“We often wondered why you d�dn’t call,” Mr. Wh�te was say�ng.
“I d�dn’t have the carfare, and I l�ve across the Bay,” Mart�n

answered bluntly, w�th the �dea of show�ng them h�s �mperat�ve need
for the money.

Surely, he thought to h�mself, my glad rags �n themselves are
eloquent advert�sement of my need. T�me and aga�n, whenever
opportun�ty offered, he h�nted about the purpose of h�s bus�ness. But
h�s adm�rers’ ears were deaf. They sang h�s pra�ses, told h�m what
they had thought of h�s story at f�rst s�ght, what they subsequently
thought, what the�r w�ves and fam�l�es thought; but not one h�nt d�d
they breathe of �ntent�on to pay h�m for �t.

“D�d I tell you how I f�rst read your story?” Mr. Ford sa�d. “Of
course I d�dn’t. I was com�ng west from New York, and when the tra�n
stopped at Ogden, the tra�n-boy on the new run brought aboard the
current number of the Transcont�nental.”

My God! Mart�n thought; you can travel �n a Pullman wh�le I starve
for the paltry f�ve dollars you owe me. A wave of anger rushed over
h�m. The wrong done h�m by the Transcont�nental loomed colossal,
for strong upon h�m were all the dreary months of va�n yearn�ng, of
hunger and pr�vat�on, and h�s present hunger awoke and gnawed at
h�m, rem�nd�ng h�m that he had eaten noth�ng s�nce the day before,
and l�ttle enough then. For the moment he saw red. These creatures
were not even robbers. They were sneak-th�eves. By l�es and broken
prom�ses they had tr�cked h�m out of h�s story. Well, he would show
them. And a great resolve surged �nto h�s w�ll to the effect that he
would not leave the off�ce unt�l he got h�s money. He remembered, �f



he d�d not get �t, that there was no way for h�m to go back to
Oakland. He controlled h�mself w�th an effort, but not before the
wolf�sh express�on of h�s face had awed and perturbed them.

They became more voluble than ever. Mr. Ford started anew to tell
how he had f�rst read “The R�ng of Bells,” and Mr. Ends at the same
t�me was str�v�ng to repeat h�s n�ece’s apprec�at�on of “The R�ng of
Bells,” sa�d n�ece be�ng a school-teacher �n Alameda.

“I’ll tell you what I came for,” Mart�n sa�d f�nally. “To be pa�d for that
story all of you l�ke so well. F�ve dollars, I bel�eve, �s what you
prom�sed me would be pa�d on publ�cat�on.”

Mr. Ford, w�th an express�on on h�s mob�le features of med�ate and
happy acqu�escence, started to reach for h�s pocket, then turned
suddenly to Mr. Ends, and sa�d that he had left h�s money home.
That Mr. Ends resented th�s, was patent; and Mart�n saw the tw�tch
of h�s arm as �f to protect h�s trousers pocket. Mart�n knew that the
money was there.

“I am sorry,” sa�d Mr. Ends, “but I pa�d the pr�nter not an hour ago,
and he took my ready change. It was careless of me to be so short;
but the b�ll was not yet due, and the pr�nter’s request, as a favor, to
make an �mmed�ate advance, was qu�te unexpected.”

Both men looked expectantly at Mr. Wh�te, but that gentleman
laughed and shrugged h�s shoulders. H�s consc�ence was clean at
any rate. He had come �nto the Transcont�nental to learn magaz�ne-
l�terature, �nstead of wh�ch he had pr�nc�pally learned f�nance. The
Transcont�nental owed h�m four months’ salary, and he knew that the
pr�nter must be appeased before the assoc�ate ed�tor.

“It’s rather absurd, Mr. Eden, to have caught us �n th�s shape,” Mr.
Ford preambled a�r�ly. “All carelessness, I assure you. But I’ll tell you
what we’ll do. We’ll ma�l you a check the f�rst th�ng �n the morn�ng.
You have Mr. Eden’s address, haven’t you, Mr. Ends?”

Yes, Mr. Ends had the address, and the check would be ma�led
the f�rst th�ng �n the morn�ng. Mart�n’s knowledge of banks and
checks was hazy, but he could see no reason why they should not
g�ve h�m the check on th�s day just as well as on the next.



“Then �t �s understood, Mr. Eden, that we’ll ma�l you the check to-
morrow?” Mr. Ford sa�d.

“I need the money to-day,” Mart�n answered stol�dly.
“The unfortunate c�rcumstances—�f you had chanced here any

other day,” Mr. Ford began suavely, only to be �nterrupted by Mr.
Ends, whose cranky eyes just�f�ed themselves �n h�s shortness of
temper.

“Mr. Ford has already expla�ned the s�tuat�on,” he sa�d w�th
asper�ty. “And so have I. The check w�ll be ma�led—”

“I also have expla�ned,” Mart�n broke �n, “and I have expla�ned that
I want the money to-day.”

He had felt h�s pulse qu�cken a tr�fle at the bus�ness manager’s
brusqueness, and upon h�m he kept an alert eye, for �t was �n that
gentleman’s trousers pocket that he d�v�ned the Transcont�nental’s
ready cash was repos�ng.

“It �s too bad—” Mr. Ford began.
But at that moment, w�th an �mpat�ent movement, Mr. Ends turned

as �f about to leave the room. At the same �nstant Mart�n sprang for
h�m, clutch�ng h�m by the throat w�th one hand �n such fash�on that
Mr. Ends’ snow-wh�te beard, st�ll ma�nta�n�ng �ts �mmaculate
tr�mness, po�nted ce�l�ngward at an angle of forty-f�ve degrees. To the
horror of Mr. Wh�te and Mr. Ford, they saw the�r bus�ness manager
shaken l�ke an Astrakhan rug.

“D�g up, you venerable d�scourager of r�s�ng young talent!” Mart�n
exhorted. “D�g up, or I’ll shake �t out of you, even �f �t’s all �n n�ckels.”
Then, to the two affr�ghted onlookers: “Keep away! If you �nterfere,
somebody’s l�able to get hurt.”

Mr. Ends was chok�ng, and �t was not unt�l the gr�p on h�s throat
was eased that he was able to s�gn�fy h�s acqu�escence �n the
d�gg�ng-up programme. All together, after repeated d�gs, �ts trousers
pocket y�elded four dollars and f�fteen cents.

“Ins�de out w�th �t,” Mart�n commanded.
An add�t�onal ten cents fell out. Mart�n counted the result of h�s ra�d

a second t�me to make sure.



“You next!” he shouted at Mr. Ford. “I want seventy-f�ve cents
more.”

Mr. Ford d�d not wa�t, but ransacked h�s pockets, w�th the result of
s�xty cents.

“Sure that �s all?” Mart�n demanded menac�ngly, possess�ng
h�mself of �t. “What have you got �n your vest pockets?”

In token of h�s good fa�th, Mr. Ford turned two of h�s pockets �ns�de
out. A str�p of cardboard fell to the floor from one of them. He
recovered �t and was �n the act of return�ng �t, when Mart�n cr�ed:-

“What’s that?—A ferry t�cket? Here, g�ve �t to me. It’s worth ten
cents. I’ll cred�t you w�th �t. I’ve now got four dollars and n�nety-f�ve
cents, �nclud�ng the t�cket. F�ve cents �s st�ll due me.”

He looked f�ercely at Mr. Wh�te, and found that frag�le creature �n
the act of hand�ng h�m a n�ckel.

“Thank you,” Mart�n sa�d, address�ng them collect�vely. “I w�sh you
a good day.”

“Robber!” Mr. Ends snarled after h�m.
“Sneak-th�ef!” Mart�n retorted, slamm�ng the door as he passed

out.
Mart�n was elated—so elated that when he recollected that The

Hornet owed h�m f�fteen dollars for “The Per� and the Pearl,” he
dec�ded forthw�th to go and collect �t. But The Hornet was run by a
set of clean-shaven, strapp�ng young men, frank buccaneers who
robbed everyth�ng and everybody, not except�ng one another. After
some breakage of the off�ce furn�ture, the ed�tor (an ex-college
athlete), ably ass�sted by the bus�ness manager, an advert�s�ng
agent, and the porter, succeeded �n remov�ng Mart�n from the off�ce
and �n accelerat�ng, by �n�t�al �mpulse, h�s descent of the f�rst fl�ght of
sta�rs.

“Come aga�n, Mr. Eden; glad to see you any t�me,” they laughed
down at h�m from the land�ng above.

Mart�n gr�nned as he p�cked h�mself up.
“Phew!” he murmured back. “The Transcont�nental crowd were

nanny-goats, but you fellows are a lot of pr�ze-f�ghters.”



More laughter greeted th�s.
“I must say, Mr. Eden,” the ed�tor of The Hornet called down, “that

for a poet you can go some yourself. Where d�d you learn that r�ght
cross—�f I may ask?”

“Where you learned that half-Nelson,” Mart�n answered. “Anyway,
you’re go�ng to have a black eye.”

“I hope your neck doesn’t st�ffen up,” the ed�tor w�shed sol�c�tously:
“What do you say we all go out and have a dr�nk on �t—not the neck,
of course, but the l�ttle rough-house?”

“I’ll go you �f I lose,” Mart�n accepted.
And robbers and robbed drank together, am�cably agree�ng that

the battle was to the strong, and that the f�fteen dollars for “The Per�
and the Pearl” belonged by r�ght to The Hornet’s ed�tor�al staff.



CHAPTER XXXIV.

Arthur rema�ned at the gate wh�le Ruth cl�mbed Mar�a’s front
steps. She heard the rap�d cl�ck of the type-wr�ter, and when Mart�n
let her �n, found h�m on the last page of a manuscr�pt. She had come
to make certa�n whether or not he would be at the�r table for
Thanksg�v�ng d�nner; but before she could broach the subject Mart�n
plunged �nto the one w�th wh�ch he was full.

“Here, let me read you th�s,” he cr�ed, separat�ng the carbon
cop�es and runn�ng the pages of manuscr�pt �nto shape. “It’s my
latest, and d�fferent from anyth�ng I’ve done. It �s so altogether
d�fferent that I am almost afra�d of �t, and yet I’ve a sneak�ng �dea �t �s
good. You be judge. It’s an Hawa��an story. I’ve called �t ‘W�k�-w�k�.’”

H�s face was br�ght w�th the creat�ve glow, though she sh�vered �n
the cold room and had been struck by the coldness of h�s hands at
greet�ng. She l�stened closely wh�le he read, and though he from
t�me to t�me had seen only d�sapprobat�on �n her face, at the close he
asked:-

“Frankly, what do you th�nk of �t?”
“I—I don’t know,” she, answered. “W�ll �t—do you th�nk �t w�ll sell?”
“I’m afra�d not,” was the confess�on. “It’s too strong for the

magaz�nes. But �t’s true, on my word �t’s true.”
“But why do you pers�st �n wr�t�ng such th�ngs when you know they

won’t sell?” she went on �nexorably. “The reason for your wr�t�ng �s to
make a l�v�ng, �sn’t �t?”

“Yes, that’s r�ght; but the m�serable story got away w�th me. I
couldn’t help wr�t�ng �t. It demanded to be wr�tten.”

“But that character, that W�k�-W�k�, why do you make h�m talk so
roughly? Surely �t w�ll offend your readers, and surely that �s why the



ed�tors are just�f�ed �n refus�ng your work.”
“Because the real W�k�-W�k� would have talked that way.”
“But �t �s not good taste.”
“It �s l�fe,” he repl�ed bluntly. “It �s real. It �s true. And I must wr�te

l�fe as I see �t.”
She made no answer, and for an awkward moment they sat s�lent.

It was because he loved her that he d�d not qu�te understand her,
and she could not understand h�m because he was so large that he
bulked beyond her hor�zon.

“Well, I’ve collected from the Transcont�nental,” he sa�d �n an effort
to sh�ft the conversat�on to a more comfortable subject. The p�cture
of the bewh�skered tr�o, as he had last seen them, mulcted of four
dollars and n�nety cents and a ferry t�cket, made h�m chuckle.

“Then you’ll come!” she cr�ed joyously. “That was what I came to
f�nd out.”

“Come?” he muttered absently. “Where?”
“Why, to d�nner to-morrow. You know you sa�d you’d recover your

su�t �f you got that money.”
“I forgot all about �t,” he sa�d humbly. “You see, th�s morn�ng the

poundman got Mar�a’s two cows and the baby calf, and—well, �t
happened that Mar�a d�dn’t have any money, and so I had to recover
her cows for her. That’s where the Transcont�nental f�ver went—‘The
R�ng of Bells’ went �nto the poundman’s pocket.”

“Then you won’t come?”
He looked down at h�s cloth�ng.
“I can’t.”
Tears of d�sappo�ntment and reproach gl�stened �n her blue eyes,

but she sa�d noth�ng.
“Next Thanksg�v�ng you’ll have d�nner w�th me �n Delmon�co’s,” he

sa�d cheer�ly; “or �n London, or Par�s, or anywhere you w�sh. I know
�t.”

“I saw �n the paper a few days ago,” she announced abruptly, “that
there had been several local appo�ntments to the Ra�lway Ma�l. You
passed f�rst, d�dn’t you?”



He was compelled to adm�t that the call had come for h�m, but that
he had decl�ned �t. “I was so sure—I am so sure—of myself,” he
concluded. “A year from now I’ll be earn�ng more than a dozen men
�n the Ra�lway Ma�l. You wa�t and see.”

“Oh,” was all she sa�d, when he f�n�shed. She stood up, pull�ng at
her gloves. “I must go, Mart�n. Arthur �s wa�t�ng for me.”

He took her �n h�s arms and k�ssed her, but she proved a pass�ve
sweetheart. There was no tenseness �n her body, her arms d�d not
go around h�m, and her l�ps met h�s w�thout the�r wonted pressure.

She was angry w�th h�m, he concluded, as he returned from the
gate. But why? It was unfortunate that the poundman had gobbled
Mar�a’s cows. But �t was only a stroke of fate. Nobody could be
blamed for �t. Nor d�d �t enter h�s head that he could have done aught
otherw�se than what he had done. Well, yes, he was to blame a l�ttle,
was h�s next thought, for hav�ng refused the call to the Ra�lway Ma�l.
And she had not l�ked “W�k�-W�k�.”

He turned at the head of the steps to meet the letter-carr�er on h�s
afternoon round. The ever recurrent fever of expectancy assa�led
Mart�n as he took the bundle of long envelopes. One was not long. It
was short and th�n, and outs�de was pr�nted the address of The New
York Outv�ew. He paused �n the act of tear�ng the envelope open. It
could not be an acceptance. He had no manuscr�pts w�th that
publ�cat�on. Perhaps—h�s heart almost stood st�ll at the—w�ld
thought—perhaps they were order�ng an art�cle from h�m; but the
next �nstant he d�sm�ssed the surm�se as hopelessly �mposs�ble.

It was a short, formal letter, s�gned by the off�ce ed�tor, merely
�nform�ng h�m that an anonymous letter wh�ch they had rece�ved was
enclosed, and that he could rest assured the Outv�ew’s staff never
under any c�rcumstances gave cons�derat�on to anonymous
correspondence.

The enclosed letter Mart�n found to be crudely pr�nted by hand. It
was a hotchpotch of �ll�terate abuse of Mart�n, and of assert�on that
the “so-called Mart�n Eden” who was sell�ng stor�es to magaz�nes
was no wr�ter at all, and that �n real�ty he was steal�ng stor�es from
old magaz�nes, typ�ng them, and send�ng them out as h�s own. The
envelope was postmarked “San Leandro.” Mart�n d�d not requ�re a



second thought to d�scover the author. H�gg�nbotham’s grammar,
H�gg�nbotham’s colloqu�al�sms, H�gg�nbotham’s mental qu�rks and
processes, were apparent throughout. Mart�n saw �n every l�ne, not
the f�ne Ital�an hand, but the coarse grocer’s f�st, of h�s brother-�n-
law.

But why? he va�nly quest�oned. What �njury had he done Bernard
H�gg�nbotham? The th�ng was so unreasonable, so wanton. There
was no expla�n�ng �t. In the course of the week a dozen s�m�lar letters
were forwarded to Mart�n by the ed�tors of var�ous Eastern
magaz�nes. The ed�tors were behav�ng handsomely, Mart�n
concluded. He was wholly unknown to them, yet some of them had
even been sympathet�c. It was ev�dent that they detested anonym�ty.
He saw that the mal�c�ous attempt to hurt h�m had fa�led. In fact, �f
anyth�ng came of �t, �t was bound to be good, for at least h�s name
had been called to the attent�on of a number of ed�tors. Somet�me,
perhaps, read�ng a subm�tted manuscr�pt of h�s, they m�ght
remember h�m as the fellow about whom they had rece�ved an
anonymous letter. And who was to say that such a remembrance
m�ght not sway the balance of the�r judgment just a tr�fle �n h�s favor?

It was about th�s t�me that Mart�n took a great slump �n Mar�a’s
est�mat�on. He found her �n the k�tchen one morn�ng groan�ng w�th
pa�n, tears of weakness runn�ng down her cheeks, va�nly
endeavor�ng to put through a large �ron�ng. He promptly d�agnosed
her affl�ct�on as La Gr�ppe, dosed her w�th hot wh�skey (the remnants
�n the bottles for wh�ch Br�ssenden was respons�ble), and ordered
her to bed. But Mar�a was refractory. The �ron�ng had to be done, she
protested, and del�vered that n�ght, or else there would be no food on
the morrow for the seven small and hungry S�lvas.

To her aston�shment (and �t was someth�ng that she never ceased
from relat�ng to her dy�ng day), she saw Mart�n Eden se�ze an �ron
from the stove and throw a fancy sh�rt-wa�st on the �ron�ng-board. It
was Kate Flanagan’s best Sunday wa�st, than whom there was no
more exact�ng and fast�d�ously dressed woman �n Mar�a’s world.
Also, M�ss Flanagan had sent spec�al �nstruct�on that sa�d wa�st must
be del�vered by that n�ght. As every one knew, she was keep�ng
company w�th John Coll�ns, the blacksm�th, and, as Mar�a knew



pr�v�ly, M�ss Flanagan and Mr. Coll�ns were go�ng next day to Golden
Gate Park. Va�n was Mar�a’s attempt to rescue the garment. Mart�n
gu�ded her totter�ng footsteps to a cha�r, from where she watched
h�m w�th bulg�ng eyes. In a quarter of the t�me �t would have taken
her she saw the sh�rt-wa�st safely �roned, and �roned as well as she
could have done �t, as Mart�n made her grant.

“I could work faster,” he expla�ned, “�f your �rons were only hotter.”
To her, the �rons he swung were much hotter than she ever dared

to use.
“Your spr�nkl�ng �s all wrong,” he compla�ned next. “Here, let me

teach you how to spr�nkle. Pressure �s what’s wanted. Spr�nkle under
pressure �f you want to �ron fast.”

He procured a pack�ng-case from the woodp�le �n the cellar, f�tted
a cover to �t, and ra�ded the scrap-�ron the S�lva tr�be was collect�ng
for the junkman. W�th fresh-spr�nkled garments �n the box, covered
w�th the board and pressed by the �ron, the dev�ce was complete and
�n operat�on.

“Now you watch me, Mar�a,” he sa�d, str�pp�ng off to h�s undersh�rt
and gr�pp�ng an �ron that was what he called “really hot.”

“An’ when he feen�sh da �ron’ he washa da wools,” as she
descr�bed �t afterward. “He say, ‘Mar�a, you are da greata fool. I
showa you how to washa da wools,’ an’ he shows me, too. Ten
m�nutes he maka da mach�ne—one barrel, one wheel-hub, two
poles, justa l�ke dat.”

Mart�n had learned the contr�vance from Joe at the Shelly Hot
Spr�ngs. The old wheel-hub, f�xed on the end of the upr�ght pole,
const�tuted the plunger. Mak�ng th�s, �n turn, fast to the spr�ng-pole
attached to the k�tchen rafters, so that the hub played upon the
woollens �n the barrel, he was able, w�th one hand, thoroughly to
pound them.

“No more Mar�a washa da wools,” her story always ended. “I maka
da k�ds worka da pole an’ da hub an’ da barrel. H�m da smarta man,
M�ster Eden.”

Nevertheless, by h�s masterly operat�on and �mprovement of her
k�tchen-laundry he fell an �mmense d�stance �n her regard. The



glamour of romance w�th wh�ch her �mag�nat�on had �nvested h�m
faded away �n the cold l�ght of fact that he was an ex-laundryman. All
h�s books, and h�s grand fr�ends who v�s�ted h�m �n carr�ages or w�th
countless bottles of wh�skey, went for naught. He was, after all, a
mere work�ngman, a member of her own class and caste. He was
more human and approachable, but, he was no longer mystery.

Mart�n’s al�enat�on from h�s fam�ly cont�nued. Follow�ng upon Mr.
H�gg�nbotham’s unprovoked attack, Mr. Hermann von Schm�dt
showed h�s hand. The fortunate sale of several stor�ettes, some
humorous verse, and a few jokes gave Mart�n a temporary splurge of
prosper�ty. Not only d�d he part�ally pay up h�s b�lls, but he had
suff�c�ent balance left to redeem h�s black su�t and wheel. The latter,
by v�rtue of a tw�sted crank-hanger, requ�red repa�r�ng, and, as a
matter of fr�endl�ness w�th h�s future brother-�n-law, he sent �t to Von
Schm�dt’s shop.

The afternoon of the same day Mart�n was pleased by the wheel
be�ng del�vered by a small boy. Von Schm�dt was also �ncl�ned to be
fr�endly, was Mart�n’s conclus�on from th�s unusual favor. Repa�red
wheels usually had to be called for. But when he exam�ned the
wheel, he d�scovered no repa�rs had been made. A l�ttle later �n the
day he telephoned h�s s�ster’s betrothed, and learned that that
person d�dn’t want anyth�ng to do w�th h�m �n “any shape, manner, or
form.”

“Hermann von Schm�dt,” Mart�n answered cheerfully, “I’ve a good
m�nd to come over and punch that Dutch nose of yours.”

“You come to my shop,” came the reply, “an’ I’ll send for the pol�ce.
An’ I’ll put you through, too. Oh, I know you, but you can’t make no
rough-house w�th me. I don’t want noth�n’ to do w�th the l�kes of you.
You’re a loafer, that’s what, an’ I a�n’t asleep. You a�n’t go�n’ to do no
spong�n’ off me just because I’m marry�n’ your s�ster. Why don’t you
go to work an’ earn an honest l�v�n’, eh? Answer me that.”

Mart�n’s ph�losophy asserted �tself, d�ss�pat�ng h�s anger, and he
hung up the rece�ver w�th a long wh�stle of �ncredulous amusement.
But after the amusement came the react�on, and he was oppressed
by h�s lonel�ness. Nobody understood h�m, nobody seemed to have



any use for h�m, except Br�ssenden, and Br�ssenden had
d�sappeared, God alone knew where.

Tw�l�ght was fall�ng as Mart�n left the fru�t store and turned
homeward, h�s market�ng on h�s arm. At the corner an electr�c car
had stopped, and at s�ght of a lean, fam�l�ar f�gure al�ght�ng, h�s heart
leapt w�th joy. It was Br�ssenden, and �n the fleet�ng gl�mpse, ere the
car started up, Mart�n noted the overcoat pockets, one bulg�ng w�th
books, the other bulg�ng w�th a quart bottle of wh�skey.



CHAPTER XXXV.

Br�ssenden gave no explanat�on of h�s long absence, nor d�d
Mart�n pry �nto �t. He was content to see h�s fr�end’s cadaverous face
oppos�te h�m through the steam r�s�ng from a tumbler of toddy.

“I, too, have not been �dle,” Br�ssenden procla�med, after hear�ng
Mart�n’s account of the work he had accompl�shed.

He pulled a manuscr�pt from h�s �ns�de coat pocket and passed �t
to Mart�n, who looked at the t�tle and glanced up cur�ously.

“Yes, that’s �t,” Br�ssenden laughed. “Pretty good t�tle, eh?
‘Ephemera’—�t �s the one word. And you’re respons�ble for �t, what of
your man, who �s always the erected, the v�tal�zed �norgan�c, the
latest of the ephemera, the creature of temperature strutt�ng h�s l�ttle
space on the thermometer. It got �nto my head and I had to wr�te �t to
get r�d of �t. Tell me what you th�nk of �t.”

Mart�n’s face, flushed at f�rst, paled as he read on. It was perfect
art. Form tr�umphed over substance, �f tr�umph �t could be called
where the last conce�vable atom of substance had found express�on
�n so perfect construct�on as to make Mart�n’s head sw�m w�th
del�ght, to put pass�onate tears �nto h�s eyes, and to send ch�lls
creep�ng up and down h�s back. It was a long poem of s�x or seven
hundred l�nes, and �t was a fantast�c, amaz�ng, unearthly th�ng. It was
terr�f�c, �mposs�ble; and yet there �t was, scrawled �n black �nk across
the sheets of paper. It dealt w�th man and h�s soul-grop�ngs �n the�r
ult�mate terms, plumb�ng the abysses of space for the test�mony of
remotest suns and ra�nbow spectrums. It was a mad orgy of
�mag�nat�on, wassa�l�ng �n the skull of a dy�ng man who half sobbed
under h�s breath and was qu�ck w�th the w�ld flutter of fad�ng heart-
beats. The poem swung �n majest�c rhythm to the cool tumult of
�nterstellar confl�ct, to the onset of starry hosts, to the �mpact of cold



suns and the flam�ng up of nebulae �n the darkened vo�d; and
through �t all, unceas�ng and fa�nt, l�ke a s�lver shuttle, ran the fra�l,
p�p�ng vo�ce of man, a querulous ch�rp am�d the scream�ng of planets
and the crash of systems.

“There �s noth�ng l�ke �t �n l�terature,” Mart�n sa�d, when at last he
was able to speak. “It’s wonderful!—wonderful! It has gone to my
head. I am drunken w�th �t. That great, �nf�n�tes�mal quest�on—I can’t
shake �t out of my thoughts. That quest�ng, eternal, ever recurr�ng,
th�n l�ttle wa�l�ng vo�ce of man �s st�ll r�ng�ng �n my ears. It �s l�ke the
dead-march of a gnat am�d the trumpet�ng of elephants and the
roar�ng of l�ons. It �s �nsat�able w�th m�croscop�c des�re. I now I’m
mak�ng a fool of myself, but the th�ng has obsessed me. You are—I
don’t know what you are—you are wonderful, that’s all. But how do
you do �t? How do you do �t?”

Mart�n paused from h�s rhapsody, only to break out afresh.
“I shall never wr�te aga�n. I am a dauber �n clay. You have shown

me the work of the real art�f�cer-art�san. Gen�us! Th�s �s someth�ng
more than gen�us. It transcends gen�us. It �s truth gone mad. It �s
true, man, every l�ne of �t. I wonder �f you real�ze that, you dogmat�st.
Sc�ence cannot g�ve you the l�e. It �s the truth of the sneer, stamped
out from the black �ron of the Cosmos and �nterwoven w�th m�ghty
rhythms of sound �nto a fabr�c of splendor and beauty. And now I
won’t say another word. I am overwhelmed, crushed. Yes, I w�ll, too.
Let me market �t for you.”

Br�ssenden gr�nned. “There’s not a magaz�ne �n Chr�stendom that
would dare to publ�sh �t—you know that.”

“I know noth�ng of the sort. I know there’s not a magaz�ne �n
Chr�stendom that wouldn’t jump at �t. They don’t get th�ngs l�ke that
every day. That’s no mere poem of the year. It’s the poem of the
century.”

“I’d l�ke to take you up on the propos�t�on.”
“Now don’t get cyn�cal,” Mart�n exhorted. “The magaz�ne ed�tors

are not wholly fatuous. I know that. And I’ll close w�th you on the bet.
I’ll wager anyth�ng you want that ‘Ephemera’ �s accepted e�ther on
the f�rst or second offer�ng.”



“There’s just one th�ng that prevents me from tak�ng you.”
Br�ssenden wa�ted a moment. “The th�ng �s b�g—the b�ggest I’ve ever
done. I know that. It’s my swan song. I am alm�ghty proud of �t. I
worsh�p �t. It’s better than wh�skey. It �s what I dreamed of—the great
and perfect th�ng—when I was a s�mple young man, w�th sweet
�llus�ons and clean �deals. And I’ve got �t, now, �n my last grasp, and
I’ll not have �t pawed over and so�led by a lot of sw�ne. No, I won’t
take the bet. It’s m�ne. I made �t, and I’ve shared �t w�th you.”

“But th�nk of the rest of the world,” Mart�n protested. “The funct�on
of beauty �s joy-mak�ng.”

“It’s my beauty.”
“Don’t be self�sh.”
“I’m not self�sh.” Br�ssenden gr�nned soberly �n the way he had

when pleased by the th�ng h�s th�n l�ps were about to shape. “I’m as
unself�sh as a fam�shed hog.”

In va�n Mart�n strove to shake h�m from h�s dec�s�on. Mart�n told
h�m that h�s hatred of the magaz�nes was rab�d, fanat�cal, and that
h�s conduct was a thousand t�mes more desp�cable than that of the
youth who burned the temple of D�ana at Ephesus. Under the storm
of denunc�at�on Br�ssenden complacently s�pped h�s toddy and
aff�rmed that everyth�ng the other sa�d was qu�te true, w�th the
except�on of the magaz�ne ed�tors. H�s hatred of them knew no
bounds, and he excelled Mart�n �n denunc�at�on when he turned
upon them.

“I w�sh you’d type �t for me,” he sa�d. “You know how a thousand
t�mes better than any stenographer. And now I want to g�ve you
some adv�ce.” He drew a bulky manuscr�pt from h�s outs�de coat
pocket. “Here’s your ‘Shame of the Sun.’ I’ve read �t not once, but
tw�ce and three t�mes—the h�ghest compl�ment I can pay you. After
what you’ve sa�d about ‘Ephemera’ I must be s�lent. But th�s I w�ll
say: when ‘The Shame of the Sun’ �s publ�shed, �t w�ll make a h�t. It
w�ll start a controversy that w�ll be worth thousands to you just �n
advert�s�ng.”

Mart�n laughed. “I suppose your next adv�ce w�ll be to subm�t �t to
the magaz�nes.”



“By all means no—that �s, �f you want to see �t �n pr�nt. Offer �t to
the f�rst-class houses. Some publ�sher’s reader may be mad enough
or drunk enough to report favorably on �t. You’ve read the books. The
meat of them has been transmuted �n the alemb�c of Mart�n Eden’s
m�nd and poured �nto ‘The Shame of the Sun,’ and one day Mart�n
Eden w�ll be famous, and not the least of h�s fame w�ll rest upon that
work. So you must get a publ�sher for �t—the sooner the better.”

Br�ssenden went home late that n�ght; and just as he mounted the
f�rst step of the car, he swung suddenly back on Mart�n and thrust
�nto h�s hand a small, t�ghtly crumpled wad of paper.

“Here, take th�s,” he sa�d. “I was out to the races to-day, and I had
the r�ght dope.”

The bell clanged and the car pulled out, leav�ng Mart�n wonder�ng
as to the nature of the cr�nkly, greasy wad he clutched �n h�s hand.
Back �n h�s room he unrolled �t and found a hundred-dollar b�ll.

He d�d not scruple to use �t. He knew h�s fr�end had always plenty
of money, and he knew also, w�th profound cert�tude, that h�s
success would enable h�m to repay �t. In the morn�ng he pa�d every
b�ll, gave Mar�a three months’ advance on the room, and redeemed
every pledge at the pawnshop. Next he bought Mar�an’s wedd�ng
present, and s�mpler presents, su�table to Chr�stmas, for Ruth and
Gertrude. And f�nally, on the balance rema�n�ng to h�m, he herded
the whole S�lva tr�be down �nto Oakland. He was a w�nter late �n
redeem�ng h�s prom�se, but redeemed �t was, for the last, least S�lva
got a pa�r of shoes, as well as Mar�a herself. Also, there were horns,
and dolls, and toys of var�ous sorts, and parcels and bundles of
cand�es and nuts that f�lled the arms of all the S�lvas to overflow�ng.

It was w�th th�s extraord�nary process�on troop�ng at h�s and
Mar�a’s heels �nto a confect�oner’s �n quest of the b�ggest candy-
cane ever made, that he encountered Ruth and her mother. Mrs.
Morse was shocked. Even Ruth was hurt, for she had some regard
for appearances, and her lover, cheek by jowl w�th Mar�a, at the head
of that army of Portuguese ragamuff�ns, was not a pretty s�ght. But �t
was not that wh�ch hurt so much as what she took to be h�s lack of
pr�de and self-respect. Further, and keenest of all, she read �nto the
�nc�dent the �mposs�b�l�ty of h�s l�v�ng down h�s work�ng-class or�g�n.



There was st�gma enough �n the fact of �t, but shamelessly to flaunt �t
�n the face of the world—her world—was go�ng too far. Though her
engagement to Mart�n had been kept secret, the�r long �nt�macy had
not been unproduct�ve of goss�p; and �n the shop, glanc�ng covertly
at her lover and h�s follow�ng, had been several of her
acqua�ntances. She lacked the easy largeness of Mart�n and could
not r�se super�or to her env�ronment. She had been hurt to the qu�ck,
and her sens�t�ve nature was qu�ver�ng w�th the shame of �t. So �t
was, when Mart�n arr�ved later �n the day, that he kept her present �n
h�s breast-pocket, deferr�ng the g�v�ng of �t to a more prop�t�ous
occas�on. Ruth �n tears—pass�onate, angry tears—was a revelat�on
to h�m. The spectacle of her suffer�ng conv�nced h�m that he had
been a brute, yet �n the soul of h�m he could not see how nor why. It
never entered h�s head to be ashamed of those he knew, and to take
the S�lvas out to a Chr�stmas treat could �n no way, so �t seemed to
h�m, show lack of cons�derat�on for Ruth. On the other hand, he d�d
see Ruth’s po�nt of v�ew, after she had expla�ned �t; and he looked
upon �t as a fem�n�ne weakness, such as affl�cted all women and the
best of women.



CHAPTER XXXVI.

“Come on,—I’ll show you the real d�rt,” Br�ssenden sa�d to h�m,
one even�ng �n January.

They had d�ned together �n San Franc�sco, and were at the Ferry
Bu�ld�ng, return�ng to Oakland, when the wh�m came to h�m to show
Mart�n the “real d�rt.” He turned and fled across the water-front, a
meagre shadow �n a flapp�ng overcoat, w�th Mart�n stra�n�ng to keep
up w�th h�m. At a wholesale l�quor store he bought two gallon-
dem�johns of old port, and w�th one �n each hand boarded a M�ss�on
Street car, Mart�n at h�s heels burdened w�th several quart-bottles of
wh�skey.

If Ruth could see me now, was h�s thought, wh�le he wondered as
to what const�tuted the real d�rt.

“Maybe nobody w�ll be there,” Br�ssenden sa�d, when they
d�smounted and plunged off to the r�ght �nto the heart of the work�ng-
class ghetto, south of Market Street. “In wh�ch case you’ll m�ss what
you’ve been look�ng for so long.”

“And what the deuce �s that?” Mart�n asked.
“Men, �ntell�gent men, and not the g�bber�ng nonent�t�es I found

you consort�ng w�th �n that trader’s den. You read the books and you
found yourself all alone. Well, I’m go�ng to show you to-n�ght some
other men who’ve read the books, so that you won’t be lonely any
more.”

“Not that I bother my head about the�r everlast�ng d�scuss�ons,” he
sa�d at the end of a block. “I’m not �nterested �n book ph�losophy. But
you’ll f�nd these fellows �ntell�gences and not bourgeo�s sw�ne. But
watch out, they’ll talk an arm off of you on any subject under the
sun.”



“Hope Norton’s there,” he panted a l�ttle later, res�st�ng Mart�n’s
effort to rel�eve h�m of the two dem�johns. “Norton’s an �deal�st—a
Harvard man. Prod�g�ous memory. Ideal�sm led h�m to ph�losoph�c
anarchy, and h�s fam�ly threw h�m off. Father’s a ra�lroad pres�dent
and many t�mes m�ll�onna�re, but the son’s starv�ng �n ’Fr�sco, ed�t�ng
an anarch�st sheet for twenty-f�ve a month.”

Mart�n was l�ttle acqua�nted �n San Franc�sco, and not at all south
of Market; so he had no �dea of where he was be�ng led.

“Go ahead,” he sa�d; “tell me about them beforehand. What do
they do for a l�v�ng? How do they happen to be here?”

“Hope Ham�lton’s there.” Br�ssenden paused and rested h�s hands.
“Strawn-Ham�lton’s h�s name—hyphenated, you know—comes of old
Southern stock. He’s a tramp—laz�est man I ever knew, though he’s
clerk�ng, or try�ng to, �n a soc�al�st coöperat�ve store for s�x dollars a
week. But he’s a conf�rmed hobo. Tramped �nto town. I’ve seen h�m
s�t all day on a bench and never a b�te pass h�s l�ps, and �n the
even�ng, when I �nv�ted h�m to d�nner—restaurant two blocks away—
have h�m say, ‘Too much trouble, old man. Buy me a package of
c�garettes �nstead.’ He was a Spencer�an l�ke you t�ll Kre�s turned
h�m to mater�al�st�c mon�sm. I’ll start h�m on mon�sm �f I can. Norton’s
another mon�st—only he aff�rms naught but sp�r�t. He can g�ve Kre�s
and Ham�lton all they want, too.”

“Who �s Kre�s?” Mart�n asked.
“H�s rooms we’re go�ng to. One t�me professor—f�red from

un�vers�ty—usual story. A m�nd l�ke a steel trap. Makes h�s l�v�ng any
old way. I know he’s been a street fak�r when he was down.
Unscrupulous. Rob a corpse of a shroud—anyth�ng. D�fference
between h�m and the bourgeo�s�e �s that he robs w�thout �llus�on.
He’ll talk N�etzsche, or Schopenhauer, or Kant, or anyth�ng, but the
only th�ng �n th�s world, not except�ng Mary, that he really cares for, �s
h�s mon�sm. Haeckel �s h�s l�ttle t�n god. The only way to �nsult h�m �s
to take a slap at Haeckel.”

“Here’s the hang-out.” Br�ssenden rested h�s dem�john at the
upsta�rs entrance, prel�m�nary to the cl�mb. It was the usual two-story
corner bu�ld�ng, w�th a saloon and grocery underneath. “The gang



l�ves here—got the whole upsta�rs to themselves. But Kre�s �s the
only one who has two rooms. Come on.”

No l�ghts burned �n the upper hall, but Br�ssenden threaded the
utter blackness l�ke a fam�l�ar ghost. He stopped to speak to Mart�n.

“There’s one fellow—Stevens—a theosoph�st. Makes a pretty
tangle when he gets go�ng. Just now he’s d�sh-washer �n a
restaurant. L�kes a good c�gar. I’ve seen h�m eat �n a ten-cent hash-
house and pay f�fty cents for the c�gar he smoked afterward. I’ve got
a couple �n my pocket for h�m, �f he shows up.”

“And there’s another fellow—Parry—an Austral�an, a stat�st�c�an
and a sport�ng encyclopaed�a. Ask h�m the gra�n output of Paraguay
for 1903, or the Engl�sh �mportat�on of sheet�ngs �nto Ch�na for 1890,
or at what we�ght J�mmy Br�tt fought Battl�ng Nelson, or who was
welter-we�ght champ�on of the Un�ted States �n ’68, and you’ll get the
correct answer w�th the automat�c celer�ty of a slot-mach�ne. And
there’s Andy, a stone-mason, has �deas on everyth�ng, a good
chess-player; and another fellow, Harry, a baker, red hot soc�al�st
and strong un�on man. By the way, you remember Cooks’ and
Wa�ters’ str�ke—Ham�lton was the chap who organ�zed that un�on
and prec�p�tated the str�ke—planned �t all out �n advance, r�ght here
�n Kre�s’s rooms. D�d �t just for the fun of �t, but was too lazy to stay
by the un�on. Yet he could have r�sen h�gh �f he wanted to. There’s
no end to the poss�b�l�t�es �n that man—�f he weren’t so �nsuperably
lazy.”

Br�ssenden advanced through the darkness t�ll a thread of l�ght
marked the threshold of a door. A knock and an answer opened �t,
and Mart�n found h�mself shak�ng hands w�th Kre�s, a handsome
brunette man, w�th dazzl�ng wh�te teeth, a droop�ng black mustache,
and large, flash�ng black eyes. Mary, a matronly young blonde, was
wash�ng d�shes �n the l�ttle back room that served for k�tchen and
d�n�ng room. The front room served as bedchamber and l�v�ng room.
Overhead was the week’s wash�ng, hang�ng �n festoons so low that
Mart�n d�d not see at f�rst the two men talk�ng �n a corner. They ha�led
Br�ssenden and h�s dem�johns w�th acclamat�on, and, on be�ng
�ntroduced, Mart�n learned they were Andy and Parry. He jo�ned
them and l�stened attent�vely to the descr�pt�on of a pr�ze-f�ght Parry



had seen the n�ght before; wh�le Br�ssenden, �n h�s glory, plunged
�nto the manufacture of a toddy and the serv�ng of w�ne and wh�skey-
and-sodas. At h�s command, “Br�ng �n the clan,” Andy departed to go
the round of the rooms for the lodgers.

“We’re lucky that most of them are here,” Br�ssenden wh�spered to
Mart�n. “There’s Norton and Ham�lton; come on and meet them.
Stevens �sn’t around, I hear. I’m go�ng to get them started on mon�sm
�f I can. Wa�t t�ll they get a few jolts �n them and they’ll warm up.”

At f�rst the conversat�on was desultory. Nevertheless Mart�n could
not fa�l to apprec�ate the keen play of the�r m�nds. They were men
w�th op�n�ons, though the op�n�ons often clashed, and, though they
were w�tty and clever, they were not superf�c�al. He sw�ftly saw, no
matter upon what they talked, that each man appl�ed the correlat�on
of knowledge and had also a deep-seated and un�f�ed concept�on of
soc�ety and the Cosmos. Nobody manufactured the�r op�n�ons for
them; they were all rebels of one var�ety or another, and the�r l�ps
were strangers to plat�tudes. Never had Mart�n, at the Morses’, heard
so amaz�ng a range of top�cs d�scussed. There seemed no l�m�t save
t�me to the th�ngs they were al�ve to. The talk wandered from Mrs.
Humphry Ward’s new book to Shaw’s latest play, through the future
of the drama to rem�n�scences of Mansf�eld. They apprec�ated or
sneered at the morn�ng ed�tor�als, jumped from labor cond�t�ons �n
New Zealand to Henry James and Brander Matthews, passed on to
the German des�gns �n the Far East and the econom�c aspect of the
Yellow Per�l, wrangled over the German elect�ons and Bebel’s last
speech, and settled down to local pol�t�cs, the latest plans and
scandals �n the un�on labor party adm�n�strat�on, and the w�res that
were pulled to br�ng about the Coast Seamen’s str�ke. Mart�n was
struck by the �ns�de knowledge they possessed. They knew what
was never pr�nted �n the newspapers—the w�res and str�ngs and the
h�dden hands that made the puppets dance. To Mart�n’s surpr�se, the
g�rl, Mary, jo�ned �n the conversat�on, d�splay�ng an �ntell�gence he
had never encountered �n the few women he had met. They talked
together on Sw�nburne and Rossett�, after wh�ch she led h�m beyond
h�s depth �nto the by-paths of French l�terature. H�s revenge came
when she defended Maeterl�nck and he brought �nto act�on the
carefully-thought-out thes�s of “The Shame of the Sun.”



Several other men had dropped �n, and the a�r was th�ck w�th
tobacco smoke, when Br�ssenden waved the red flag.

“Here’s fresh meat for your axe, Kre�s,” he sa�d; “a rose-wh�te
youth w�th the ardor of a lover for Herbert Spencer. Make a
Haeckel�te of h�m—�f you can.”

Kre�s seemed to wake up and flash l�ke some metall�c, magnet�c
th�ng, wh�le Norton looked at Mart�n sympathet�cally, w�th a sweet,
g�rl�sh sm�le, as much as to say that he would be amply protected.

Kre�s began d�rectly on Mart�n, but step by step Norton �nterfered,
unt�l he and Kre�s were off and away �n a personal battle. Mart�n
l�stened and fa�n would have rubbed h�s eyes. It was �mposs�ble that
th�s should be, much less �n the labor ghetto south of Market. The
books were al�ve �n these men. They talked w�th f�re and enthus�asm,
the �ntellectual st�mulant st�rr�ng them as he had seen dr�nk and
anger st�r other men. What he heard was no longer the ph�losophy of
the dry, pr�nted word, wr�tten by half-myth�cal dem�gods l�ke Kant and
Spencer. It was l�v�ng ph�losophy, w�th warm, red blood, �ncarnated �n
these two men t�ll �ts very features worked w�th exc�tement. Now and
aga�n other men jo�ned �n, and all followed the d�scuss�on w�th
c�garettes go�ng out �n the�r hands and w�th alert, �ntent faces.

Ideal�sm had never attracted Mart�n, but the expos�t�on �t now
rece�ved at the hands of Norton was a revelat�on. The log�cal
plaus�b�l�ty of �t, that made an appeal to h�s �ntellect, seemed m�ssed
by Kre�s and Ham�lton, who sneered at Norton as a metaphys�c�an,
and who, �n turn, sneered back at them as metaphys�c�ans.
Phenomenon and noumenon were band�ed back and forth. They
charged h�m w�th attempt�ng to expla�n consc�ousness by �tself. He
charged them w�th word-jugglery, w�th reason�ng from words to
theory �nstead of from facts to theory. At th�s they were aghast. It
was the card�nal tenet of the�r mode of reason�ng to start w�th facts
and to g�ve names to the facts.

When Norton wandered �nto the �ntr�cac�es of Kant, Kre�s
rem�nded h�m that all good l�ttle German ph�losoph�es when they
d�ed went to Oxford. A l�ttle later Norton rem�nded them of Ham�lton’s
Law of Pars�mony, the appl�cat�on of wh�ch they �mmed�ately cla�med
for every reason�ng process of the�rs. And Mart�n hugged h�s knees



and exulted �n �t all. But Norton was no Spencer�an, and he, too,
strove for Mart�n’s ph�losoph�c soul, talk�ng as much at h�m as to h�s
two opponents.

“You know Berkeley has never been answered,” he sa�d, look�ng
d�rectly at Mart�n. “Herbert Spencer came the nearest, wh�ch was not
very near. Even the stanchest of Spencer’s followers w�ll not go
farther. I was read�ng an essay of Saleeby’s the other day, and the
best Saleeby could say was that Herbert Spencer nearly succeeded
�n answer�ng Berkeley.”

“You know what Hume sa�d?” Ham�lton asked. Norton nodded, but
Ham�lton gave �t for the benef�t of the rest. “He sa�d that Berkeley’s
arguments adm�t of no answer and produce no conv�ct�on.”

“In h�s, Hume’s, m�nd,” was the reply. “And Hume’s m�nd was the
same as yours, w�th th�s d�fference: he was w�se enough to adm�t
there was no answer�ng Berkeley.”

Norton was sens�t�ve and exc�table, though he never lost h�s head,
wh�le Kre�s and Ham�lton were l�ke a pa�r of cold-blooded savages,
seek�ng out tender places to prod and poke. As the even�ng grew
late, Norton, smart�ng under the repeated charges of be�ng a
metaphys�c�an, clutch�ng h�s cha�r to keep from jump�ng to h�s feet,
h�s gray eyes snapp�ng and h�s g�rl�sh face grown harsh and sure,
made a grand attack upon the�r pos�t�on.

“All r�ght, you Haeckel�tes, I may reason l�ke a med�c�ne man, but,
pray, how do you reason? You have noth�ng to stand on, you
unsc�ent�f�c dogmat�sts w�th your pos�t�ve sc�ence wh�ch you are
always lugg�ng about �nto places �t has no r�ght to be. Long before
the school of mater�al�st�c mon�sm arose, the ground was removed
so that there could be no foundat�on. Locke was the man, John
Locke. Two hundred years ago—more than that, even �n h�s ‘Essay
concern�ng the Human Understand�ng,’ he proved the non-ex�stence
of �nnate �deas. The best of �t �s that that �s prec�sely what you cla�m.
To-n�ght, aga�n and aga�n, you have asserted the non-ex�stence of
�nnate �deas.

“And what does that mean? It means that you can never know
ult�mate real�ty. Your bra�ns are empty when you are born.
Appearances, or phenomena, are all the content your m�nds can



rece�ve from your f�ve senses. Then noumena, wh�ch are not �n your
m�nds when you are born, have no way of gett�ng �n—”

“I deny—” Kre�s started to �nterrupt.
“You wa�t t�ll I’m done,” Norton shouted. “You can know only that

much of the play and �nterplay of force and matter as �mp�nges �n
one way or another on our senses. You see, I am w�ll�ng to adm�t, for
the sake of the argument, that matter ex�sts; and what I am about to
do �s to efface you by your own argument. I can’t do �t any other way,
for you are both congen�tally unable to understand a ph�losoph�c
abstract�on.

“And now, what do you know of matter, accord�ng to your own
pos�t�ve sc�ence? You know �t only by �ts phenomena, �ts
appearances. You are aware only of �ts changes, or of such changes
�n �t as cause changes �n your consc�ousness. Pos�t�ve sc�ence deals
only w�th phenomena, yet you are fool�sh enough to str�ve to be
ontolog�sts and to deal w�th noumena. Yet, by the very def�n�t�on of
pos�t�ve sc�ence, sc�ence �s concerned only w�th appearances. As
somebody has sa�d, phenomenal knowledge cannot transcend
phenomena.

“You cannot answer Berkeley, even �f you have ann�h�lated Kant,
and yet, perforce, you assume that Berkeley �s wrong when you
aff�rm that sc�ence proves the non-ex�stence of God, or, as much to
the po�nt, the ex�stence of matter.—You know I granted the real�ty of
matter only �n order to make myself �ntell�g�ble to your understand�ng.
Be pos�t�ve sc�ent�sts, �f you please; but ontology has no place �n
pos�t�ve sc�ence, so leave �t alone. Spencer �s r�ght �n h�s
agnost�c�sm, but �f Spencer—”

But �t was t�me to catch the last ferry-boat for Oakland, and
Br�ssenden and Mart�n sl�pped out, leav�ng Norton st�ll talk�ng and
Kre�s and Ham�lton wa�t�ng to pounce on h�m l�ke a pa�r of hounds as
soon as he f�n�shed.

“You have g�ven me a gl�mpse of fa�ryland,” Mart�n sa�d on the
ferry-boat. “It makes l�fe worth wh�le to meet people l�ke that. My
m�nd �s all worked up. I never apprec�ated �deal�sm before. Yet I can’t
accept �t. I know that I shall always be a real�st. I am so made, I
guess. But I’d l�ke to have made a reply to Kre�s and Ham�lton, and I



th�nk I’d have had a word or two for Norton. I d�dn’t see that Spencer
was damaged any. I’m as exc�ted as a ch�ld on �ts f�rst v�s�t to the
c�rcus. I see I must read up some more. I’m go�ng to get hold of
Saleeby. I st�ll th�nk Spencer �s unassa�lable, and next t�me I’m go�ng
to take a hand myself.”

But Br�ssenden, breath�ng pa�nfully, had dropped off to sleep, h�s
ch�n bur�ed �n a scarf and rest�ng on h�s sunken chest, h�s body
wrapped �n the long overcoat and shak�ng to the v�brat�on of the
propellers.



CHAPTER XXXVII.

The f�rst th�ng Mart�n d�d next morn�ng was to go counter both to
Br�ssenden’s adv�ce and command. “The Shame of the Sun” he
wrapped and ma�led to The Acropol�s. He bel�eved he could f�nd
magaz�ne publ�cat�on for �t, and he felt that recogn�t�on by the
magaz�nes would commend h�m to the book-publ�sh�ng houses.
“Ephemera” he l�kew�se wrapped and ma�led to a magaz�ne. Desp�te
Br�ssenden’s prejud�ce aga�nst the magaz�nes, wh�ch was a
pronounced man�a w�th h�m, Mart�n dec�ded that the great poem
should see pr�nt. He d�d not �ntend, however, to publ�sh �t w�thout the
other’s perm�ss�on. H�s plan was to get �t accepted by one of the h�gh
magaz�nes, and, thus armed, aga�n to wrestle w�th Br�ssenden for
consent.

Mart�n began, that morn�ng, a story wh�ch he had sketched out a
number of weeks before and wh�ch ever s�nce had been worry�ng
h�m w�th �ts �ns�stent clamor to be created. Apparently �t was to be a
rattl�ng sea story, a tale of twent�eth-century adventure and romance,
handl�ng real characters, �n a real world, under real cond�t�ons. But
beneath the sw�ng and go of the story was to be someth�ng else—
someth�ng that the superf�c�al reader would never d�scern and wh�ch,
on the other hand, would not d�m�n�sh �n any way the �nterest and
enjoyment for such a reader. It was th�s, and not the mere story, that
�mpelled Mart�n to wr�te �t. For that matter, �t was always the great,
un�versal mot�f that suggested plots to h�m. After hav�ng found such
a mot�f, he cast about for the part�cular persons and part�cular
locat�on �n t�me and space wherew�th and where�n to utter the
un�versal th�ng. “Overdue” was the t�tle he had dec�ded for �t, and �ts
length he bel�eved would not be more than s�xty thousand words—a
bagatelle for h�m w�th h�s splend�d v�gor of product�on. On th�s f�rst



day he took hold of �t w�th consc�ous del�ght �n the mastery of h�s
tools. He no longer worr�ed for fear that the sharp, cutt�ng edges
should sl�p and mar h�s work. The long months of �ntense appl�cat�on
and study had brought the�r reward. He could now devote h�mself
w�th sure hand to the larger phases of the th�ng he shaped; and as
he worked, hour after hour, he felt, as never before, the sure and
cosm�c grasp w�th wh�ch he held l�fe and the affa�rs of l�fe. “Overdue”
would tell a story that would be true of �ts part�cular characters and
�ts part�cular events; but �t would tell, too, he was conf�dent, great
v�tal th�ngs that would be true of all t�me, and all sea, and all l�fe—
thanks to Herbert Spencer, he thought, lean�ng back for a moment
from the table. Ay, thanks to Herbert Spencer and to the master-key
of l�fe, evolut�on, wh�ch Spencer had placed �n h�s hands.

He was consc�ous that �t was great stuff he was wr�t�ng. “It w�ll go!
It w�ll go!” was the refra�n that kept sound�ng �n h�s ears. Of course �t
would go. At last he was turn�ng out the th�ng at wh�ch the
magaz�nes would jump. The whole story worked out before h�m �n
l�ghtn�ng flashes. He broke off from �t long enough to wr�te a
paragraph �n h�s note-book. Th�s would be the last paragraph �n
“Overdue”; but so thoroughly was the whole book already composed
�n h�s bra�n that he could wr�te, weeks before he had arr�ved at the
end, the end �tself. He compared the tale, as yet unwr�tten, w�th the
tales of the sea-wr�ters, and he felt �t to be �mmeasurably super�or.
“There’s only one man who could touch �t,” he murmured aloud, “and
that’s Conrad. And �t ought to make even h�m s�t up and shake
hands w�th me, and say, ‘Well done, Mart�n, my boy.’”

He to�led on all day, recollect�ng, at the last moment, that he was
to have d�nner at the Morses’. Thanks to Br�ssenden, h�s black su�t
was out of pawn and he was aga�n el�g�ble for d�nner part�es. Down
town he stopped off long enough to run �nto the l�brary and search
for Saleeby’s books. He drew out “The Cycle of L�fe,” and on the car
turned to the essay Norton had ment�oned on Spencer. As Mart�n
read, he grew angry. H�s face flushed, h�s jaw set, and unconsc�ously
h�s hand clenched, unclenched, and clenched aga�n as �f he were
tak�ng fresh gr�ps upon some hateful th�ng out of wh�ch he was
squeez�ng the l�fe. When he left the car, he strode along the s�dewalk
as a wrathful man w�ll str�de, and he rang the Morse bell w�th such



v�c�ousness that �t roused h�m to consc�ousness of h�s cond�t�on, so
that he entered �n good nature, sm�l�ng w�th amusement at h�mself.
No sooner, however, was he �ns�de than a great depress�on
descended upon h�m. He fell from the he�ght where he had been up-
borne all day on the w�ngs of �nsp�rat�on. “Bourgeo�s,” “trader’s
den”—Br�ssenden’s ep�thets repeated themselves �n h�s m�nd. But
what of that? he demanded angr�ly. He was marry�ng Ruth, not her
fam�ly.

It seemed to h�m that he had never seen Ruth more beaut�ful,
more sp�r�tual and ethereal and at the same t�me more healthy.
There was color �n her cheeks, and her eyes drew h�m aga�n and
aga�n—the eyes �n wh�ch he had f�rst read �mmortal�ty. He had
forgotten �mmortal�ty of late, and the trend of h�s sc�ent�f�c read�ng
had been away from �t; but here, �n Ruth’s eyes, he read an
argument w�thout words that transcended all worded arguments. He
saw that �n her eyes before wh�ch all d�scuss�on fled away, for he
saw love there. And �n h�s own eyes was love; and love was
unanswerable. Such was h�s pass�onate doctr�ne.

The half hour he had w�th her, before they went �n to d�nner, left
h�m supremely happy and supremely sat�sf�ed w�th l�fe.
Nevertheless, at table, the �nev�table react�on and exhaust�on
consequent upon the hard day se�zed hold of h�m. He was aware
that h�s eyes were t�red and that he was �rr�table. He remembered �t
was at th�s table, at wh�ch he now sneered and was so often bored,
that he had f�rst eaten w�th c�v�l�zed be�ngs �n what he had �mag�ned
was an atmosphere of h�gh culture and ref�nement. He caught a
gl�mpse of that pathet�c f�gure of h�m, so long ago, a self-consc�ous
savage, sprout�ng sweat at every pore �n an agony of apprehens�on,
puzzled by the bew�lder�ng m�nut�ae of eat�ng-�mplements, tortured
by the ogre of a servant, str�v�ng at a leap to l�ve at such d�zzy soc�al
alt�tude, and dec�d�ng �n the end to be frankly h�mself, pretend�ng no
knowledge and no pol�sh he d�d not possess.

He glanced at Ruth for reassurance, much �n the same manner
that a passenger, w�th sudden pan�c thought of poss�ble sh�pwreck,
w�ll str�ve to locate the l�fe preservers. Well, that much had come out
of �t—love and Ruth. All the rest had fa�led to stand the test of the



books. But Ruth and love had stood the test; for them he found a
b�olog�cal sanct�on. Love was the most exalted express�on of l�fe.
Nature had been busy des�gn�ng h�m, as she had been busy w�th all
normal men, for the purpose of lov�ng. She had spent ten thousand
centur�es—ay, a hundred thousand and a m�ll�on centur�es—upon
the task, and he was the best she could do. She had made love the
strongest th�ng �n h�m, �ncreased �ts power a myr�ad per cent w�th her
g�ft of �mag�nat�on, and sent h�m forth �nto the ephemera to thr�ll and
melt and mate. H�s hand sought Ruth’s hand bes�de h�m h�dden by
the table, and a warm pressure was g�ven and rece�ved. She looked
at h�m a sw�ft �nstant, and her eyes were rad�ant and melt�ng. So
were h�s �n the thr�ll that pervaded h�m; nor d�d he real�ze how much
that was rad�ant and melt�ng �n her eyes had been aroused by what
she had seen �n h�s.

Across the table from h�m, cater-cornered, at Mr. Morse’s r�ght, sat
Judge Blount, a local super�or court judge. Mart�n had met h�m a
number of t�mes and had fa�led to l�ke h�m. He and Ruth’s father
were d�scuss�ng labor un�on pol�t�cs, the local s�tuat�on, and
soc�al�sm, and Mr. Morse was endeavor�ng to tw�t Mart�n on the latter
top�c. At last Judge Blount looked across the table w�th ben�gnant
and fatherly p�ty. Mart�n sm�led to h�mself.

“You’ll grow out of �t, young man,” he sa�d sooth�ngly. “T�me �s the
best cure for such youthful d�stempers.” He turned to Mr. Morse. “I
do not bel�eve d�scuss�on �s good �n such cases. It makes the pat�ent
obst�nate.”

“That �s true,” the other assented gravely. “But �t �s well to warn the
pat�ent occas�onally of h�s cond�t�on.”

Mart�n laughed merr�ly, but �t was w�th an effort. The day had been
too long, the day’s effort too �ntense, and he was deep �n the throes
of the react�on.

“Undoubtedly you are both excellent doctors,” he sa�d; “but �f you
care a wh�t for the op�n�on of the pat�ent, let h�m tell you that you are
poor d�agnost�c�ans. In fact, you are both suffer�ng from the d�sease
you th�nk you f�nd �n me. As for me, I am �mmune. The soc�al�st
ph�losophy that r�ots half-baked �n your ve�ns has passed me by.”



“Clever, clever,” murmured the judge. “An excellent ruse �n
controversy, to reverse pos�t�ons.”

“Out of your mouth.” Mart�n’s eyes were sparkl�ng, but he kept
control of h�mself. “You see, Judge, I’ve heard your campa�gn
speeches. By some hen�d�cal process—hen�d�cal, by the way �s a
favor�te word of m�ne wh�ch nobody understands—by some hen�d�cal
process you persuade yourself that you bel�eve �n the compet�t�ve
system and the surv�val of the strong, and at the same t�me you
�ndorse w�th m�ght and ma�n all sorts of measures to shear the
strength from the strong.”

“My young man—”
“Remember, I’ve heard your campa�gn speeches,” Mart�n warned.

“It’s on record, your pos�t�on on �nterstate commerce regulat�on, on
regulat�on of the ra�lway trust and Standard O�l, on the conservat�on
of the forests, on a thousand and one restr�ct�ve measures that are
noth�ng else than soc�al�st�c.”

“Do you mean to tell me that you do not bel�eve �n regulat�ng these
var�ous outrageous exerc�ses of power?”

“That’s not the po�nt. I mean to tell you that you are a poor
d�agnost�c�an. I mean to tell you that I am not suffer�ng from the
m�crobe of soc�al�sm. I mean to tell you that �t �s you who are
suffer�ng from the emasculat�ng ravages of that same m�crobe. As
for me, I am an �nveterate opponent of soc�al�sm just as I am an
�nveterate opponent of your own mongrel democracy that �s noth�ng
else than pseudo-soc�al�sm masquerad�ng under a garb of words
that w�ll not stand the test of the d�ct�onary.”

“I am a react�onary—so complete a react�onary that my pos�t�on �s
�ncomprehens�ble to you who l�ve �n a ve�led l�e of soc�al organ�zat�on
and whose s�ght �s not keen enough to p�erce the ve�l. You make
bel�eve that you bel�eve �n the surv�val of the strong and the rule of
the strong. I bel�eve. That �s the d�fference. When I was a tr�fle
younger,—a few months younger,—I bel�eved the same th�ng. You
see, the �deas of you and yours had �mpressed me. But merchants
and traders are cowardly rulers at best; they grunt and grub all the�r
days �n the trough of money-gett�ng, and I have swung back to
ar�stocracy, �f you please. I am the only �nd�v�dual�st �n th�s room. I



look to the state for noth�ng. I look only to the strong man, the man
on horseback, to save the state from �ts own rotten fut�l�ty.”

“N�etzsche was r�ght. I won’t take the t�me to tell you who
N�etzsche was, but he was r�ght. The world belongs to the strong—to
the strong who are noble as well and who do not wallow �n the
sw�ne-trough of trade and exchange. The world belongs to the true
nobleman, to the great blond beasts, to the noncomprom�sers, to the
‘yes-sayers.’ And they w�ll eat you up, you soc�al�sts—who are afra�d
of soc�al�sm and who th�nk yourselves �nd�v�dual�sts. Your slave-
moral�ty of the meek and lowly w�ll never save you.—Oh, �t’s all
Greek, I know, and I won’t bother you any more w�th �t. But
remember one th�ng. There aren’t half a dozen �nd�v�dual�sts �n
Oakland, but Mart�n Eden �s one of them.”

He s�gn�f�ed that he was done w�th the d�scuss�on, and turned to
Ruth.

“I’m wrought up to-day,” he sa�d �n an undertone. “All I want to do
�s to love, not talk.”

He �gnored Mr. Morse, who sa�d:-
“I am unconv�nced. All soc�al�sts are Jesu�ts. That �s the way to tell

them.”
“We’ll make a good Republ�can out of you yet,” sa�d Judge Blount.
“The man on horseback w�ll arr�ve before that t�me,” Mart�n

retorted w�th good humor, and returned to Ruth.
But Mr. Morse was not content. He d�d not l�ke the laz�ness and

the d�s�ncl�nat�on for sober, leg�t�mate work of th�s prospect�ve son-�n-
law of h�s, for whose �deas he had no respect and of whose nature
he had no understand�ng. So he turned the conversat�on to Herbert
Spencer. Judge Blount ably seconded h�m, and Mart�n, whose ears
had pr�cked at the f�rst ment�on of the ph�losopher’s name, l�stened
to the judge enunc�ate a grave and complacent d�atr�be aga�nst
Spencer. From t�me to t�me Mr. Morse glanced at Mart�n, as much as
to say, “There, my boy, you see.”

“Chatter�ng daws,” Mart�n muttered under h�s breath, and went on
talk�ng w�th Ruth and Arthur.



But the long day and the “real d�rt” of the n�ght before were tell�ng
upon h�m; and, bes�des, st�ll �n h�s burnt m�nd was what had made
h�m angry when he read �t on the car.

“What �s the matter?” Ruth asked suddenly alarmed by the effort
he was mak�ng to conta�n h�mself.

“There �s no god but the Unknowable, and Herbert Spencer �s �ts
prophet,” Judge Blount was say�ng at that moment.

Mart�n turned upon h�m.
“A cheap judgment,” he remarked qu�etly. “I heard �t f�rst �n the C�ty

Hall Park, on the l�ps of a work�ngman who ought to have known
better. I have heard �t often s�nce, and each t�me the clap-trap of �t
nauseates me. You ought to be ashamed of yourself. To hear that
great and noble man’s name upon your l�ps �s l�ke f�nd�ng a dew-drop
�n a cesspool. You are d�sgust�ng.”

It was l�ke a thunderbolt. Judge Blount glared at h�m w�th
apoplect�c countenance, and s�lence re�gned. Mr. Morse was secretly
pleased. He could see that h�s daughter was shocked. It was what
he wanted to do—to br�ng out the �nnate ruff�an�sm of th�s man he
d�d not l�ke.

Ruth’s hand sought Mart�n’s beseech�ngly under the table, but h�s
blood was up. He was �nflamed by the �ntellectual pretence and fraud
of those who sat �n the h�gh places. A Super�or Court Judge! It was
only several years before that he had looked up from the m�re at
such glor�ous ent�t�es and deemed them gods.

Judge Blount recovered h�mself and attempted to go on,
address�ng h�mself to Mart�n w�th an assumpt�on of pol�teness that
the latter understood was for the benef�t of the lad�es. Even th�s
added to h�s anger. Was there no honesty �n the world?

“You can’t d�scuss Spencer w�th me,” he cr�ed. “You do not know
any more about Spencer than do h�s own countrymen. But �t �s no
fault of yours, I grant. It �s just a phase of the contempt�ble �gnorance
of the t�mes. I ran across a sample of �t on my way here th�s even�ng.
I was read�ng an essay by Saleeby on Spencer. You should read �t. It
�s access�ble to all men. You can buy �t �n any book-store or draw �t
from the publ�c l�brary. You would feel ashamed of your pauc�ty of



abuse and �gnorance of that noble man compared w�th what Saleeby
has collected on the subject. It �s a record of shame that would
shame your shame.

“‘The ph�losopher of the half-educated,’ he was called by an
academ�c Ph�losopher who was not worthy to pollute the atmosphere
he breathed. I don’t th�nk you have read ten pages of Spencer, but
there have been cr�t�cs, assumably more �ntell�gent than you, who
have read no more than you of Spencer, who publ�cly challenged h�s
followers to adduce one s�ngle �dea from all h�s wr�t�ngs—from
Herbert Spencer’s wr�t�ngs, the man who has �mpressed the stamp
of h�s gen�us over the whole f�eld of sc�ent�f�c research and modern
thought; the father of psychology; the man who revolut�on�zed
pedagogy, so that to-day the ch�ld of the French peasant �s taught
the three R’s accord�ng to pr�nc�ples la�d down by h�m. And the l�ttle
gnats of men st�ng h�s memory when they get the�r very bread and
butter from the techn�cal appl�cat�on of h�s �deas. What l�ttle of worth
res�des �n the�r bra�ns �s largely due to h�m. It �s certa�n that had he
never l�ved, most of what �s correct �n the�r parrot-learned knowledge
would be absent.

“And yet a man l�ke Pr�nc�pal Fa�rbanks of Oxford—a man who s�ts
�n an even h�gher place than you, Judge Blount—has sa�d that
Spencer w�ll be d�sm�ssed by poster�ty as a poet and dreamer rather
than a th�nker. Yappers and blathersk�tes, the whole brood of them!
‘“F�rst Pr�nc�ples” �s not wholly dest�tute of a certa�n l�terary power,’
sa�d one of them. And others of them have sa�d that he was an
�ndustr�ous plodder rather than an or�g�nal th�nker. Yappers and
blathersk�tes! Yappers and blathersk�tes!”

Mart�n ceased abruptly, �n a dead s�lence. Everybody �n Ruth’s
fam�ly looked up to Judge Blount as a man of power and
ach�evement, and they were horr�f�ed at Mart�n’s outbreak. The
rema�nder of the d�nner passed l�ke a funeral, the judge and Mr.
Morse conf�n�ng the�r talk to each other, and the rest of the
conversat�on be�ng extremely desultory. Then afterward, when Ruth
and Mart�n were alone, there was a scene.

“You are unbearable,” she wept.



But h�s anger st�ll smouldered, and he kept mutter�ng, “The beasts!
The beasts!”

When she averred he had �nsulted the judge, he retorted:-
“By tell�ng the truth about h�m?”
“I don’t care whether �t was true or not,” she �ns�sted. “There are

certa�n bounds of decency, and you had no l�cense to �nsult
anybody.”

“Then where d�d Judge Blount get the l�cense to assault truth?”
Mart�n demanded. “Surely to assault truth �s a more ser�ous
m�sdemeanor than to �nsult a pygmy personal�ty such as the judge’s.
He d�d worse than that. He blackened the name of a great, noble
man who �s dead. Oh, the beasts! The beasts!”

H�s complex anger flamed afresh, and Ruth was �n terror of h�m.
Never had she seen h�m so angry, and �t was all myst�f�ed and
unreasonable to her comprehens�on. And yet, through her very terror
ran the f�bres of fasc�nat�on that had drawn and that st�ll drew her to
h�m—that had compelled her to lean towards h�m, and, �n that mad,
culm�nat�ng moment, lay her hands upon h�s neck. She was hurt and
outraged by what had taken place, and yet she lay �n h�s arms and
qu�vered wh�le he went on mutter�ng, “The beasts! The beasts!” And
she st�ll lay there when he sa�d: “I’ll not bother your table aga�n, dear.
They do not l�ke me, and �t �s wrong of me to thrust my object�onable
presence upon them. Bes�des, they are just as object�onable to me.
Faugh! They are s�cken�ng. And to th�nk of �t, I dreamed �n my
�nnocence that the persons who sat �n the h�gh places, who l�ved �n
f�ne houses and had educat�ons and bank accounts, were worth
wh�le!”



CHAPTER XXXVIII.

“Come on, let’s go down to the local.”
So spoke Br�ssenden, fa�nt from a hemorrhage of half an hour

before—the second hemorrhage �n three days. The perenn�al
wh�skey glass was �n h�s hands, and he dra�ned �t w�th shak�ng
f�ngers.

“What do I want w�th soc�al�sm?” Mart�n demanded.
“Outs�ders are allowed f�ve-m�nute speeches,” the s�ck man urged.

“Get up and spout. Tell them why you don’t want soc�al�sm. Tell them
what you th�nk about them and the�r ghetto eth�cs. Slam N�etzsche
�nto them and get walloped for your pa�ns. Make a scrap of �t. It w�ll
do them good. D�scuss�on �s what they want, and what you want,
too. You see, I’d l�ke to see you a soc�al�st before I’m gone. It w�ll
g�ve you a sanct�on for your ex�stence. It �s the one th�ng that w�ll
save you �n the t�me of d�sappo�ntment that �s com�ng to you.”

“I never can puzzle out why you, of all men, are a soc�al�st,” Mart�n
pondered. “You detest the crowd so. Surely there �s noth�ng �n the
cana�lle to recommend �t to your aesthet�c soul.” He po�nted an
accus�ng f�nger at the wh�skey glass wh�ch the other was ref�ll�ng.
“Soc�al�sm doesn’t seem to save you.”

“I’m very s�ck,” was the answer. “W�th you �t �s d�fferent. You have
health and much to l�ve for, and you must be handcuffed to l�fe
somehow. As for me, you wonder why I am a soc�al�st. I’ll tell you. It
�s because Soc�al�sm �s �nev�table; because the present rotten and
�rrat�onal system cannot endure; because the day �s past for your
man on horseback. The slaves won’t stand for �t. They are too many,
and w�lly-n�lly they’ll drag down the would-be equestr�an before ever
he gets astr�de. You can’t get away from them, and you’ll have to



swallow the whole slave-moral�ty. It’s not a n�ce mess, I’ll allow. But
�t’s been a-brew�ng and swallow �t you must. You are anted�luv�an
anyway, w�th your N�etzsche �deas. The past �s past, and the man
who says h�story repeats �tself �s a l�ar. Of course I don’t l�ke the
crowd, but what’s a poor chap to do? We can’t have the man on
horseback, and anyth�ng �s preferable to the t�m�d sw�ne that now
rule. But come on, anyway. I’m loaded to the guards now, and �f I s�t
here any longer, I’ll get drunk. And you know the doctor says—damn
the doctor! I’ll fool h�m yet.”

It was Sunday n�ght, and they found the small hall packed by the
Oakland soc�al�sts, ch�efly members of the work�ng class. The
speaker, a clever Jew, won Mart�n’s adm�rat�on at the same t�me that
he aroused h�s antagon�sm. The man’s stooped and narrow
shoulders and weazened chest procla�med h�m the true ch�ld of the
crowded ghetto, and strong on Mart�n was the age-long struggle of
the feeble, wretched slaves aga�nst the lordly handful of men who
had ruled over them and would rule over them to the end of t�me. To
Mart�n th�s w�thered w�sp of a creature was a symbol. He was the
f�gure that stood forth representat�ve of the whole m�serable mass of
weakl�ngs and �neff�c�ents who per�shed accord�ng to b�olog�cal law
on the ragged conf�nes of l�fe. They were the unf�t. In sp�te of the�r
cunn�ng ph�losophy and of the�r antl�ke procl�v�t�es for coöperat�on,
Nature rejected them for the except�onal man. Out of the plent�ful
spawn of l�fe she flung from her prol�f�c hand she selected only the
best. It was by the same method that men, ap�ng her, bred race-
horses and cucumbers. Doubtless, a creator of a Cosmos could
have dev�sed a better method; but creatures of th�s part�cular
Cosmos must put up w�th th�s part�cular method. Of course, they
could squ�rm as they per�shed, as the soc�al�sts squ�rmed, as the
speaker on the platform and the persp�r�ng crowd were squ�rm�ng
even now as they counselled together for some new dev�ce w�th
wh�ch to m�n�m�ze the penalt�es of l�v�ng and outw�t the Cosmos.

So Mart�n thought, and so he spoke when Br�ssenden urged h�m
to g�ve them hell. He obeyed the mandate, walk�ng up to the
platform, as was the custom, and address�ng the cha�rman. He
began �n a low vo�ce, halt�ngly, form�ng �nto order the �deas wh�ch
had surged �n h�s bra�n wh�le the Jew was speak�ng. In such



meet�ngs f�ve m�nutes was the t�me allotted to each speaker; but
when Mart�n’s f�ve m�nutes were up, he was �n full str�de, h�s attack
upon the�r doctr�nes but half completed. He had caught the�r �nterest,
and the aud�ence urged the cha�rman by acclamat�on to extend
Mart�n’s t�me. They apprec�ated h�m as a foeman worthy of the�r
�ntellect, and they l�stened �ntently, follow�ng every word. He spoke
w�th f�re and conv�ct�on, m�nc�ng no words �n h�s attack upon the
slaves and the�r moral�ty and tact�cs and frankly allud�ng to h�s
hearers as the slaves �n quest�on. He quoted Spencer and Malthus,
and enunc�ated the b�olog�cal law of development.

“And so,” he concluded, �n a sw�ft résumé, “no state composed of
the slave-types can endure. The old law of development st�ll holds.
In the struggle for ex�stence, as I have shown, the strong and the
progeny of the strong tend to surv�ve, wh�le the weak and the
progeny of the weak are crushed and tend to per�sh. The result �s
that the strong and the progeny of the strong surv�ve, and, so long as
the struggle obta�ns, the strength of each generat�on �ncreases. That
�s development. But you slaves—�t �s too bad to be slaves, I grant—
but you slaves dream of a soc�ety where the law of development w�ll
be annulled, where no weakl�ngs and �neff�c�ents w�ll per�sh, where
every �neff�c�ent w�ll have as much as he wants to eat as many t�mes
a day as he des�res, and where all w�ll marry and have progeny—the
weak as well as the strong. What w�ll be the result? No longer w�ll
the strength and l�fe-value of each generat�on �ncrease. On the
contrary, �t w�ll d�m�n�sh. There �s the Nemes�s of your slave
ph�losophy. Your soc�ety of slaves—of, by, and for, slaves—must
�nev�tably weaken and go to p�eces as the l�fe wh�ch composes �t
weakens and goes to p�eces.

“Remember, I am enunc�at�ng b�ology and not sent�mental eth�cs.
No state of slaves can stand—”

“How about the Un�ted States?” a man yelled from the aud�ence.
“And how about �t?” Mart�n retorted. “The th�rteen colon�es threw

off the�r rulers and formed the Republ�c so-called. The slaves were
the�r own masters. There were no more masters of the sword. But
you couldn’t get along w�thout masters of some sort, and there arose
a new set of masters—not the great, v�r�le, noble men, but the



shrewd and sp�dery traders and money-lenders. And they enslaved
you over aga�n—but not frankly, as the true, noble men would do
w�th we�ght of the�r own r�ght arms, but secretly, by sp�dery
mach�nat�ons and by wheedl�ng and cajolery and l�es. They have
purchased your slave judges, they have debauched your slave
leg�slatures, and they have forced to worse horrors than chattel
slavery your slave boys and g�rls. Two m�ll�on of your ch�ldren are
to�l�ng to-day �n th�s trader-ol�garchy of the Un�ted States. Ten
m�ll�ons of you slaves are not properly sheltered nor properly fed.

“But to return. I have shown that no soc�ety of slaves can endure,
because, �n �ts very nature, such soc�ety must annul the law of
development. No sooner can a slave soc�ety be organ�zed than
deter�orat�on sets �n. It �s easy for you to talk of annull�ng the law of
development, but where �s the new law of development that w�ll
ma�nta�n your strength? Formulate �t. Is �t already formulated? Then
state �t.”

Mart�n took h�s seat am�dst an uproar of vo�ces. A score of men
were on the�r feet clamor�ng for recogn�t�on from the cha�r. And one
by one, encouraged by voc�ferous applause, speak�ng w�th f�re and
enthus�asm and exc�ted gestures, they repl�ed to the attack. It was a
w�ld n�ght—but �t was w�ld �ntellectually, a battle of �deas. Some
strayed from the po�nt, but most of the speakers repl�ed d�rectly to
Mart�n. They shook h�m w�th l�nes of thought that were new to h�m;
and gave h�m �ns�ghts, not �nto new b�olog�cal laws, but �nto new
appl�cat�ons of the old laws. They were too earnest to be always
pol�te, and more than once the cha�rman rapped and pounded for
order.

It chanced that a cub reporter sat �n the aud�ence, deta�led there
on a day dull of news and �mpressed by the urgent need of
journal�sm for sensat�on. He was not a br�ght cub reporter. He was
merely fac�le and gl�b. He was too dense to follow the d�scuss�on. In
fact, he had a comfortable feel�ng that he was vastly super�or to
these wordy man�acs of the work�ng class. Also, he had a great
respect for those who sat �n the h�gh places and d�ctated the pol�c�es
of nat�ons and newspapers. Further, he had an �deal, namely, of



ach�ev�ng that excellence of the perfect reporter who �s able to make
someth�ng—even a great deal—out of noth�ng.

He d�d not know what all the talk was about. It was not necessary.
Words l�ke revolut�on gave h�m h�s cue. L�ke a paleontolog�st, able to
reconstruct an ent�re skeleton from one foss�l bone, he was able to
reconstruct a whole speech from the one word revolut�on. He d�d �t
that n�ght, and he d�d �t well; and s�nce Mart�n had made the b�ggest
st�r, he put �t all �nto h�s mouth and made h�m the arch-anarch of the
show, transform�ng h�s react�onary �nd�v�dual�sm �nto the most lur�d,
red-sh�rt soc�al�st utterance. The cub reporter was an art�st, and �t
was a large brush w�th wh�ch he la�d on the local color—w�ld-eyed
long-ha�red men, neurasthen�c and degenerate types of men, vo�ces
shaken w�th pass�on, clenched f�sts ra�sed on h�gh, and all projected
aga�nst a background of oaths, yells, and the throaty rumbl�ng of
angry men.



CHAPTER XXXIX.

Over the coffee, �n h�s l�ttle room, Mart�n read next morn�ng’s
paper. It was a novel exper�ence to f�nd h�mself head-l�ned, on the
f�rst page at that; and he was surpr�sed to learn that he was the most
notor�ous leader of the Oakland soc�al�sts. He ran over the v�olent
speech the cub reporter had constructed for h�m, and, though at f�rst
he was angered by the fabr�cat�on, �n the end he tossed the paper
as�de w�th a laugh.

“E�ther the man was drunk or cr�m�nally mal�c�ous,” he sa�d that
afternoon, from h�s perch on the bed, when Br�ssenden had arr�ved
and dropped l�mply �nto the one cha�r.

“But what do you care?” Br�ssenden asked. “Surely you don’t
des�re the approval of the bourgeo�s sw�ne that read the
newspapers?”

Mart�n thought for a wh�le, then sa�d:-
“No, I really don’t care for the�r approval, not a wh�t. On the other

hand, �t’s very l�kely to make my relat�ons w�th Ruth’s fam�ly a tr�fle
awkward. Her father always contended I was a soc�al�st, and th�s
m�serable stuff w�ll cl�nch h�s bel�ef. Not that I care for h�s op�n�on—
but what’s the odds? I want to read you what I’ve been do�ng to-day.
It’s ‘Overdue,’ of course, and I’m just about halfway through.”

He was read�ng aloud when Mar�a thrust open the door and
ushered �n a young man �n a natty su�t who glanced br�skly about
h�m, not�ng the o�l-burner and the k�tchen �n the corner before h�s
gaze wandered on to Mart�n.

“S�t down,” Br�ssenden sa�d.
Mart�n made room for the young man on the bed and wa�ted for

h�m to broach h�s bus�ness.



“I heard you speak last n�ght, Mr. Eden, and I’ve come to �nterv�ew
you,” he began.

Br�ssenden burst out �n a hearty laugh.
“A brother soc�al�st?” the reporter asked, w�th a qu�ck glance at

Br�ssenden that appra�sed the color-value of that cadaverous and
dy�ng man.

“And he wrote that report,” Mart�n sa�d softly. “Why, he �s only a
boy!”

“Why don’t you poke h�m?” Br�ssenden asked. “I’d g�ve a thousand
dollars to have my lungs back for f�ve m�nutes.”

The cub reporter was a tr�fle perplexed by th�s talk�ng over h�m and
around h�m and at h�m. But he had been commended for h�s br�ll�ant
descr�pt�on of the soc�al�st meet�ng and had further been deta�led to
get a personal �nterv�ew w�th Mart�n Eden, the leader of the
organ�zed menace to soc�ety.

“You do not object to hav�ng your p�cture taken, Mr. Eden?” he
sa�d. “I’ve a staff photographer outs�de, you see, and he says �t w�ll
be better to take you r�ght away before the sun gets lower. Then we
can have the �nterv�ew afterward.”

“A photographer,” Br�ssenden sa�d med�tat�vely. “Poke h�m, Mart�n!
Poke h�m!”

“I guess I’m gett�ng old,” was the answer. “I know I ought, but I
really haven’t the heart. It doesn’t seem to matter.”

“For h�s mother’s sake,” Br�ssenden urged.
“It’s worth cons�der�ng,” Mart�n repl�ed; “but �t doesn’t seem worth

wh�le enough to rouse suff�c�ent energy �n me. You see, �t does take
energy to g�ve a fellow a pok�ng. Bes�des, what does �t matter?”

“That’s r�ght—that’s the way to take �t,” the cub announced a�r�ly,
though he had already begun to glance anx�ously at the door.

“But �t wasn’t true, not a word of what he wrote,” Mart�n went on,
conf�n�ng h�s attent�on to Br�ssenden.

“It was just �n a general way a descr�pt�on, you understand,” the
cub ventured, “and bes�des, �t’s good advert�s�ng. That’s what
counts. It was a favor to you.”



“It’s good advert�s�ng, Mart�n, old boy,” Br�ssenden repeated
solemnly.

“And �t was a favor to me—th�nk of that!” was Mart�n’s contr�but�on.
“Let me see—where were you born, Mr. Eden?” the cub asked,

assum�ng an a�r of expectant attent�on.
“He doesn’t take notes,” sa�d Br�ssenden. “He remembers �t all.”
“That �s suff�c�ent for me.” The cub was try�ng not to look worr�ed.

“No decent reporter needs to bother w�th notes.”
“That was suff�c�ent—for last n�ght.” But Br�ssenden was not a

d�sc�ple of qu�et�sm, and he changed h�s att�tude abruptly. “Mart�n, �f
you don’t poke h�m, I’ll do �t myself, �f I fall dead on the floor the next
moment.”

“How w�ll a spank�ng do?” Mart�n asked.
Br�ssenden cons�dered jud�c�ally, and nodded h�s head.
The next �nstant Mart�n was seated on the edge of the bed w�th the

cub face downward across h�s knees.
“Now don’t b�te,” Mart�n warned, “or else I’ll have to punch your

face. It would be a p�ty, for �t �s such a pretty face.”
H�s upl�fted hand descended, and thereafter rose and fell �n a sw�ft

and steady rhythm. The cub struggled and cursed and squ�rmed, but
d�d not offer to b�te. Br�ssenden looked on gravely, though once he
grew exc�ted and gr�pped the wh�skey bottle, plead�ng, “Here, just let
me swat h�m once.”

“Sorry my hand played out,” Mart�n sa�d, when at last he des�sted.
“It �s qu�te numb.”

He upr�ghted the cub and perched h�m on the bed.
“I’ll have you arrested for th�s,” he snarled, tears of boy�sh

�nd�gnat�on runn�ng down h�s flushed cheeks. “I’ll make you sweat for
th�s. You’ll see.”

“The pretty th�ng,” Mart�n remarked. “He doesn’t real�ze that he
has entered upon the downward path. It �s not honest, �t �s not
square, �t �s not manly, to tell l�es about one’s fellow-creatures the
way he has done, and he doesn’t know �t.”

“He has to come to us to be told,” Br�ssenden f�lled �n a pause.



“Yes, to me whom he has mal�gned and �njured. My grocery w�ll
undoubtedly refuse me cred�t now. The worst of �t �s that the poor
boy w�ll keep on th�s way unt�l he deter�orates �nto a f�rst-class
newspaper man and also a f�rst-class scoundrel.”

“But there �s yet t�me,” quoth Br�ssenden. “Who knows but what
you may prove the humble �nstrument to save h�m. Why d�dn’t you
let me swat h�m just once? I’d l�ke to have had a hand �n �t.”

“I’ll have you arrested, the pa�r of you, you b-b-b�g brutes,” sobbed
the err�ng soul.

“No, h�s mouth �s too pretty and too weak.” Mart�n shook h�s head
lugubr�ously. “I’m afra�d I’ve numbed my hand �n va�n. The young
man cannot reform. He w�ll become eventually a very great and
successful newspaper man. He has no consc�ence. That alone w�ll
make h�m great.”

W�th that the cub passed out the door �n trep�dat�on to the last for
fear that Br�ssenden would h�t h�m �n the back w�th the bottle he st�ll
clutched.

In the next morn�ng’s paper Mart�n learned a great deal more
about h�mself that was new to h�m. “We are the sworn enem�es of
soc�ety,” he found h�mself quoted as say�ng �n a column �nterv�ew.
“No, we are not anarch�sts but soc�al�sts.” When the reporter po�nted
out to h�m that there seemed l�ttle d�fference between the two
schools, Mart�n had shrugged h�s shoulders �n s�lent aff�rmat�on. H�s
face was descr�bed as b�laterally asymmetr�cal, and var�ous other
s�gns of degenerat�on were descr�bed. Espec�ally notable were h�s
thugl�ke hands and the f�ery gleams �n h�s blood-shot eyes.

He learned, also, that he spoke n�ghtly to the workmen �n the C�ty
Hall Park, and that among the anarch�sts and ag�tators that there
�nflamed the m�nds of the people he drew the largest aud�ences and
made the most revolut�onary speeches. The cub pa�nted a h�gh-l�ght
p�cture of h�s poor l�ttle room, �ts o�l-stove and the one cha�r, and of
the death’s-head tramp who kept h�m company and who looked as �f
he had just emerged from twenty years of sol�tary conf�nement �n
some fortress dungeon.

The cub had been �ndustr�ous. He had scurr�ed around and nosed
out Mart�n’s fam�ly h�story, and procured a photograph of



H�gg�nbotham’s Cash Store w�th Bernard H�gg�nbotham h�mself
stand�ng out �n front. That gentleman was dep�cted as an �ntell�gent,
d�gn�f�ed bus�nessman who had no pat�ence w�th h�s brother-�n-law’s
soc�al�st�c v�ews, and no pat�ence w�th the brother-�n-law, e�ther,
whom he was quoted as character�z�ng as a lazy good-for-noth�ng
who wouldn’t take a job when �t was offered to h�m and who would
go to ja�l yet. Hermann von Schm�dt, Mar�an’s husband, had l�kew�se
been �nterv�ewed. He had called Mart�n the black sheep of the fam�ly
and repud�ated h�m. “He tr�ed to sponge off of me, but I put a stop to
that good and qu�ck,” Von Schm�dt had sa�d to the reporter. “He
knows better than to come bumm�ng around here. A man who won’t
work �s no good, take that from me.”

Th�s t�me Mart�n was genu�nely angry. Br�ssenden looked upon the
affa�r as a good joke, but he could not console Mart�n, who knew that
�t would be no easy task to expla�n to Ruth. As for her father, he
knew that he must be overjoyed w�th what had happened and that he
would make the most of �t to break off the engagement. How much
he would make of �t he was soon to real�ze. The afternoon ma�l
brought a letter from Ruth. Mart�n opened �t w�th a premon�t�on of
d�saster, and read �t stand�ng at the open door when he had rece�ved
�t from the postman. As he read, mechan�cally h�s hand sought h�s
pocket for the tobacco and brown paper of h�s old c�garette days. He
was not aware that the pocket was empty or that he had even
reached for the mater�als w�th wh�ch to roll a c�garette.

It was not a pass�onate letter. There were no touches of anger �n �t.
But all the way through, from the f�rst sentence to the last, was
sounded the note of hurt and d�sappo�ntment. She had expected
better of h�m. She had thought he had got over h�s youthful w�ldness,
that her love for h�m had been suff�c�ently worth wh�le to enable h�m
to l�ve ser�ously and decently. And now her father and mother had
taken a f�rm stand and commanded that the engagement be broken.
That they were just�f�ed �n th�s she could not but adm�t. The�r relat�on
could never be a happy one. It had been unfortunate from the f�rst.
But one regret she vo�ced �n the whole letter, and �t was a b�tter one
to Mart�n. “If only you had settled down to some pos�t�on and
attempted to make someth�ng of yourself,” she wrote. “But �t was not
to be. Your past l�fe had been too w�ld and �rregular. I can understand



that you are not to be blamed. You could act only accord�ng to your
nature and your early tra�n�ng. So I do not blame you, Mart�n. Please
remember that. It was s�mply a m�stake. As father and mother have
contended, we were not made for each other, and we should both be
happy because �t was d�scovered not too late.” . . “There �s no use
try�ng to see me,” she sa�d toward the last. “It would be an unhappy
meet�ng for both of us, as well as for my mother. I feel, as �t �s, that I
have caused her great pa�n and worry. I shall have to do much l�v�ng
to atone for �t.”

He read �t through to the end, carefully, a second t�me, then sat
down and repl�ed. He outl�ned the remarks he had uttered at the
soc�al�st meet�ng, po�nt�ng out that they were �n all ways the
converse of what the newspaper had put �n h�s mouth. Toward the
end of the letter he was God’s own lover plead�ng pass�onately for
love. “Please answer,” he sa�d, “and �n your answer you have to tell
me but one th�ng. Do you love me? That �s all—the answer to that
one quest�on.”

But no answer came the next day, nor the next. “Overdue” lay
untouched upon the table, and each day the heap of returned
manuscr�pts under the table grew larger. For the f�rst t�me Mart�n’s
glor�ous sleep was �nterrupted by �nsomn�a, and he tossed through
long, restless n�ghts. Three t�mes he called at the Morse home, but
was turned away by the servant who answered the bell. Br�ssenden
lay s�ck �n h�s hotel, too feeble to st�r out, and, though Mart�n was
w�th h�m often, he d�d not worry h�m w�th h�s troubles.

For Mart�n’s troubles were many. The aftermath of the cub
reporter’s deed was even w�der than Mart�n had ant�c�pated. The
Portuguese grocer refused h�m further cred�t, wh�le the greengrocer,
who was an Amer�can and proud of �t, had called h�m a tra�tor to h�s
country and refused further deal�ngs w�th h�m—carry�ng h�s
patr�ot�sm to such a degree that he cancelled Mart�n’s account and
forbade h�m ever to attempt to pay �t. The talk �n the ne�ghborhood
reflected the same feel�ng, and �nd�gnat�on aga�nst Mart�n ran h�gh.
No one would have anyth�ng to do w�th a soc�al�st tra�tor. Poor Mar�a
was dub�ous and fr�ghtened, but she rema�ned loyal. The ch�ldren of
the ne�ghborhood recovered from the awe of the grand carr�age



wh�ch once had v�s�ted Mart�n, and from safe d�stances they called
h�m “hobo” and “bum.” The S�lva tr�be, however, stanchly defended
h�m, f�ght�ng more than one p�tched battle for h�s honor, and black
eyes and bloody noses became qu�te the order of the day and added
to Mar�a’s perplex�t�es and troubles.

Once, Mart�n met Gertrude on the street, down �n Oakland, and
learned what he knew could not be otherw�se—that Bernard
H�gg�nbotham was fur�ous w�th h�m for hav�ng dragged the fam�ly �nto
publ�c d�sgrace, and that he had forb�dden h�m the house.

“Why don’t you go away, Mart�n?” Gertrude had begged. “Go away
and get a job somewhere and steady down. Afterwards, when th�s all
blows over, you can come back.”

Mart�n shook h�s head, but gave no explanat�ons. How could he
expla�n? He was appalled at the awful �ntellectual chasm that
yawned between h�m and h�s people. He could never cross �t and
expla�n to them h�s pos�t�on,—the N�etzschean pos�t�on, �n regard to
soc�al�sm. There were not words enough �n the Engl�sh language,
nor �n any language, to make h�s att�tude and conduct �ntell�g�ble to
them. The�r h�ghest concept of r�ght conduct, �n h�s case, was to get
a job. That was the�r f�rst word and the�r last. It const�tuted the�r
whole lex�con of �deas. Get a job! Go to work! Poor, stup�d slaves, he
thought, wh�le h�s s�ster talked. Small wonder the world belonged to
the strong. The slaves were obsessed by the�r own slavery. A job
was to them a golden fet�ch before wh�ch they fell down and
worsh�pped.

He shook h�s head aga�n, when Gertrude offered h�m money,
though he knew that w�th�n the day he would have to make a tr�p to
the pawnbroker.

“Don’t come near Bernard now,” she admon�shed h�m. “After a few
months, when he �s cooled down, �f you want to, you can get the job
of dr�v�n’ del�very-wagon for h�m. Any t�me you want me, just send for
me an’ I’ll come. Don’t forget.”

She went away weep�ng aud�bly, and he felt a pang of sorrow
shoot through h�m at s�ght of her heavy body and uncouth ga�t. As he
watched her go, the N�etzschean ed�f�ce seemed to shake and totter.
The slave-class �n the abstract was all very well, but �t was not wholly



sat�sfactory when �t was brought home to h�s own fam�ly. And yet, �f
there was ever a slave trampled by the strong, that slave was h�s
s�ster Gertrude. He gr�nned savagely at the paradox. A f�ne
N�etzsche-man he was, to allow h�s �ntellectual concepts to be
shaken by the f�rst sent�ment or emot�on that strayed along—ay, to
be shaken by the slave-moral�ty �tself, for that was what h�s p�ty for
h�s s�ster really was. The true noble men were above p�ty and
compass�on. P�ty and compass�on had been generated �n the
subterranean barracoons of the slaves and were no more than the
agony and sweat of the crowded m�serables and weakl�ngs.



CHAPTER XL.

“Overdue” st�ll cont�nued to l�e forgotten on the table. Every
manuscr�pt that he had had out now lay under the table. Only one
manuscr�pt he kept go�ng, and that was Br�ssenden’s “Ephemera.”
H�s b�cycle and black su�t were aga�n �n pawn, and the type-wr�ter
people were once more worry�ng about the rent. But such th�ngs no
longer bothered h�m. He was seek�ng a new or�entat�on, and unt�l
that was found h�s l�fe must stand st�ll.

After several weeks, what he had been wa�t�ng for happened. He
met Ruth on the street. It was true, she was accompan�ed by her
brother, Norman, and �t was true that they tr�ed to �gnore h�m and
that Norman attempted to wave h�m as�de.

“If you �nterfere w�th my s�ster, I’ll call an off�cer,” Norman
threatened. “She does not w�sh to speak w�th you, and your
�ns�stence �s �nsult.”

“If you pers�st, you’ll have to call that off�cer, and then you’ll get
your name �n the papers,” Mart�n answered gr�mly. “And now, get out
of my way and get the off�cer �f you want to. I’m go�ng to talk w�th
Ruth.”

“I want to have �t from your own l�ps,” he sa�d to her.
She was pale and trembl�ng, but she held up and looked

�nqu�r�ngly.
“The quest�on I asked �n my letter,” he prompted.
Norman made an �mpat�ent movement, but Mart�n checked h�m

w�th a sw�ft look.
She shook her head.
“Is all th�s of your own free w�ll?” he demanded.



“It �s.” She spoke �n a low, f�rm vo�ce and w�th del�berat�on. “It �s of
my own free w�ll. You have d�sgraced me so that I am ashamed to
meet my fr�ends. They are all talk�ng about me, I know. That �s all I
can tell you. You have made me very unhappy, and I never w�sh to
see you aga�n.”

“Fr�ends! Goss�p! Newspaper m�sreports! Surely such th�ngs are
not stronger than love! I can only bel�eve that you never loved me.”

A blush drove the pallor from her face.
“After what has passed?” she sa�d fa�ntly. “Mart�n, you do not know

what you are say�ng. I am not common.”
“You see, she doesn’t want to have anyth�ng to do w�th you,”

Norman blurted out, start�ng on w�th her.
Mart�n stood as�de and let them pass, fumbl�ng unconsc�ously �n

h�s coat pocket for the tobacco and brown papers that were not
there.

It was a long walk to North Oakland, but �t was not unt�l he went up
the steps and entered h�s room that he knew he had walked �t. He
found h�mself s�tt�ng on the edge of the bed and star�ng about h�m
l�ke an awakened somnambul�st. He not�ced “Overdue” ly�ng on the
table and drew up h�s cha�r and reached for h�s pen. There was �n
h�s nature a log�cal compuls�on toward completeness. Here was
someth�ng undone. It had been deferred aga�nst the complet�on of
someth�ng else. Now that someth�ng else had been f�n�shed, and he
would apply h�mself to th�s task unt�l �t was f�n�shed. What he would
do next he d�d not know. All that he d�d know was that a cl�macter�c
�n h�s l�fe had been atta�ned. A per�od had been reached, and he was
round�ng �t off �n workman-l�ke fash�on. He was not cur�ous about the
future. He would soon enough f�nd out what �t held �n store for h�m.
Whatever �t was, �t d�d not matter. Noth�ng seemed to matter.

For f�ve days he to�led on at “Overdue,” go�ng nowhere, see�ng
nobody, and eat�ng meagrely. On the morn�ng of the s�xth day the
postman brought h�m a th�n letter from the ed�tor of The Parthenon.
A glance told h�m that “Ephemera” was accepted. “We have
subm�tted the poem to Mr. Cartwr�ght Bruce,” the ed�tor went on to
say, “and he has reported so favorably upon �t that we cannot let �t
go. As an earnest of our pleasure �n publ�sh�ng the poem, let me tell



you that we have set �t for the August number, our July number be�ng
already made up. K�ndly extend our pleasure and our thanks to Mr.
Br�ssenden. Please send by return ma�l h�s photograph and
b�ograph�cal data. If our honorar�um �s unsat�sfactory, k�ndly
telegraph us at once and state what you cons�der a fa�r pr�ce.”

S�nce the honorar�um they had offered was three hundred and f�fty
dollars, Mart�n thought �t not worth wh�le to telegraph. Then, too,
there was Br�ssenden’s consent to be ga�ned. Well, he had been
r�ght, after all. Here was one magaz�ne ed�tor who knew real poetry
when he saw �t. And the pr�ce was splend�d, even though �t was for
the poem of a century. As for Cartwr�ght Bruce, Mart�n knew that he
was the one cr�t�c for whose op�n�ons Br�ssenden had any respect.

Mart�n rode down town on an electr�c car, and as he watched the
houses and cross-streets sl�pp�ng by he was aware of a regret that
he was not more elated over h�s fr�end’s success and over h�s own
s�gnal v�ctory. The one cr�t�c �n the Un�ted States had pronounced
favorably on the poem, wh�le h�s own content�on that good stuff
could f�nd �ts way �nto the magaz�nes had proved correct. But
enthus�asm had lost �ts spr�ng �n h�m, and he found that he was more
anx�ous to see Br�ssenden than he was to carry the good news. The
acceptance of The Parthenon had recalled to h�m that dur�ng h�s f�ve
days’ devot�on to “Overdue” he had not heard from Br�ssenden nor
even thought about h�m. For the f�rst t�me Mart�n real�zed the daze
he had been �n, and he felt shame for hav�ng forgotten h�s fr�end. But
even the shame d�d not burn very sharply. He was numb to emot�ons
of any sort save the art�st�c ones concerned �n the wr�t�ng of
“Overdue.” So far as other affa�rs were concerned, he had been �n a
trance. For that matter, he was st�ll �n a trance. All th�s l�fe through
wh�ch the electr�c car wh�rred seemed remote and unreal, and he
would have exper�enced l�ttle �nterest and less shock �f the great
stone steeple of the church he passed had suddenly crumbled to
mortar-dust upon h�s head.

At the hotel he hurr�ed up to Br�ssenden’s room, and hurr�ed down
aga�n. The room was empty. All luggage was gone.

“D�d Mr. Br�ssenden leave any address?” he asked the clerk, who
looked at h�m cur�ously for a moment.



“Haven’t you heard?” he asked.
Mart�n shook h�s head.
“Why, the papers were full of �t. He was found dead �n bed.

Su�c�de. Shot h�mself through the head.”
“Is he bur�ed yet?” Mart�n seemed to hear h�s vo�ce, l�ke some one

else’s vo�ce, from a long way off, ask�ng the quest�on.
“No. The body was sh�pped East after the �nquest. Lawyers

engaged by h�s people saw to the arrangements.”
“They were qu�ck about �t, I must say,” Mart�n commented.
“Oh, I don’t know. It happened f�ve days ago.”
“F�ve days ago?”
“Yes, f�ve days ago.”
“Oh,” Mart�n sa�d as he turned and went out.
At the corner he stepped �nto the Western Un�on and sent a

telegram to The Parthenon, adv�s�ng them to proceed w�th the
publ�cat�on of the poem. He had �n h�s pocket but f�ve cents w�th
wh�ch to pay h�s carfare home, so he sent the message collect.

Once �n h�s room, he resumed h�s wr�t�ng. The days and n�ghts
came and went, and he sat at h�s table and wrote on. He went
nowhere, save to the pawnbroker, took no exerc�se, and ate
method�cally when he was hungry and had someth�ng to cook, and
just as method�cally went w�thout when he had noth�ng to cook.
Composed as the story was, �n advance, chapter by chapter, he
nevertheless saw and developed an open�ng that �ncreased the
power of �t, though �t necess�tated twenty thousand add�t�onal words.
It was not that there was any v�tal need that the th�ng should be well
done, but that h�s art�st�c canons compelled h�m to do �t well. He
worked on �n the daze, strangely detached from the world around
h�m, feel�ng l�ke a fam�l�ar ghost among these l�terary trapp�ngs of h�s
former l�fe. He remembered that some one had sa�d that a ghost was
the sp�r�t of a man who was dead and who d�d not have sense
enough to know �t; and he paused for the moment to wonder �f he
were really dead and unaware of �t.



Came the day when “Overdue” was f�n�shed. The agent of the
type-wr�ter f�rm had come for the mach�ne, and he sat on the bed
wh�le Mart�n, on the one cha�r, typed the last pages of the f�nal
chapter. “F�n�s,” he wrote, �n cap�tals, at the end, and to h�m �t was
�ndeed f�n�s. He watched the type-wr�ter carr�ed out the door w�th a
feel�ng of rel�ef, then went over and lay down on the bed. He was
fa�nt from hunger. Food had not passed h�s l�ps �n th�rty-s�x hours,
but he d�d not th�nk about �t. He lay on h�s back, w�th closed eyes,
and d�d not th�nk at all, wh�le the daze or stupor slowly welled up,
saturat�ng h�s consc�ousness. Half �n del�r�um, he began mutter�ng
aloud the l�nes of an anonymous poem Br�ssenden had been fond of
quot�ng to h�m. Mar�a, l�sten�ng anx�ously outs�de h�s door, was
perturbed by h�s monotonous utterance. The words �n themselves
were not s�gn�f�cant to her, but the fact that he was say�ng them was.
“I have done,” was the burden of the poem.

“‘I have done—
Put by the lute.
Song and s�ng�ng soon are over
As the a�ry shades that hover
In among the purple clover.
I have done—
Put by the lute.
Once I sang as early thrushes
S�ng among the dewy bushes;
Now I’m mute.
I am l�ke a weary l�nnet,
For my throat has no song �n �t;
I have had my s�ng�ng m�nute.
I have done.
Put by the lute.’”

Mar�a could stand �t no longer, and hurr�ed away to the stove,
where she f�lled a quart-bowl w�th soup, putt�ng �nto �t the l�on’s share
of chopped meat and vegetables wh�ch her ladle scraped from the
bottom of the pot. Mart�n roused h�mself and sat up and began to
eat, between spoonfuls reassur�ng Mar�a that he had not been
talk�ng �n h�s sleep and that he d�d not have any fever.



After she left h�m he sat drear�ly, w�th droop�ng shoulders, on the
edge of the bed, gaz�ng about h�m w�th lack-lustre eyes that saw
noth�ng unt�l the torn wrapper of a magaz�ne, wh�ch had come �n the
morn�ng’s ma�l and wh�ch lay unopened, shot a gleam of l�ght �nto h�s
darkened bra�n. It �s The Parthenon, he thought, the August
Parthenon, and �t must conta�n “Ephemera.” If only Br�ssenden were
here to see!

He was turn�ng the pages of the magaz�ne, when suddenly he
stopped. “Ephemera” had been featured, w�th gorgeous head-p�ece
and Beardsley-l�ke marg�n decorat�ons. On one s�de of the head-
p�ece was Br�ssenden’s photograph, on the other s�de was the
photograph of S�r John Value, the Br�t�sh Ambassador. A prel�m�nary
ed�tor�al note quoted S�r John Value as say�ng that there were no
poets �n Amer�ca, and the publ�cat�on of “Ephemera” was The
Parthenon’s. “There, take that, S�r John Value!” Cartwr�ght Bruce
was descr�bed as the greatest cr�t�c �n Amer�ca, and he was quoted
as say�ng that “Ephemera” was the greatest poem ever wr�tten �n
Amer�ca. And f�nally, the ed�tor’s foreword ended w�th: “We have not
yet made up our m�nds ent�rely as to the mer�ts of “Ephemera”;
perhaps we shall never be able to do so. But we have read �t often,
wonder�ng at the words and the�r arrangement, wonder�ng where Mr.
Br�ssenden got them, and how he could fasten them together.” Then
followed the poem.

“Pretty good th�ng you d�ed, Br�ss, old man,” Mart�n murmured,
lett�ng the magaz�ne sl�p between h�s knees to the floor.

The cheapness and vulgar�ty of �t was nauseat�ng, and Mart�n
noted apathet�cally that he was not nauseated very much. He w�shed
he could get angry, but d�d not have energy enough to try. He was
too numb. H�s blood was too congealed to accelerate to the sw�ft
t�dal flow of �nd�gnat�on. After all, what d�d �t matter? It was on a par
w�th all the rest that Br�ssenden had condemned �n bourgeo�s
soc�ety.

“Poor Br�ss,” Mart�n communed; “he would never have forg�ven
me.”

Rous�ng h�mself w�th an effort, he possessed h�mself of a box
wh�ch had once conta�ned type-wr�ter paper. Go�ng through �ts



contents, he drew forth eleven poems wh�ch h�s fr�end had wr�tten.
These he tore lengthw�se and crossw�se and dropped �nto the waste
basket. He d�d �t langu�dly, and, when he had f�n�shed, sat on the
edge of the bed star�ng blankly before h�m.

How long he sat there he d�d not know, unt�l, suddenly, across h�s
s�ghtless v�s�on he saw form a long hor�zontal l�ne of wh�te. It was
cur�ous. But as he watched �t grow �n def�n�teness he saw that �t was
a coral reef smok�ng �n the wh�te Pac�f�c surges. Next, �n the l�ne of
breakers he made out a small canoe, an outr�gger canoe. In the
stern he saw a young bronzed god �n scarlet h�p-cloth d�pp�ng a
flash�ng paddle. He recogn�zed h�m. He was Mot�, the youngest son
of Tat�, the ch�ef, and th�s was Tah�t�, and beyond that smok�ng reef
lay the sweet land of Papara and the ch�ef’s grass house by the
r�ver’s mouth. It was the end of the day, and Mot� was com�ng home
from the f�sh�ng. He was wa�t�ng for the rush of a b�g breaker
whereon to jump the reef. Then he saw h�mself, s�tt�ng forward �n the
canoe as he had often sat �n the past, d�pp�ng a paddle that wa�ted
Mot�’s word to d�g �n l�ke mad when the turquo�se wall of the great
breaker rose beh�nd them. Next, he was no longer an onlooker but
was h�mself �n the canoe, Mot� was cry�ng out, they were both
thrust�ng hard w�th the�r paddles, rac�ng on the steep face of the
fly�ng turquo�se. Under the bow the water was h�ss�ng as from a
steam jet, the a�r was f�lled w�th dr�ven spray, there was a rush and
rumble and long-echo�ng roar, and the canoe floated on the plac�d
water of the lagoon. Mot� laughed and shook the salt water from h�s
eyes, and together they paddled �n to the pounded-coral beach
where Tat�’s grass walls through the cocoanut-palms showed golden
�n the sett�ng sun.

The p�cture faded, and before h�s eyes stretched the d�sorder of
h�s squal�d room. He strove �n va�n to see Tah�t� aga�n. He knew
there was s�ng�ng among the trees and that the ma�dens were
danc�ng �n the moonl�ght, but he could not see them. He could see
only the l�ttered wr�t�ng-table, the empty space where the type-wr�ter
had stood, and the unwashed w�ndow-pane. He closed h�s eyes w�th
a groan, and slept.



CHAPTER XLI.

He slept heav�ly all n�ght, and d�d not st�r unt�l aroused by the
postman on h�s morn�ng round. Mart�n felt t�red and pass�ve, and
went through h�s letters a�mlessly. One th�n envelope, from a robber
magaz�ne, conta�ned a check for twenty-two dollars. He had been
dunn�ng for �t for a year and a half. He noted �ts amount apathet�cally.
The old-t�me thr�ll at rece�v�ng a publ�sher’s check was gone. Unl�ke
h�s earl�er checks, th�s one was not pregnant w�th prom�se of great
th�ngs to come. To h�m �t was a check for twenty-two dollars, that
was all, and �t would buy h�m someth�ng to eat.

Another check was �n the same ma�l, sent from a New York weekly
�n payment for some humorous verse wh�ch had been accepted
months before. It was for ten dollars. An �dea came to h�m, wh�ch he
calmly cons�dered. He d�d not know what he was go�ng to do, and he
felt �n no hurry to do anyth�ng. In the meant�me he must l�ve. Also he
owed numerous debts. Would �t not be a pay�ng �nvestment to put
stamps on the huge p�le of manuscr�pts under the table and start
them on the�r travels aga�n? One or two of them m�ght be accepted.
That would help h�m to l�ve. He dec�ded on the �nvestment, and, after
he had cashed the checks at the bank down �n Oakland, he bought
ten dollars’ worth of postage stamps. The thought of go�ng home to
cook breakfast �n h�s stuffy l�ttle room was repuls�ve to h�m. For the
f�rst t�me he refused to cons�der h�s debts. He knew that �n h�s room
he could manufacture a substant�al breakfast at a cost of from f�fteen
to twenty cents. But, �nstead, he went �nto the Forum Café and
ordered a breakfast that cost two dollars. He t�pped the wa�ter a
quarter, and spent f�fty cents for a package of Egypt�an c�garettes. It
was the f�rst t�me he had smoked s�nce Ruth had asked h�m to stop.
But he could see now no reason why he should not, and bes�des, he



wanted to smoke. And what d�d the money matter? For f�ve cents he
could have bought a package of Durham and brown papers and
rolled forty c�garettes—but what of �t? Money had no mean�ng to h�m
now except what �t would �mmed�ately buy. He was chartless and
rudderless, and he had no port to make, wh�le dr�ft�ng �nvolved the
least l�v�ng, and �t was l�v�ng that hurt.

The days sl�pped along, and he slept e�ght hours regularly every
n�ght. Though now, wh�le wa�t�ng for more checks, he ate �n the
Japanese restaurants where meals were served for ten cents, h�s
wasted body f�lled out, as d�d the hollows �n h�s cheeks. He no longer
abused h�mself w�th short sleep, overwork, and overstudy. He wrote
noth�ng, and the books were closed. He walked much, out �n the
h�lls, and loafed long hours �n the qu�et parks. He had no fr�ends nor
acqua�ntances, nor d�d he make any. He had no �ncl�nat�on. He was
wa�t�ng for some �mpulse, from he knew not where, to put h�s
stopped l�fe �nto mot�on aga�n. In the meant�me h�s l�fe rema�ned run
down, planless, and empty and �dle.

Once he made a tr�p to San Franc�sco to look up the “real d�rt.” But
at the last moment, as he stepped �nto the upsta�rs entrance, he
reco�led and turned and fled through the swarm�ng ghetto. He was
fr�ghtened at the thought of hear�ng ph�losophy d�scussed, and he
fled furt�vely, for fear that some one of the “real d�rt” m�ght chance
along and recogn�ze h�m.

Somet�mes he glanced over the magaz�nes and newspapers to
see how “Ephemera” was be�ng maltreated. It had made a h�t. But
what a h�t! Everybody had read �t, and everybody was d�scuss�ng
whether or not �t was really poetry. The local papers had taken �t up,
and da�ly there appeared columns of learned cr�t�c�sms, facet�ous
ed�tor�als, and ser�ous letters from subscr�bers. Helen Della Delmar
(procla�med w�th a flour�sh of trumpets and roll�ng of tomtoms to be
the greatest woman poet �n the Un�ted States) den�ed Br�ssenden a
seat bes�de her on Pegasus and wrote volum�nous letters to the
publ�c, prov�ng that he was no poet.

The Parthenon came out �n �ts next number patt�ng �tself on the
back for the st�r �t had made, sneer�ng at S�r John Value, and
explo�t�ng Br�ssenden’s death w�th ruthless commerc�al�sm. A



newspaper w�th a sworn c�rculat�on of half a m�ll�on publ�shed an
or�g�nal and spontaneous poem by Helen Della Delmar, �n wh�ch she
g�bed and sneered at Br�ssenden. Also, she was gu�lty of a second
poem, �n wh�ch she parod�ed h�m.

Mart�n had many t�mes to be glad that Br�ssenden was dead. He
had hated the crowd so, and here all that was f�nest and most sacred
of h�m had been thrown to the crowd. Da�ly the v�v�sect�on of Beauty
went on. Every n�ncompoop �n the land rushed �nto free pr�nt, float�ng
the�r w�zened l�ttle egos �nto the publ�c eye on the surge of
Br�ssenden’s greatness. Quoth one paper: “We have rece�ved a
letter from a gentleman who wrote a poem just l�ke �t, only better,
some t�me ago.” Another paper, �n deadly ser�ousness, reprov�ng
Helen Della Delmar for her parody, sa�d: “But unquest�onably M�ss
Delmar wrote �t �n a moment of bad�nage and not qu�te w�th the
respect that one great poet should show to another and perhaps to
the greatest. However, whether M�ss Delmar be jealous or not of the
man who �nvented ‘Ephemera,’ �t �s certa�n that she, l�ke thousands
of others, �s fasc�nated by h�s work, and that the day may come
when she w�ll try to wr�te l�nes l�ke h�s.”

M�n�sters began to preach sermons aga�nst “Ephemera,” and one,
who too stoutly stood for much of �ts content, was expelled for
heresy. The great poem contr�buted to the gayety of the world. The
com�c verse-wr�ters and the cartoon�sts took hold of �t w�th scream�ng
laughter, and �n the personal columns of soc�ety weekl�es jokes were
perpetrated on �t to the effect that Charley Frensham told Arch�e
Jenn�ngs, �n conf�dence, that f�ve l�nes of “Ephemera” would dr�ve a
man to beat a cr�pple, and that ten l�nes would send h�m to the
bottom of the r�ver.

Mart�n d�d not laugh; nor d�d he gr�t h�s teeth �n anger. The effect
produced upon h�m was one of great sadness. In the crash of h�s
whole world, w�th love on the p�nnacle, the crash of magaz�nedom
and the dear publ�c was a small crash �ndeed. Br�ssenden had been
wholly r�ght �n h�s judgment of the magaz�nes, and he, Mart�n, had
spent arduous and fut�le years �n order to f�nd �t out for h�mself. The
magaz�nes were all Br�ssenden had sa�d they were and more. Well,
he was done, he solaced h�mself. He had h�tched h�s wagon to a star



and been landed �n a pest�ferous marsh. The v�s�ons of Tah�t�—
clean, sweet Tah�t�—were com�ng to h�m more frequently. And there
were the low Paumotus, and the h�gh Marquesas; he saw h�mself
often, now, on board trad�ng schooners or fra�l l�ttle cutters, sl�pp�ng
out at dawn through the reef at Papeete and beg�nn�ng the long beat
through the pearl-atolls to Nukah�va and the Bay of Ta�ohae, where
Tamar�, he knew, would k�ll a p�g �n honor of h�s com�ng, and where
Tamar�’s flower-garlanded daughters would se�ze h�s hands and w�th
song and laughter garland h�m w�th flowers. The South Seas were
call�ng, and he knew that sooner or later he would answer the call.

In the meant�me he dr�fted, rest�ng and recuperat�ng after the long
traverse he had made through the realm of knowledge. When The
Parthenon check of three hundred and f�fty dollars was forwarded to
h�m, he turned �t over to the local lawyer who had attended to
Br�ssenden’s affa�rs for h�s fam�ly. Mart�n took a rece�pt for the check,
and at the same t�me gave a note for the hundred dollars Br�ssenden
had let h�m have.

The t�me was not long when Mart�n ceased patron�z�ng the
Japanese restaurants. At the very moment when he had abandoned
the f�ght, the t�de turned. But �t had turned too late. W�thout a thr�ll he
opened a th�ck envelope from The M�llenn�um, scanned the face of a
check that represented three hundred dollars, and noted that �t was
the payment on acceptance for “Adventure.” Every debt he owed �n
the world, �nclud�ng the pawnshop, w�th �ts usur�ous �nterest,
amounted to less than a hundred dollars. And when he had pa�d
everyth�ng, and l�fted the hundred-dollar note w�th Br�ssenden’s
lawyer, he st�ll had over a hundred dollars �n pocket. He ordered a
su�t of clothes from the ta�lor and ate h�s meals �n the best cafés �n
town. He st�ll slept �n h�s l�ttle room at Mar�a’s, but the s�ght of h�s
new clothes caused the ne�ghborhood ch�ldren to cease from call�ng
h�m “hobo” and “tramp” from the roofs of woodsheds and over back
fences.

“W�k�-W�k�,” h�s Hawa��an short story, was bought by Warren’s
Monthly for two hundred and f�fty dollars. The Northern Rev�ew took
h�s essay, “The Cradle of Beauty,” and Mack�ntosh’s Magaz�ne took
“The Palm�st”—the poem he had wr�tten to Mar�an. The ed�tors and



readers were back from the�r summer vacat�ons, and manuscr�pts
were be�ng handled qu�ckly. But Mart�n could not puzzle out what
strange wh�m an�mated them to th�s general acceptance of the th�ngs
they had pers�stently rejected for two years. Noth�ng of h�s had been
publ�shed. He was not known anywhere outs�de of Oakland, and �n
Oakland, w�th the few who thought they knew h�m, he was notor�ous
as a red-sh�rt and a soc�al�st. So there was no expla�n�ng th�s sudden
acceptab�l�ty of h�s wares. It was sheer jugglery of fate.

After �t had been refused by a number of magaz�nes, he had taken
Br�ssenden’s rejected adv�ce and started “The Shame of the Sun” on
the round of publ�shers. After several refusals, S�ngletree, Darnley &
Co. accepted �t, prom�s�ng fall publ�cat�on. When Mart�n asked for an
advance on royalt�es, they wrote that such was not the�r custom, that
books of that nature rarely pa�d for themselves, and that they
doubted �f h�s book would sell a thousand cop�es. Mart�n f�gured what
the book would earn h�m on such a sale. Reta�led at a dollar, on a
royalty of f�fteen per cent, �t would br�ng h�m one hundred and f�fty
dollars. He dec�ded that �f he had �t to do over aga�n he would
conf�ne h�mself to f�ct�on. “Adventure,” one-fourth as long, had
brought h�m tw�ce as much from The M�llenn�um. That newspaper
paragraph he had read so long ago had been true, after all. The f�rst-
class magaz�nes d�d not pay on acceptance, and they pa�d well. Not
two cents a word, but four cents a word, had The M�llenn�um pa�d
h�m. And, furthermore, they bought good stuff, too, for were they not
buy�ng h�s? Th�s last thought he accompan�ed w�th a gr�n.

He wrote to S�ngletree, Darnley & Co., offer�ng to sell out h�s r�ghts
�n “The Shame of the Sun” for a hundred dollars, but they d�d not
care to take the r�sk. In the meant�me he was not �n need of money,
for several of h�s later stor�es had been accepted and pa�d for. He
actually opened a bank account, where, w�thout a debt �n the world,
he had several hundred dollars to h�s cred�t. “Overdue,” after hav�ng
been decl�ned by a number of magaz�nes, came to rest at the
Mered�th-Lowell Company. Mart�n remembered the f�ve dollars
Gertrude had g�ven h�m, and h�s resolve to return �t to her a hundred
t�mes over; so he wrote for an advance on royalt�es of f�ve hundred
dollars. To h�s surpr�se a check for that amount, accompan�ed by a



contract, came by return ma�l. He cashed the check �nto f�ve-dollar
gold p�eces and telephoned Gertrude that he wanted to see her.

She arr�ved at the house pant�ng and short of breath from the
haste she had made. Apprehens�ve of trouble, she had stuffed the
few dollars she possessed �nto her hand-satchel; and so sure was
she that d�saster had overtaken her brother, that she stumbled
forward, sobb�ng, �nto h�s arms, at the same t�me thrust�ng the
satchel mutely at h�m.

“I’d have come myself,” he sa�d. “But I d�dn’t want a row w�th Mr.
H�gg�nbotham, and that �s what would have surely happened.”

“He’ll be all r�ght after a t�me,” she assured h�m, wh�le she
wondered what the trouble was that Mart�n was �n. “But you’d best
get a job f�rst an’ steady down. Bernard does l�ke to see a man at
honest work. That stuff �n the newspapers broke ’m all up. I never
saw ’m so mad before.”

“I’m not go�ng to get a job,” Mart�n sa�d w�th a sm�le. “And you can
tell h�m so from me. I don’t need a job, and there’s the proof of �t.”

He empt�ed the hundred gold p�eces �nto her lap �n a gl�nt�ng,
t�nkl�ng stream.

“You remember that f�ver you gave me the t�me I d�dn’t have
carfare? Well, there �t �s, w�th n�nety-n�ne brothers of d�fferent ages
but all of the same s�ze.”

If Gertrude had been fr�ghtened when she arr�ved, she was now �n
a pan�c of fear. Her fear was such that �t was cert�tude. She was not
susp�c�ous. She was conv�nced. She looked at Mart�n �n horror, and
her heavy l�mbs shrank under the golden stream as though �t were
burn�ng her.

“It’s yours,” he laughed.
She burst �nto tears, and began to moan, “My poor boy, my poor

boy!”
He was puzzled for a moment. Then he d�v�ned the cause of her

ag�tat�on and handed her the Mered�th-Lowell letter wh�ch had
accompan�ed the check. She stumbled through �t, paus�ng now and
aga�n to w�pe her eyes, and when she had f�n�shed, sa�d:-

“An’ does �t mean that you come by the money honestly?”



“More honestly than �f I’d won �t �n a lottery. I earned �t.”
Slowly fa�th came back to her, and she reread the letter carefully. It

took h�m long to expla�n to her the nature of the transact�on wh�ch
had put the money �nto h�s possess�on, and longer st�ll to get her to
understand that the money was really hers and that he d�d not need
�t.

“I’ll put �t �n the bank for you,” she sa�d f�nally.
“You’ll do noth�ng of the sort. It’s yours, to do w�th as you please,

and �f you won’t take �t, I’ll g�ve �t to Mar�a. She’ll know what to do
w�th �t. I’d suggest, though, that you h�re a servant and take a good
long rest.”

“I’m go�n’ to tell Bernard all about �t,” she announced, when she
was leav�ng.

Mart�n w�nced, then gr�nned.
“Yes, do,” he sa�d. “And then, maybe, he’ll �nv�te me to d�nner

aga�n.”
“Yes, he w�ll—I’m sure he w�ll!” she excla�med fervently, as she

drew h�m to her and k�ssed and hugged h�m.



CHAPTER XLII.

One day Mart�n became aware that he was lonely. He was healthy
and strong, and had noth�ng to do. The cessat�on from wr�t�ng and
study�ng, the death of Br�ssenden, and the estrangement from Ruth
had made a b�g hole �n h�s l�fe; and h�s l�fe refused to be p�nned
down to good l�v�ng �n cafés and the smok�ng of Egypt�an c�garettes.
It was true the South Seas were call�ng to h�m, but he had a feel�ng
that the game was not yet played out �n the Un�ted States. Two
books were soon to be publ�shed, and he had more books that m�ght
f�nd publ�cat�on. Money could be made out of them, and he would
wa�t and take a sackful of �t �nto the South Seas. He knew a valley
and a bay �n the Marquesas that he could buy for a thousand Ch�l�
dollars. The valley ran from the horseshoe, land-locked bay to the
tops of the d�zzy, cloud-capped peaks and conta�ned perhaps ten
thousand acres. It was f�lled w�th trop�cal fru�ts, w�ld ch�ckens, and
w�ld p�gs, w�th an occas�onal herd of w�ld cattle, wh�le h�gh up among
the peaks were herds of w�ld goats harr�ed by packs of w�ld dogs.
The whole place was w�ld. Not a human l�ved �n �t. And he could buy
�t and the bay for a thousand Ch�l� dollars.

The bay, as he remembered �t, was magn�f�cent, w�th water deep
enough to accommodate the largest vessel afloat, and so safe that
the South Pac�f�c D�rectory recommended �t as the best careen�ng
place for sh�ps for hundreds of m�les around. He would buy a
schooner—one of those yacht-l�ke, coppered crafts that sa�led l�ke
w�tches—and go trad�ng copra and pearl�ng among the �slands. He
would make the valley and the bay h�s headquarters. He would bu�ld
a patr�archal grass house l�ke Tat�’s, and have �t and the valley and
the schooner f�lled w�th dark-sk�nned serv�tors. He would enterta�n
there the factor of Ta�ohae, capta�ns of wander�ng traders, and all the



best of the South Pac�f�c r�ffraff. He would keep open house and
enterta�n l�ke a pr�nce. And he would forget the books he had opened
and the world that had proved an �llus�on.

To do all th�s he must wa�t �n Cal�forn�a to f�ll the sack w�th money.
Already �t was beg�nn�ng to flow �n. If one of the books made a str�ke,
�t m�ght enable h�m to sell the whole heap of manuscr�pts. Also he
could collect the stor�es and the poems �nto books, and make sure of
the valley and the bay and the schooner. He would never wr�te
aga�n. Upon that he was resolved. But �n the meant�me, awa�t�ng the
publ�cat�on of the books, he must do someth�ng more than l�ve dazed
and stup�d �n the sort of uncar�ng trance �nto wh�ch he had fallen.

He noted, one Sunday morn�ng, that the Br�cklayers’ P�cn�c took
place that day at Shell Mound Park, and to Shell Mound Park he
went. He had been to the work�ng-class p�cn�cs too often �n h�s
earl�er l�fe not to know what they were l�ke, and as he entered the
park he exper�enced a recrudescence of all the old sensat�ons. After
all, they were h�s k�nd, these work�ng people. He had been born
among them, he had l�ved among them, and though he had strayed
for a t�me, �t was well to come back among them.

“If �t a�n’t Mart!” he heard some one say, and the next moment a
hearty hand was on h�s shoulder. “Where you ben all the t�me? Off to
sea? Come on an’ have a dr�nk.”

It was the old crowd �n wh�ch he found h�mself—the old crowd,
w�th here and there a gap, and here and there a new face. The
fellows were not br�cklayers, but, as �n the old days, they attended all
Sunday p�cn�cs for the danc�ng, and the f�ght�ng, and the fun. Mart�n
drank w�th them, and began to feel really human once more. He was
a fool to have ever left them, he thought; and he was very certa�n
that h�s sum of happ�ness would have been greater had he rema�ned
w�th them and let alone the books and the people who sat �n the h�gh
places. Yet the beer seemed not so good as of yore. It d�dn’t taste as
�t used to taste. Br�ssenden had spo�led h�m for steam beer, he
concluded, and wondered �f, after all, the books had spo�led h�m for
compan�onsh�p w�th these fr�ends of h�s youth. He resolved that he
would not be so spo�led, and he went on to the danc�ng pav�l�on.



J�mmy, the plumber, he met there, �n the company of a tall, blond g�rl
who promptly forsook h�m for Mart�n.

“Gee, �t’s l�ke old t�mes,” J�mmy expla�ned to the gang that gave
h�m the laugh as Mart�n and the blonde wh�rled away �n a waltz. “An’
I don’t g�ve a rap. I’m too damned glad to see ’m back. Watch ’m
waltz, eh? It’s l�ke s�lk. Who’d blame any g�rl?”

But Mart�n restored the blonde to J�mmy, and the three of them,
w�th half a dozen fr�ends, watched the revolv�ng couples and laughed
and joked w�th one another. Everybody was glad to see Mart�n back.
No book of h�s been publ�shed; he carr�ed no f�ct�t�ous value �n the�r
eyes. They l�ked h�m for h�mself. He felt l�ke a pr�nce returned from
exc�le, and h�s lonely heart burgeoned �n the gen�al�ty �n wh�ch �t
bathed. He made a mad day of �t, and was at h�s best. Also, he had
money �n h�s pockets, and, as �n the old days when he returned from
sea w�th a pay-day, he made the money fly.

Once, on the danc�ng-floor, he saw L�zz�e Connolly go by �n the
arms of a young work�ngman; and, later, when he made the round of
the pav�l�on, he came upon her s�tt�ng by a refreshment table.
Surpr�se and greet�ngs over, he led her away �nto the grounds,
where they could talk w�thout shout�ng down the mus�c. From the
�nstant he spoke to her, she was h�s. He knew �t. She showed �t �n
the proud hum�l�ty of her eyes, �n every caress�ng movement of her
proudly carr�ed body, and �n the way she hung upon h�s speech. She
was not the young g�rl as he had known her. She was a woman,
now, and Mart�n noted that her w�ld, def�ant beauty had �mproved,
los�ng none of �ts w�ldness, wh�le the def�ance and the f�re seemed
more �n control. “A beauty, a perfect beauty,” he murmured
adm�r�ngly under h�s breath. And he knew she was h�s, that all he
had to do was to say “Come,” and she would go w�th h�m over the
world wherever he led.

Even as the thought flashed through h�s bra�n he rece�ved a heavy
blow on the s�de of h�s head that nearly knocked h�m down. It was a
man’s f�st, d�rected by a man so angry and �n such haste that the f�st
had m�ssed the jaw for wh�ch �t was a�med. Mart�n turned as he
staggered, and saw the f�st com�ng at h�m �n a w�ld sw�ng. Qu�te as a
matter of course he ducked, and the f�st flew harmlessly past,



p�vot�ng the man who had dr�ven �t. Mart�n hooked w�th h�s left,
land�ng on the p�vot�ng man w�th the we�ght of h�s body beh�nd the
blow. The man went to the ground s�dew�se, leaped to h�s feet, and
made a mad rush. Mart�n saw h�s pass�on-d�storted face and
wondered what could be the cause of the fellow’s anger. But wh�le
he wondered, he shot �n a stra�ght left, the we�ght of h�s body beh�nd
the blow. The man went over backward and fell �n a crumpled heap.
J�mmy and others of the gang were runn�ng toward them.

Mart�n was thr�ll�ng all over. Th�s was the old days w�th a
vengeance, w�th the�r danc�ng, and the�r f�ght�ng, and the�r fun. Wh�le
he kept a wary eye on h�s antagon�st, he glanced at L�zz�e. Usually
the g�rls screamed when the fellows got to scrapp�ng, but she had
not screamed. She was look�ng on w�th bated breath, lean�ng sl�ghtly
forward, so keen was her �nterest, one hand pressed to her breast,
her cheek flushed, and �n her eyes a great and amazed adm�rat�on.

The man had ga�ned h�s feet and was struggl�ng to escape the
restra�n�ng arms that were la�d on h�m.

“She was wa�t�n’ for me to come back!” he was procla�m�ng to all
and sundry. “She was wa�t�n’ for me to come back, an’ then that
fresh guy comes butt�n’ �n. Let go o’ me, I tell yeh. I’m go�n’ to f�x ’m.”

“What’s eat�n’ yer?” J�mmy was demand�ng, as he helped hold the
young fellow back. “That guy’s Mart Eden. He’s n�fty w�th h�s m�ts,
lemme tell you that, an’ he’ll eat you al�ve �f you monkey w�th ’m.”

“He can’t steal her on me that way,” the other �nterjected.
“He l�cked the Fly�n’ Dutchman, an’ you know h�m,” J�mmy went on

expostulat�ng. “An’ he d�d �t �n f�ve rounds. You couldn’t last a m�nute
aga�nst h�m. See?”

Th�s �nformat�on seemed to have a moll�fy�ng effect, and the �rate
young man favored Mart�n w�th a measur�ng stare.

“He don’t look �t,” he sneered; but the sneer was w�thout pass�on.
“That’s what the Fly�n’ Dutchman thought,” J�mmy assured h�m.

“Come on, now, let’s get outa th�s. There’s lots of other g�rls. Come
on.”

The young fellow allowed h�mself to be led away toward the
pav�l�on, and the gang followed after h�m.



“Who �s he?” Mart�n asked L�zz�e. “And what’s �t all about,
anyway?”

Already the zest of combat, wh�ch of old had been so keen and
last�ng, had d�ed down, and he d�scovered that he was self-
analyt�cal, too much so to l�ve, s�ngle heart and s�ngle hand, so
pr�m�t�ve an ex�stence.

L�zz�e tossed her head.
“Oh, he’s nobody,” she sa�d. “He’s just ben keep�n’ company w�th

me.”
“I had to, you see,” she expla�ned after a pause. “I was gett�n’

pretty lonesome. But I never forgot.” Her vo�ce sank lower, and she
looked stra�ght before her. “I’d throw ’m down for you any t�me.”

Mart�n look�ng at her averted face, know�ng that all he had to do
was to reach out h�s hand and pluck her, fell to ponder�ng whether,
after all, there was any real worth �n ref�ned, grammat�cal Engl�sh,
and, so, forgot to reply to her.

“You put �t all over h�m,” she sa�d tentat�vely, w�th a laugh.
“He’s a husky young fellow, though,” he adm�tted generously. “If

they hadn’t taken h�m away, he m�ght have g�ven me my hands full.”
“Who was that lady fr�end I seen you w�th that n�ght?” she asked

abruptly.
“Oh, just a lady fr�end,” was h�s answer.
“It was a long t�me ago,” she murmured contemplat�vely. “It seems

l�ke a thousand years.”
But Mart�n went no further �nto the matter. He led the conversat�on

off �nto other channels. They had lunch �n the restaurant, where he
ordered w�ne and expens�ve del�cac�es and afterward he danced
w�th her and w�th no one but her, t�ll she was t�red. He was a good
dancer, and she wh�rled around and around w�th h�m �n a heaven of
del�ght, her head aga�nst h�s shoulder, w�sh�ng that �t could last
forever. Later �n the afternoon they strayed off among the trees,
where, �n the good old fash�on, she sat down wh�le he sprawled on
h�s back, h�s head �n her lap. He lay and dozed, wh�le she fondled
h�s ha�r, looked down on h�s closed eyes, and loved h�m w�thout
reserve. Look�ng up suddenly, he read the tender advert�sement �n



her face. Her eyes fluttered down, then they opened and looked �nto
h�s w�th soft def�ance.

“I’ve kept stra�ght all these years,” she sa�d, her vo�ce so low that �t
was almost a wh�sper.

In h�s heart Mart�n knew that �t was the m�raculous truth. And at h�s
heart pleaded a great temptat�on. It was �n h�s power to make her
happy. Den�ed happ�ness h�mself, why should he deny happ�ness to
her? He could marry her and take her down w�th h�m to dwell �n the
grass-walled castle �n the Marquesas. The des�re to do �t was strong,
but stronger st�ll was the �mperat�ve command of h�s nature not to do
�t. In sp�te of h�mself he was st�ll fa�thful to Love. The old days of
l�cense and easy l�v�ng were gone. He could not br�ng them back, nor
could he go back to them. He was changed—how changed he had
not real�zed unt�l now.

“I am not a marry�ng man, L�zz�e,” he sa�d l�ghtly.
The hand caress�ng h�s ha�r paused percept�bly, then went on w�th

the same gentle stroke. He not�ced her face harden, but �t was w�th
the hardness of resolut�on, for st�ll the soft color was �n her cheeks
and she was all glow�ng and melt�ng.

“I d�d not mean that—” she began, then faltered. “Or anyway I
don’t care.”

“I don’t care,” she repeated. “I’m proud to be your fr�end. I’d do
anyth�ng for you. I’m made that way, I guess.”

Mart�n sat up. He took her hand �n h�s. He d�d �t del�berately, w�th
warmth but w�thout pass�on; and such warmth ch�lled her.

“Don’t let’s talk about �t,” she sa�d.
“You are a great and noble woman,” he sa�d. “And �t �s I who

should be proud to know you. And I am, I am. You are a ray of l�ght
to me �n a very dark world, and I’ve got to be stra�ght w�th you, just
as stra�ght as you have been.”

“I don’t care whether you’re stra�ght w�th me or not. You could do
anyth�ng w�th me. You could throw me �n the d�rt an’ walk on me. An’
you’re the only man �n the world that can,” she added w�th a def�ant
flash. “I a�n’t taken care of myself ever s�nce I was a k�d for noth�n’.”



“And �t’s just because of that that I’m not go�ng to,” he sa�d gently.
“You are so b�g and generous that you challenge me to equal
generousness. I’m not marry�ng, and I’m not—well, lov�ng w�thout
marry�ng, though I’ve done my share of that �n the past. I’m sorry I
came here to-day and met you. But �t can’t be helped now, and I
never expected �t would turn out th�s way.

“But look here, L�zz�e. I can’t beg�n to tell you how much I l�ke you.
I do more than l�ke you. I adm�re and respect you. You are
magn�f�cent, and you are magn�f�cently good. But what’s the use of
words? Yet there’s someth�ng I’d l�ke to do. You’ve had a hard l�fe; let
me make �t easy for you.” (A joyous l�ght welled �nto her eyes, then
faded out aga�n.) “I’m pretty sure of gett�ng hold of some money
soon—lots of �t.”

In that moment he abandoned the �dea of the valley and the bay,
the grass-walled castle and the tr�m, wh�te schooner. After all, what
d�d �t matter? He could go away, as he had done so often, before the
mast, on any sh�p bound anywhere.

“I’d l�ke to turn �t over to you. There must be someth�ng you want—
to go to school or bus�ness college. You m�ght l�ke to study and be a
stenographer. I could f�x �t for you. Or maybe your father and mother
are l�v�ng—I could set them up �n a grocery store or someth�ng.
Anyth�ng you want, just name �t, and I can f�x �t for you.”

She made no reply, but sat, gaz�ng stra�ght before her, dry-eyed
and mot�onless, but w�th an ache �n the throat wh�ch Mart�n d�v�ned
so strongly that �t made h�s own throat ache. He regretted that he
had spoken. It seemed so tawdry what he had offered her—mere
money—compared w�th what she offered h�m. He offered her an
extraneous th�ng w�th wh�ch he could part w�thout a pang, wh�le she
offered h�m herself, along w�th d�sgrace and shame, and s�n, and all
her hopes of heaven.

“Don’t let’s talk about �t,” she sa�d w�th a catch �n her vo�ce that she
changed to a cough. She stood up. “Come on, let’s go home. I’m all
t�red out.”

The day was done, and the merrymakers had nearly all departed.
But as Mart�n and L�zz�e emerged from the trees they found the gang
wa�t�ng for them. Mart�n knew �mmed�ately the mean�ng of �t. Trouble



was brew�ng. The gang was h�s body-guard. They passed out
through the gates of the park w�th, straggl�ng �n the rear, a second
gang, the fr�ends that L�zz�e’s young man had collected to avenge
the loss of h�s lady. Several constables and spec�al pol�ce off�cers,
ant�c�pat�ng trouble, tra�led along to prevent �t, and herded the two
gangs separately aboard the tra�n for San Franc�sco. Mart�n told
J�mmy that he would get off at S�xteenth Street Stat�on and catch the
electr�c car �nto Oakland. L�zz�e was very qu�et and w�thout �nterest �n
what was �mpend�ng. The tra�n pulled �n to S�xteenth Street Stat�on,
and the wa�t�ng electr�c car could be seen, the conductor of wh�ch
was �mpat�ently clang�ng the gong.

“There she �s,” J�mmy counselled. “Make a run for �t, an’ we’ll hold
’em back. Now you go! H�t her up!”

The host�le gang was temporar�ly d�sconcerted by the manoeuvre,
then �t dashed from the tra�n �n pursu�t. The sta�d and sober Oakland
folk who sat upon the car scarcely noted the young fellow and the
g�rl who ran for �t and found a seat �n front on the outs�de. They d�d
not connect the couple w�th J�mmy, who sprang on the steps, cry�ng
to the motorman:-

“Slam on the ju�ce, old man, and beat �t outa here!”
The next moment J�mmy wh�rled about, and the passengers saw

h�m land h�s f�st on the face of a runn�ng man who was try�ng to
board the car. But f�sts were land�ng on faces the whole length of the
car. Thus, J�mmy and h�s gang, strung out on the long, lower steps,
met the attack�ng gang. The car started w�th a great clang�ng of �ts
gong, and, as J�mmy’s gang drove off the last assa�lants, they, too,
jumped off to f�n�sh the job. The car dashed on, leav�ng the flurry of
combat far beh�nd, and �ts dumfounded passengers never dreamed
that the qu�et young man and the pretty work�ng-g�rl s�tt�ng �n the
corner on the outs�de seat had been the cause of the row.

Mart�n had enjoyed the f�ght, w�th a recrudescence of the old
f�ght�ng thr�lls. But they qu�ckly d�ed away, and he was oppressed by
a great sadness. He felt very old—centur�es older than those
careless, care-free young compan�ons of h�s others days. He had
travelled far, too far to go back. The�r mode of l�fe, wh�ch had once
been h�s, was now d�stasteful to h�m. He was d�sappo�nted �n �t all.



He had developed �nto an al�en. As the steam beer had tasted raw,
so the�r compan�onsh�p seemed raw to h�m. He was too far removed.
Too many thousands of opened books yawned between them and
h�m. He had ex�led h�mself. He had travelled �n the vast realm of
�ntellect unt�l he could no longer return home. On the other hand, he
was human, and h�s gregar�ous need for compan�onsh�p rema�ned
unsat�sf�ed. He had found no new home. As the gang could not
understand h�m, as h�s own fam�ly could not understand h�m, as the
bourgeo�s�e could not understand h�m, so th�s g�rl bes�de h�m, whom
he honored h�gh, could not understand h�m nor the honor he pa�d
her. H�s sadness was not untouched w�th b�tterness as he thought �t
over.

“Make �t up w�th h�m,” he adv�sed L�zz�e, at part�ng, as they stood
�n front of the work�ngman’s shack �n wh�ch she l�ved, near S�xth and
Market. He referred to the young fellow whose place he had usurped
that day.

“I can’t—now,” she sa�d.
“Oh, go on,” he sa�d jov�ally. “All you have to do �s wh�stle and he’ll

come runn�ng.”
“I d�dn’t mean that,” she sa�d s�mply.
And he knew what she had meant.
She leaned toward h�m as he was about to say good n�ght. But

she leaned not �mperat�vely, not seduct�vely, but w�stfully and
humbly. He was touched to the heart. H�s large tolerance rose up �n
h�m. He put h�s arms around her, and k�ssed her, and knew that upon
h�s own l�ps rested as true a k�ss as man ever rece�ved.

“My God!” she sobbed. “I could d�e for you. I could d�e for you.”
She tore herself from h�m suddenly and ran up the steps. He felt a

qu�ck mo�sture �n h�s eyes.
“Mart�n Eden,” he communed. “You’re not a brute, and you’re a

damn poor N�etzscheman. You’d marry her �f you could and f�ll her
qu�ver�ng heart full w�th happ�ness. But you can’t, you can’t. And �t’s
a damn shame.”

“‘A poor old tramp expla�ns h�s poor old ulcers,’” he muttered,
remember�ng h�s Henly. “‘L�fe �s, I th�nk, a blunder and a shame.’ It �s



—a blunder and a shame.”



CHAPTER XLIII.

“The Shame of the Sun” was publ�shed �n October. As Mart�n cut
the cords of the express package and the half-dozen compl�mentary
cop�es from the publ�shers sp�lled out on the table, a heavy sadness
fell upon h�m. He thought of the w�ld del�ght that would have been h�s
had th�s happened a few short months before, and he contrasted
that del�ght that should have been w�th h�s present uncar�ng
coldness. H�s book, h�s f�rst book, and h�s pulse had not gone up a
fract�on of a beat, and he was only sad. It meant l�ttle to h�m now.
The most �t meant was that �t m�ght br�ng some money, and l�ttle
enough d�d he care for money.

He carr�ed a copy out �nto the k�tchen and presented �t to Mar�a.
“I d�d �t,” he expla�ned, �n order to clear up her bew�lderment. “I

wrote �t �n the room there, and I guess some few quarts of your
vegetable soup went �nto the mak�ng of �t. Keep �t. It’s yours. Just to
remember me by, you know.”

He was not bragg�ng, not show�ng off. H�s sole mot�ve was to
make her happy, to make her proud of h�m, to just�fy her long fa�th �n
h�m. She put the book �n the front room on top of the fam�ly B�ble. A
sacred th�ng was th�s book her lodger had made, a fet�ch of
fr�endsh�p. It softened the blow of h�s hav�ng been a laundryman, and
though she could not understand a l�ne of �t, she knew that every l�ne
of �t was great. She was a s�mple, pract�cal, hard-work�ng woman,
but she possessed fa�th �n large endowment.

Just as emot�onlessly as he had rece�ved “The Shame of the Sun”
d�d he read the rev�ews of �t that came �n weekly from the cl�pp�ng
bureau. The book was mak�ng a h�t, that was ev�dent. It meant more
gold �n the money sack. He could f�x up L�zz�e, redeem all h�s
prom�ses, and st�ll have enough left to bu�ld h�s grass-walled castle.



S�ngletree, Darnley & Co. had caut�ously brought out an ed�t�on of
f�fteen hundred cop�es, but the f�rst rev�ews had started a second
ed�t�on of tw�ce the s�ze through the presses; and ere th�s was
del�vered a th�rd ed�t�on of f�ve thousand had been ordered. A
London f�rm made arrangements by cable for an Engl�sh ed�t�on, and
hot-footed upon th�s came the news of French, German, and
Scand�nav�an translat�ons �n progress. The attack upon the
Maeterl�nck school could not have been made at a more opportune
moment. A f�erce controversy was prec�p�tated. Saleeby and Haeckel
�ndorsed and defended “The Shame of the Sun,” for once f�nd�ng
themselves on the same s�de of a quest�on. Crookes and Wallace
ranged up on the oppos�ng s�de, wh�le S�r Ol�ver Lodge attempted to
formulate a comprom�se that would j�be w�th h�s part�cular cosm�c
theor�es. Maeterl�nck’s followers rall�ed around the standard of
myst�c�sm. Chesterton set the whole world laugh�ng w�th a ser�es of
alleged non-part�san essays on the subject, and the whole affa�r,
controversy and controvers�al�sts, was well-n�gh swept �nto the p�t by
a thunder�ng broads�de from George Bernard Shaw. Needless to say
the arena was crowded w�th hosts of lesser l�ghts, and the dust and
sweat and d�n became terr�f�c.

“It �s a most marvellous happen�ng,” S�ngletree, Darnley & Co.
wrote Mart�n, “a cr�t�cal ph�losoph�c essay sell�ng l�ke a novel. You
could not have chosen your subject better, and all contr�butory
factors have been unwarrantedly prop�t�ous. We need scarcely to
assure you that we are mak�ng hay wh�le the sun sh�nes. Over forty
thousand cop�es have already been sold �n the Un�ted States and
Canada, and a new ed�t�on of twenty thousand �s on the presses. We
are overworked, try�ng to supply the demand. Nevertheless we have
helped to create that demand. We have already spent f�ve thousand
dollars �n advert�s�ng. The book �s bound to be a record-breaker.”

“Please f�nd herew�th a contract �n dupl�cate for your next book
wh�ch we have taken the l�berty of forward�ng to you. You w�ll please
note that we have �ncreased your royalt�es to twenty per cent, wh�ch
�s about as h�gh as a conservat�ve publ�sh�ng house dares go. If our
offer �s agreeable to you, please f�ll �n the proper blank space w�th
the t�tle of your book. We make no st�pulat�ons concern�ng �ts nature.



Any book on any subject. If you have one already wr�tten, so much
the better. Now �s the t�me to str�ke. The �ron could not be hotter.”

“On rece�pt of s�gned contract we shall be pleased to make you an
advance on royalt�es of f�ve thousand dollars. You see, we have fa�th
�n you, and we are go�ng �n on th�s th�ng b�g. We should l�ke, also, to
d�scuss w�th you the draw�ng up of a contract for a term of years, say
ten, dur�ng wh�ch we shall have the exclus�ve r�ght of publ�sh�ng �n
book-form all that you produce. But more of th�s anon.”

Mart�n la�d down the letter and worked a problem �n mental
ar�thmet�c, f�nd�ng the product of f�fteen cents t�mes s�xty thousand to
be n�ne thousand dollars. He s�gned the new contract, �nsert�ng “The
Smoke of Joy” �n the blank space, and ma�led �t back to the
publ�shers along w�th the twenty stor�ettes he had wr�tten �n the days
before he d�scovered the formula for the newspaper stor�ette. And
promptly as the Un�ted States ma�l could del�ver and return, came
S�ngletree, Darnley & Co.’s check for f�ve thousand dollars.

“I want you to come down town w�th me, Mar�a, th�s afternoon
about two o’clock,” Mart�n sa�d, the morn�ng the check arr�ved. “Or,
better, meet me at Fourteenth and Broadway at two o’clock. I’ll be
look�ng out for you.”

At the appo�nted t�me she was there; but shoes was the only clew
to the mystery her m�nd had been capable of evolv�ng, and she
suffered a d�st�nct shock of d�sappo�ntment when Mart�n walked her
r�ght by a shoe-store and d�ved �nto a real estate off�ce. What
happened thereupon res�ded forever after �n her memory as a
dream. F�ne gentlemen sm�led at her benevolently as they talked
w�th Mart�n and one another; a type-wr�ter cl�cked; s�gnatures were
aff�xed to an �mpos�ng document; her own landlord was there, too,
and aff�xed h�s s�gnature; and when all was over and she was
outs�de on the s�dewalk, her landlord spoke to her, say�ng, “Well,
Mar�a, you won’t have to pay me no seven dollars and a half th�s
month.”

Mar�a was too stunned for speech.
“Or next month, or the next, or the next,” her landlord sa�d.
She thanked h�m �ncoherently, as �f for a favor. And �t was not unt�l

she had returned home to North Oakland and conferred w�th her own



k�nd, and had the Portuguese grocer �nvest�gate, that she really
knew that she was the owner of the l�ttle house �n wh�ch she had
l�ved and for wh�ch she had pa�d rent so long.

“Why don’t you trade w�th me no more?” the Portuguese grocer
asked Mart�n that even�ng, stepp�ng out to ha�l h�m when he got off
the car; and Mart�n expla�ned that he wasn’t do�ng h�s own cook�ng
any more, and then went �n and had a dr�nk of w�ne on the house.
He noted �t was the best w�ne the grocer had �n stock.

“Mar�a,” Mart�n announced that n�ght, “I’m go�ng to leave you. And
you’re go�ng to leave here yourself soon. Then you can rent the
house and be a landlord yourself. You’ve a brother �n San Leandro
or Haywards, and he’s �n the m�lk bus�ness. I want you to send all
your wash�ng back unwashed—understand?—unwashed, and to go
out to San Leandro to-morrow, or Haywards, or wherever �t �s, and
see that brother of yours. Tell h�m to come to see me. I’ll be stopp�ng
at the Metropole down �n Oakland. He’ll know a good m�lk-ranch
when he sees one.”

And so �t was that Mar�a became a landlord and the sole owner of
a da�ry, w�th two h�red men to do the work for her and a bank
account that stead�ly �ncreased desp�te the fact that her whole brood
wore shoes and went to school. Few persons ever meet the fa�ry
pr�nces they dream about; but Mar�a, who worked hard and whose
head was hard, never dream�ng about fa�ry pr�nces, enterta�ned hers
�n the gu�se of an ex-laundryman.

In the meant�me the world had begun to ask: “Who �s th�s Mart�n
Eden?” He had decl�ned to g�ve any b�ograph�cal data to h�s
publ�shers, but the newspapers were not to be den�ed. Oakland was
h�s own town, and the reporters nosed out scores of �nd�v�duals who
could supply �nformat�on. All that he was and was not, all that he had
done and most of what he had not done, was spread out for the
delectat�on of the publ�c, accompan�ed by snapshots and
photographs—the latter procured from the local photographer who
had once taken Mart�n’s p�cture and who promptly copyr�ghted �t and
put �t on the market. At f�rst, so great was h�s d�sgust w�th the
magaz�nes and all bourgeo�s soc�ety, Mart�n fought aga�nst publ�c�ty;
but �n the end, because �t was eas�er than not to, he surrendered. He



found that he could not refuse h�mself to the spec�al wr�ters who
travelled long d�stances to see h�m. Then aga�n, each day was so
many hours long, and, s�nce he no longer was occup�ed w�th wr�t�ng
and study�ng, those hours had to be occup�ed somehow; so he
y�elded to what was to h�m a wh�m, perm�tted �nterv�ews, gave h�s
op�n�ons on l�terature and ph�losophy, and even accepted �nv�tat�ons
of the bourgeo�s�e. He had settled down �nto a strange and
comfortable state of m�nd. He no longer cared. He forgave
everybody, even the cub reporter who had pa�nted h�m red and to
whom he now granted a full page w�th spec�ally posed photographs.

He saw L�zz�e occas�onally, and �t was patent that she regretted
the greatness that had come to h�m. It w�dened the space between
them. Perhaps �t was w�th the hope of narrow�ng �t that she y�elded to
h�s persuas�ons to go to n�ght school and bus�ness college and to
have herself gowned by a wonderful dressmaker who charged
outrageous pr�ces. She �mproved v�s�bly from day to day, unt�l Mart�n
wondered �f he was do�ng r�ght, for he knew that all her compl�ance
and endeavor was for h�s sake. She was try�ng to make herself of
worth �n h�s eyes—of the sort of worth he seemed to value. Yet he
gave her no hope, treat�ng her �n brotherly fash�on and rarely see�ng
her.

“Overdue” was rushed upon the market by the Mered�th-Lowell
Company �n the he�ght of h�s popular�ty, and be�ng f�ct�on, �n po�nt of
sales �t made even a b�gger str�ke than “The Shame of the Sun.”
Week after week h�s was the cred�t of the unprecedented
performance of hav�ng two books at the head of the l�st of best-
sellers. Not only d�d the story take w�th the f�ct�on-readers, but those
who read “The Shame of the Sun” w�th av�d�ty were l�kew�se
attracted to the sea-story by the cosm�c grasp of mastery w�th wh�ch
he had handled �t. F�rst he had attacked the l�terature of myst�c�sm,
and had done �t exceed�ng well; and, next, he had successfully
suppl�ed the very l�terature he had expos�ted, thus prov�ng h�mself to
be that rare gen�us, a cr�t�c and a creator �n one.

Money poured �n on h�m, fame poured �n on h�m; he flashed,
comet-l�ke, through the world of l�terature, and he was more amused
than �nterested by the st�r he was mak�ng. One th�ng was puzzl�ng



h�m, a l�ttle th�ng that would have puzzled the world had �t known. But
the world would have puzzled over h�s bepuzzlement rather than
over the l�ttle th�ng that to h�m loomed g�gant�c. Judge Blount �nv�ted
h�m to d�nner. That was the l�ttle th�ng, or the beg�nn�ng of the l�ttle
th�ng, that was soon to become the b�g th�ng. He had �nsulted Judge
Blount, treated h�m abom�nably, and Judge Blount, meet�ng h�m on
the street, �nv�ted h�m to d�nner. Mart�n bethought h�mself of the
numerous occas�ons on wh�ch he had met Judge Blount at the
Morses’ and when Judge Blount had not �nv�ted h�m to d�nner. Why
had he not �nv�ted h�m to d�nner then? he asked h�mself. He had not
changed. He was the same Mart�n Eden. What made the d�fference?
The fact that the stuff he had wr�tten had appeared �ns�de the covers
of books? But �t was work performed. It was not someth�ng he had
done s�nce. It was ach�evement accompl�shed at the very t�me Judge
Blount was shar�ng th�s general v�ew and sneer�ng at h�s Spencer
and h�s �ntellect. Therefore �t was not for any real value, but for a
purely f�ct�t�ous value that Judge Blount �nv�ted h�m to d�nner.

Mart�n gr�nned and accepted the �nv�tat�on, marvell�ng the wh�le at
h�s complacence. And at the d�nner, where, w�th the�r womank�nd,
were half a dozen of those that sat �n h�gh places, and where Mart�n
found h�mself qu�te the l�on, Judge Blount, warmly seconded by
Judge Hanwell, urged pr�vately that Mart�n should perm�t h�s name to
be put up for the Styx—the ultra-select club to wh�ch belonged, not
the mere men of wealth, but the men of atta�nment. And Mart�n
decl�ned, and was more puzzled than ever.

He was kept busy d�spos�ng of h�s heap of manuscr�pts. He was
overwhelmed by requests from ed�tors. It had been d�scovered that
he was a styl�st, w�th meat under h�s style. The Northern Rev�ew,
after publ�sh�ng “The Cradle of Beauty,” had wr�tten h�m for half a
dozen s�m�lar essays, wh�ch would have been suppl�ed out of the
heap, had not Burton’s Magaz�ne, �n a speculat�ve mood, offered h�m
f�ve hundred dollars each for f�ve essays. He wrote back that he
would supply the demand, but at a thousand dollars an essay. He
remembered that all these manuscr�pts had been refused by the very
magaz�nes that were now clamor�ng for them. And the�r refusals had
been cold-blooded, automat�c, stereotyped. They had made h�m
sweat, and now he �ntended to make them sweat. Burton’s Magaz�ne



pa�d h�s pr�ce for f�ve essays, and the rema�n�ng four, at the same
rate, were snapped up by Mack�ntosh’s Monthly, The Northern
Rev�ew be�ng too poor to stand the pace. Thus went out to the world
“The H�gh Pr�ests of Mystery,” “The Wonder-Dreamers,” “The
Yardst�ck of the Ego,” “Ph�losophy of Illus�on,” “God and Clod,” “Art
and B�ology,” “Cr�t�cs and Test-tubes,” “Star-dust,” and “The D�gn�ty
of Usury,”—to ra�se storms and rumbl�ngs and mutter�ngs that were
many a day �n dy�ng down.

Ed�tors wrote to h�m tell�ng h�m to name h�s own terms, wh�ch he
d�d, but �t was always for work performed. He refused resolutely to
pledge h�mself to any new th�ng. The thought of aga�n sett�ng pen to
paper maddened h�m. He had seen Br�ssenden torn to p�eces by the
crowd, and desp�te the fact that h�m the crowd accla�med, he could
not get over the shock nor gather any respect for the crowd. H�s very
popular�ty seemed a d�sgrace and a treason to Br�ssenden. It made
h�m w�nce, but he made up h�s m�nd to go on and f�ll the money-bag.

He rece�ved letters from ed�tors l�ke the follow�ng: “About a year
ago we were unfortunate enough to refuse your collect�on of love-
poems. We were greatly �mpressed by them at the t�me, but certa�n
arrangements already entered �nto prevented our tak�ng them. If you
st�ll have them, and �f you w�ll be k�nd enough to forward them, we
shall be glad to publ�sh the ent�re collect�on on your own terms. We
are also prepared to make a most advantageous offer for br�ng�ng
them out �n book-form.”

Mart�n recollected h�s blank-verse tragedy, and sent �t �nstead. He
read �t over before ma�l�ng, and was part�cularly �mpressed by �ts
sophomor�c amateur�shness and general worthlessness. But he sent
�t; and �t was publ�shed, to the everlast�ng regret of the ed�tor. The
publ�c was �nd�gnant and �ncredulous. It was too far a cry from Mart�n
Eden’s h�gh standard to that ser�ous bosh. It was asserted that he
had never wr�tten �t, that the magaz�ne had faked �t very clums�ly, or
that Mart�n Eden was emulat�ng the elder Dumas and at the he�ght of
success was h�r�ng h�s wr�t�ng done for h�m. But when he expla�ned
that the tragedy was an early effort of h�s l�terary ch�ldhood, and that
the magaz�ne had refused to be happy unless �t got �t, a great laugh
went up at the magaz�ne’s expense and a change �n the ed�torsh�p



followed. The tragedy was never brought out �n book-form, though
Mart�n pocketed the advance royalt�es that had been pa�d.

Coleman’s Weekly sent Mart�n a lengthy telegram, cost�ng nearly
three hundred dollars, offer�ng h�m a thousand dollars an art�cle for
twenty art�cles. He was to travel over the Un�ted States, w�th all
expenses pa�d, and select whatever top�cs �nterested h�m. The body
of the telegram was devoted to hypothet�cal top�cs �n order to show
h�m the freedom of range that was to be h�s. The only restr�ct�on
placed upon h�m was that he must conf�ne h�mself to the Un�ted
States. Mart�n sent h�s �nab�l�ty to accept and h�s regrets by w�re
“collect.”

“W�k�-W�k�,” publ�shed �n Warren’s Monthly, was an �nstantaneous
success. It was brought out forward �n a w�de-marg�ned, beaut�fully
decorated volume that struck the hol�day trade and sold l�ke w�ldf�re.
The cr�t�cs were unan�mous �n the bel�ef that �t would take �ts place
w�th those two class�cs by two great wr�ters, “The Bottle Imp” and
“The Mag�c Sk�n.”

The publ�c, however, rece�ved the “Smoke of Joy” collect�on rather
dub�ously and coldly. The audac�ty and unconvent�onal�ty of the
stor�ettes was a shock to bourgeo�s moral�ty and prejud�ce; but when
Par�s went mad over the �mmed�ate translat�on that was made, the
Amer�can and Engl�sh read�ng publ�c followed su�t and bought so
many cop�es that Mart�n compelled the conservat�ve house of
S�ngletree, Darnley & Co. to pay a flat royalty of twenty-f�ve per cent
for a th�rd book, and th�rty per cent flat for a fourth. These two
volumes compr�sed all the short stor�es he had wr�tten and wh�ch
had rece�ved, or were rece�v�ng, ser�al publ�cat�on. “The R�ng of
Bells” and h�s horror stor�es const�tuted one collect�on; the other
collect�on was composed of “Adventure,” “The Pot,” “The W�ne of
L�fe,” “The Wh�rlpool,” “The Jostl�ng Street,” and four other stor�es.
The Lowell-Mered�th Company captured the collect�on of all h�s
essays, and the Maxm�ll�an Company got h�s “Sea Lyr�cs” and the
“Love-cycle,” the latter rece�v�ng ser�al publ�cat�on �n the Lad�es’
Home Compan�on after the payment of an extort�onate pr�ce.

Mart�n heaved a s�gh of rel�ef when he had d�sposed of the last
manuscr�pt. The grass-walled castle and the wh�te, coppered



schooner were very near to h�m. Well, at any rate he had d�scovered
Br�ssenden’s content�on that noth�ng of mer�t found �ts way �nto the
magaz�nes. H�s own success demonstrated that Br�ssenden had
been wrong.

And yet, somehow, he had a feel�ng that Br�ssenden had been
r�ght, after all. “The Shame of the Sun” had been the cause of h�s
success more than the stuff he had wr�tten. That stuff had been
merely �nc�dental. It had been rejected r�ght and left by the
magaz�nes. The publ�cat�on of “The Shame of the Sun” had started a
controversy and prec�p�tated the landsl�de �n h�s favor. Had there
been no “Shame of the Sun” there would have been no landsl�de,
and had there been no m�racle �n the go of “The Shame of the Sun”
there would have been no landsl�de. S�ngletree, Darnley & Co.
attested that m�racle. They had brought out a f�rst ed�t�on of f�fteen
hundred cop�es and been dub�ous of sell�ng �t. They were
exper�enced publ�shers and no one had been more astounded than
they at the success wh�ch had followed. To them �t had been �n truth
a m�racle. They never got over �t, and every letter they wrote h�m
reflected the�r reverent awe of that f�rst myster�ous happen�ng. They
d�d not attempt to expla�n �t. There was no expla�n�ng �t. It had
happened. In the face of all exper�ence to the contrary, �t had
happened.

So �t was, reason�ng thus, that Mart�n quest�oned the val�d�ty of h�s
popular�ty. It was the bourgeo�s�e that bought h�s books and poured
�ts gold �nto h�s money-sack, and from what l�ttle he knew of the
bourgeo�s�e �t was not clear to h�m how �t could poss�bly apprec�ate
or comprehend what he had wr�tten. H�s �ntr�ns�c beauty and power
meant noth�ng to the hundreds of thousands who were accla�m�ng
h�m and buy�ng h�s books. He was the fad of the hour, the adventurer
who had stormed Parnassus wh�le the gods nodded. The hundreds
of thousands read h�m and accla�med h�m w�th the same brute non-
understand�ng w�th wh�ch they had flung themselves on Br�ssenden’s
“Ephemera” and torn �t to p�eces—a wolf-rabble that fawned on h�m
�nstead of fang�ng h�m. Fawn or fang, �t was all a matter of chance.
One th�ng he knew w�th absolute cert�tude: “Ephemera” was �nf�n�tely
greater than anyth�ng he had done. It was �nf�n�tely greater than
anyth�ng he had �n h�m. It was a poem of centur�es. Then the tr�bute



the mob pa�d h�m was a sorry tr�bute �ndeed, for that same mob had
wallowed “Ephemera” �nto the m�re. He s�ghed heav�ly and w�th
sat�sfact�on. He was glad the last manuscr�pt was sold and that he
would soon be done w�th �t all.



CHAPTER XLIV.

Mr. Morse met Mart�n �n the off�ce of the Hotel Metropole. Whether
he had happened there just casually, �ntent on other affa�rs, or
whether he had come there for the d�rect purpose of �nv�t�ng h�m to
d�nner, Mart�n never could qu�te make up h�s m�nd, though he
�ncl�ned toward the second hypothes�s. At any rate, �nv�ted to d�nner
he was by Mr. Morse—Ruth’s father, who had forb�dden h�m the
house and broken off the engagement.

Mart�n was not angry. He was not even on h�s d�gn�ty. He tolerated
Mr. Morse, wonder�ng the wh�le how �t felt to eat such humble p�e. He
d�d not decl�ne the �nv�tat�on. Instead, he put �t off w�th vagueness
and �ndef�n�teness and �nqu�red after the fam�ly, part�cularly after Mrs.
Morse and Ruth. He spoke her name w�thout hes�tancy, naturally,
though secretly surpr�sed that he had had no �nward qu�ver, no old,
fam�l�ar �ncrease of pulse and warm surge of blood.

He had many �nv�tat�ons to d�nner, some of wh�ch he accepted.
Persons got themselves �ntroduced to h�m �n order to �nv�te h�m to
d�nner. And he went on puzzl�ng over the l�ttle th�ng that was
becom�ng a great th�ng. Bernard H�gg�nbotham �nv�ted h�m to d�nner.
He puzzled the harder. He remembered the days of h�s desperate
starvat�on when no one �nv�ted h�m to d�nner. That was the t�me he
needed d�nners, and went weak and fa�nt for lack of them and lost
we�ght from sheer fam�ne. That was the paradox of �t. When he
wanted d�nners, no one gave them to h�m, and now that he could
buy a hundred thousand d�nners and was los�ng h�s appet�te, d�nners
were thrust upon h�m r�ght and left. But why? There was no just�ce �n
�t, no mer�t on h�s part. He was no d�fferent. All the work he had done
was even at that t�me work performed. Mr. and Mrs. Morse had
condemned h�m for an �dler and a sh�rk and through Ruth had urged



that he take a clerk’s pos�t�on �n an off�ce. Furthermore, they had
been aware of h�s work performed. Manuscr�pt after manuscr�pt of
h�s had been turned over to them by Ruth. They had read them. It
was the very same work that had put h�s name �n all the papers, and,
�t was h�s name be�ng �n all the papers that led them to �nv�te h�m.

One th�ng was certa�n: the Morses had not cared to have h�m for
h�mself or for h�s work. Therefore they could not want h�m now for
h�mself or for h�s work, but for the fame that was h�s, because he
was somebody amongst men, and—why not?—because he had a
hundred thousand dollars or so. That was the way bourgeo�s soc�ety
valued a man, and who was he to expect �t otherw�se? But he was
proud. He d�sda�ned such valuat�on. He des�red to be valued for
h�mself, or for h�s work, wh�ch, after all, was an express�on of
h�mself. That was the way L�zz�e valued h�m. The work, w�th her, d�d
not even count. She valued h�m, h�mself. That was the way J�mmy,
the plumber, and all the old gang valued h�m. That had been proved
often enough �n the days when he ran w�th them; �t had been proved
that Sunday at Shell Mound Park. H�s work could go hang. What
they l�ked, and were w�ll�ng to scrap for, was just Mart Eden, one of
the bunch and a pretty good guy.

Then there was Ruth. She had l�ked h�m for h�mself, that was
�nd�sputable. And yet, much as she had l�ked h�m she had l�ked the
bourgeo�s standard of valuat�on more. She had opposed h�s wr�t�ng,
and pr�nc�pally, �t seemed to h�m, because �t d�d not earn money.
That had been her cr�t�c�sm of h�s “Love-cycle.” She, too, had urged
h�m to get a job. It was true, she ref�ned �t to “pos�t�on,” but �t meant
the same th�ng, and �n h�s own m�nd the old nomenclature stuck. He
had read her all that he wrote—poems, stor�es, essays—“W�k�-W�k�,”
“The Shame of the Sun,” everyth�ng. And she had always and
cons�stently urged h�m to get a job, to go to work—good God!—as �f
he hadn’t been work�ng, robb�ng sleep, exhaust�ng l�fe, �n order to be
worthy of her.

So the l�ttle th�ng grew b�gger. He was healthy and normal, ate
regularly, slept long hours, and yet the grow�ng l�ttle th�ng was
becom�ng an obsess�on. Work performed. The phrase haunted h�s
bra�n. He sat oppos�te Bernard H�gg�nbotham at a heavy Sunday



d�nner over H�gg�nbotham’s Cash Store, and �t was all he could do to
restra�n h�mself from shout�ng out:-

“It was work performed! And now you feed me, when then you let
me starve, forbade me your house, and damned me because I
wouldn’t get a job. And the work was already done, all done. And
now, when I speak, you check the thought unuttered on your l�ps and
hang on my l�ps and pay respectful attent�on to whatever I choose to
say. I tell you your party �s rotten and f�lled w�th grafters, and �nstead
of fly�ng �nto a rage you hum and haw and adm�t there �s a great deal
�n what I say. And why? Because I’m famous; because I’ve a lot of
money. Not because I’m Mart�n Eden, a pretty good fellow and not
part�cularly a fool. I could tell you the moon �s made of green cheese
and you would subscr�be to the not�on, at least you would not
repud�ate �t, because I’ve got dollars, mounta�ns of them. And �t was
all done long ago; �t was work performed, I tell you, when you spat
upon me as the d�rt under your feet.”

But Mart�n d�d not shout out. The thought gnawed �n h�s bra�n, an
unceas�ng torment, wh�le he sm�led and succeeded �n be�ng tolerant.
As he grew s�lent, Bernard H�gg�nbotham got the re�ns and d�d the
talk�ng. He was a success h�mself, and proud of �t. He was self-
made. No one had helped h�m. He owed no man. He was fulf�ll�ng
h�s duty as a c�t�zen and br�ng�ng up a large fam�ly. And there was
H�gg�nbotham’s Cash Store, that monument of h�s own �ndustry and
ab�l�ty. He loved H�gg�nbotham’s Cash Store as some men loved
the�r w�ves. He opened up h�s heart to Mart�n, showed w�th what
keenness and w�th what enormous plann�ng he had made the store.
And he had plans for �t, amb�t�ous plans. The ne�ghborhood was
grow�ng up fast. The store was really too small. If he had more room,
he would be able to put �n a score of labor-sav�ng and money-sav�ng
�mprovements. And he would do �t yet. He was stra�n�ng every effort
for the day when he could buy the adjo�n�ng lot and put up another
two-story frame bu�ld�ng. The upsta�rs he could rent, and the whole
ground-floor of both bu�ld�ngs would be H�gg�nbotham’s Cash Store.
H�s eyes gl�stened when he spoke of the new s�gn that would stretch
clear across both bu�ld�ngs.



Mart�n forgot to l�sten. The refra�n of “Work performed,” �n h�s own
bra�n, was drown�ng the other’s clatter. The refra�n maddened h�m,
and he tr�ed to escape from �t.

“How much d�d you say �t would cost?” he asked suddenly.
H�s brother-�n-law paused �n the m�ddle of an expat�at�on on the

bus�ness opportun�t�es of the ne�ghborhood. He hadn’t sa�d how
much �t would cost. But he knew. He had f�gured �t out a score of
t�mes.

“At the way lumber �s now,” he sa�d, “four thousand could do �t.”
“Includ�ng the s�gn?”
“I d�dn’t count on that. It’d just have to come, onc’t the bu�ld�n’ was

there.”
“And the ground?”
“Three thousand more.”
He leaned forward, l�ck�ng h�s l�ps, nervously spread�ng and

clos�ng h�s f�ngers, wh�le he watched Mart�n wr�te a check. When �t
was passed over to h�m, he glanced at the amount-seven thousand
dollars.

“I—I can’t afford to pay more than s�x per cent,” he sa�d husk�ly.
Mart�n wanted to laugh, but, �nstead, demanded:-
“How much would that be?”
“Lemme see. S�x per cent—s�x t�mes seven—four hundred an’

twenty.”
“That would be th�rty-f�ve dollars a month, wouldn’t �t?”
H�gg�nbotham nodded.
“Then, �f you’ve no object�on, we’ll arrange �t th�s way.” Mart�n

glanced at Gertrude. “You can have the pr�nc�pal to keep for yourself,
�f you’ll use the th�rty-f�ve dollars a month for cook�ng and wash�ng
and scrubb�ng. The seven thousand �s yours �f you’ll guarantee that
Gertrude does no more drudgery. Is �t a go?”

Mr. H�gg�nbotham swallowed hard. That h�s w�fe should do no
more housework was an affront to h�s thr�fty soul. The magn�f�cent
present was the coat�ng of a p�ll, a b�tter p�ll. That h�s w�fe should not
work! It gagged h�m.



“All r�ght, then,” Mart�n sa�d. “I’ll pay the th�rty-f�ve a month, and—”
He reached across the table for the check. But Bernard

H�gg�nbotham got h�s hand on �t f�rst, cry�ng:
“I accept! I accept!”
When Mart�n got on the electr�c car, he was very s�ck and t�red. He

looked up at the assert�ve s�gn.
“The sw�ne,” he groaned. “The sw�ne, the sw�ne.”
When Mack�ntosh’s Magaz�ne publ�shed “The Palm�st,” featur�ng �t

w�th decorat�ons by Berth�er and w�th two p�ctures by Wenn,
Hermann von Schm�dt forgot that he had called the verses obscene.
He announced that h�s w�fe had �nsp�red the poem, saw to �t that the
news reached the ears of a reporter, and subm�tted to an �nterv�ew
by a staff wr�ter who was accompan�ed by a staff photographer and a
staff art�st. The result was a full page �n a Sunday supplement, f�lled
w�th photographs and �deal�zed draw�ngs of Mar�an, w�th many
�nt�mate deta�ls of Mart�n Eden and h�s fam�ly, and w�th the full text of
“The Palm�st” �n large type, and republ�shed by spec�al perm�ss�on of
Mack�ntosh’s Magaz�ne. It caused qu�te a st�r �n the ne�ghborhood,
and good housew�ves were proud to have the acqua�ntances of the
great wr�ter’s s�ster, wh�le those who had not made haste to cult�vate
�t. Hermann von Schm�dt chuckled �n h�s l�ttle repa�r shop and
dec�ded to order a new lathe. “Better than advert�s�ng,” he told
Mar�an, “and �t costs noth�ng.”

“We’d better have h�m to d�nner,” she suggested.
And to d�nner Mart�n came, mak�ng h�mself agreeable w�th the fat

wholesale butcher and h�s fatter w�fe—�mportant folk, they, l�kely to
be of use to a r�s�ng young man l�ke Hermann von Schm�dt. No less
a ba�t, however, had been requ�red to draw them to h�s house than
h�s great brother-�n-law. Another man at table who had swallowed
the same ba�t was the super�ntendent of the Pac�f�c Coast agenc�es
for the Asa B�cycle Company. H�m Von Schm�dt des�red to please
and prop�t�ate because from h�m could be obta�ned the Oakland
agency for the b�cycle. So Hermann von Schm�dt found �t a goodly
asset to have Mart�n for a brother-�n-law, but �n h�s heart of hearts he
couldn’t understand where �t all came �n. In the s�lent watches of the



n�ght, wh�le h�s w�fe slept, he had floundered through Mart�n’s books
and poems, and dec�ded that the world was a fool to buy them.

And �n h�s heart of hearts Mart�n understood the s�tuat�on only too
well, as he leaned back and gloated at Von Schm�dt’s head, �n fancy
punch�ng �t well-n�gh off of h�m, send�ng blow after blow home just
r�ght—the chuckle-headed Dutchman! One th�ng he d�d l�ke about
h�m, however. Poor as he was, and determ�ned to r�se as he was, he
nevertheless h�red one servant to take the heavy work off of Mar�an’s
hands. Mart�n talked w�th the super�ntendent of the Asa agenc�es,
and after d�nner he drew h�m as�de w�th Hermann, whom he backed
f�nanc�ally for the best b�cycle store w�th f�tt�ngs �n Oakland. He went
further, and �n a pr�vate talk w�th Hermann told h�m to keep h�s eyes
open for an automob�le agency and garage, for there was no reason
that he should not be able to run both establ�shments successfully.

W�th tears �n her eyes and her arms around h�s neck, Mar�an, at
part�ng, told Mart�n how much she loved h�m and always had loved
h�m. It was true, there was a percept�ble halt m�dway �n her
assert�on, wh�ch she glossed over w�th more tears and k�sses and
�ncoherent stammer�ngs, and wh�ch Mart�n �nferred to be her appeal
for forg�veness for the t�me she had lacked fa�th �n h�m and �ns�sted
on h�s gett�ng a job.

“He can’t never keep h�s money, that’s sure,” Hermann von
Schm�dt conf�ded to h�s w�fe. “He got mad when I spoke of �nterest,
an’ he sa�d damn the pr�nc�pal and �f I ment�oned �t aga�n, he’d punch
my Dutch head off. That’s what he sa�d—my Dutch head. But he’s all
r�ght, even �f he a�n’t no bus�ness man. He’s g�ven me my chance,
an’ he’s all r�ght.”

Inv�tat�ons to d�nner poured �n on Mart�n; and the more they
poured, the more he puzzled. He sat, the guest of honor, at an Arden
Club banquet, w�th men of note whom he had heard about and read
about all h�s l�fe; and they told h�m how, when they had read “The
R�ng of Bells” �n the Transcont�nental, and “The Per� and the Pearl” �n
The Hornet, they had �mmed�ately p�cked h�m for a w�nner. My God!
and I was hungry and �n rags, he thought to h�mself. Why d�dn’t you
g�ve me a d�nner then? Then was the t�me. It was work performed. If
you are feed�ng me now for work performed, why d�d you not feed



me then when I needed �t? Not one word �n “The R�ng of Bells,” nor
�n “The Per� and the Pearl” has been changed. No; you’re not
feed�ng me now for work performed. You are feed�ng me because
everybody else �s feed�ng me and because �t �s an honor to feed me.
You are feed�ng me now because you are herd an�mals; because
you are part of the mob; because the one bl�nd, automat�c thought �n
the mob-m�nd just now �s to feed me. And where does Mart�n Eden
and the work Mart�n Eden performed come �n �n all th�s? he asked
h�mself pla�nt�vely, then arose to respond cleverly and w�tt�ly to a
clever and w�tty toast.

So �t went. Wherever he happened to be—at the Press Club, at
the Redwood Club, at p�nk teas and l�terary gather�ngs—always
were remembered “The R�ng of Bells” and “The Per� and the Pearl”
when they were f�rst publ�shed. And always was Mart�n’s madden�ng
and unuttered demand: Why d�dn’t you feed me then? It was work
performed. “The R�ng of Bells” and “The Per� and the Pearl” are not
changed one �ota. They were just as art�st�c, just as worth wh�le, then
as now. But you are not feed�ng me for the�r sake, nor for the sake of
anyth�ng else I have wr�tten. You’re feed�ng me because �t �s the
style of feed�ng just now, because the whole mob �s crazy w�th the
�dea of feed�ng Mart�n Eden.

And often, at such t�mes, he would abruptly see slouch �n among
the company a young hoodlum �n square-cut coat and under a st�ff-
r�m Stetson hat. It happened to h�m at the Gall�na Soc�ety �n Oakland
one afternoon. As he rose from h�s cha�r and stepped forward across
the platform, he saw stalk through the w�de door at the rear of the
great room the young hoodlum w�th the square-cut coat and st�ff-r�m
hat. F�ve hundred fash�onably gowned women turned the�r heads, so
�ntent and steadfast was Mart�n’s gaze, to see what he was see�ng.
But they saw only the empty centre a�sle. He saw the young tough
lurch�ng down that a�sle and wondered �f he would remove the st�ff-
r�m wh�ch never yet had he seen h�m w�thout. Stra�ght down the a�sle
he came, and up the platform. Mart�n could have wept over that
youthful shade of h�mself, when he thought of all that lay before h�m.
Across the platform he swaggered, r�ght up to Mart�n, and �nto the
foreground of Mart�n’s consc�ousness d�sappeared. The f�ve hundred
women applauded softly w�th gloved hands, seek�ng to encourage



the bashful great man who was the�r guest. And Mart�n shook the
v�s�on from h�s bra�n, sm�led, and began to speak.

The Super�ntendent of Schools, good old man, stopped Mart�n on
the street and remembered h�m, recall�ng seances �n h�s off�ce when
Mart�n was expelled from school for f�ght�ng.

“I read your ‘R�ng of Bells’ �n one of the magaz�nes qu�te a t�me
ago,” he sa�d. “It was as good as Poe. Splend�d, I sa�d at the t�me,
splend�d!”

Yes, and tw�ce �n the months that followed you passed me on the
street and d�d not know me, Mart�n almost sa�d aloud. Each t�me I
was hungry and head�ng for the pawnbroker. Yet �t was work
performed. You d�d not know me then. Why do you know me now?

“I was remark�ng to my w�fe only the other day,” the other was
say�ng, “wouldn’t �t be a good �dea to have you out to d�nner some
t�me? And she qu�te agreed w�th me. Yes, she qu�te agreed w�th me.”

“D�nner?” Mart�n sa�d so sharply that �t was almost a snarl.
“Why, yes, yes, d�nner, you know—just pot luck w�th us, w�th your

old super�ntendent, you rascal,” he uttered nervously, pok�ng Mart�n
�n an attempt at jocular fellowsh�p.

Mart�n went down the street �n a daze. He stopped at the corner
and looked about h�m vacantly.

“Well, I’ll be damned!” he murmured at last. “The old fellow was
afra�d of me.”



CHAPTER XLV.

Kre�s came to Mart�n one day—Kre�s, of the “real d�rt”; and Mart�n
turned to h�m w�th rel�ef, to rece�ve the glow�ng deta�ls of a scheme
suff�c�ently w�ld-catty to �nterest h�m as a f�ct�on�st rather than an
�nvestor. Kre�s paused long enough �n the m�dst of h�s expos�t�on to
tell h�m that �n most of h�s “Shame of the Sun” he had been a chump.

“But I d�dn’t come here to spout ph�losophy,” Kre�s went on. “What
I want to know �s whether or not you w�ll put a thousand dollars �n on
th�s deal?”

“No, I’m not chump enough for that, at any rate,” Mart�n answered.
“But I’ll tell you what I w�ll do. You gave me the greatest n�ght of my
l�fe. You gave me what money cannot buy. Now I’ve got money, and
�t means noth�ng to me. I’d l�ke to turn over to you a thousand dollars
of what I don’t value for what you gave me that n�ght and wh�ch was
beyond pr�ce. You need the money. I’ve got more than I need. You
want �t. You came for �t. There’s no use schem�ng �t out of me. Take
�t.”

Kre�s betrayed no surpr�se. He folded the check away �n h�s
pocket.

“At that rate I’d l�ke the contract of prov�d�ng you w�th many such
n�ghts,” he sa�d.

“Too late.” Mart�n shook h�s head. “That n�ght was the one n�ght for
me. I was �n parad�se. It’s commonplace w�th you, I know. But �t
wasn’t to me. I shall never l�ve at such a p�tch aga�n. I’m done w�th
ph�losophy. I want never to hear another word of �t.”

“The f�rst dollar I ever made �n my l�fe out of my ph�losophy,” Kre�s
remarked, as he paused �n the doorway. “And then the market
broke.”



Mrs. Morse drove by Mart�n on the street one day, and sm�led and
nodded. He sm�led back and l�fted h�s hat. The ep�sode d�d not affect
h�m. A month before �t m�ght have d�sgusted h�m, or made h�m
cur�ous and set h�m to speculat�ng about her state of consc�ousness
at that moment. But now �t was not provocat�ve of a second thought.
He forgot about �t the next moment. He forgot about �t as he would
have forgotten the Central Bank Bu�ld�ng or the C�ty Hall after hav�ng
walked past them. Yet h�s m�nd was preternaturally act�ve. H�s
thoughts went ever around and around �n a c�rcle. The centre of that
c�rcle was “work performed”; �t ate at h�s bra�n l�ke a deathless
maggot. He awoke to �t �n the morn�ng. It tormented h�s dreams at
n�ght. Every affa�r of l�fe around h�m that penetrated through h�s
senses �mmed�ately related �tself to “work performed.” He drove
along the path of relentless log�c to the conclus�on that he was
nobody, noth�ng. Mart Eden, the hoodlum, and Mart Eden, the sa�lor,
had been real, had been he; but Mart�n Eden! the famous wr�ter, d�d
not ex�st. Mart�n Eden, the famous wr�ter, was a vapor that had
ar�sen �n the mob-m�nd and by the mob-m�nd had been thrust �nto
the corporeal be�ng of Mart Eden, the hoodlum and sa�lor. But �t
couldn’t fool h�m. He was not that sun-myth that the mob was
worsh�pp�ng and sacr�f�c�ng d�nners to. He knew better.

He read the magaz�nes about h�mself, and pored over portra�ts of
h�mself publ�shed there�n unt�l he was unable to assoc�ate h�s �dent�ty
w�th those portra�ts. He was the fellow who had l�ved and thr�lled and
loved; who had been easy-go�ng and tolerant of the fra�lt�es of l�fe;
who had served �n the forecastle, wandered �n strange lands, and led
h�s gang �n the old f�ght�ng days. He was the fellow who had been
stunned at f�rst by the thousands of books �n the free l�brary, and who
had afterward learned h�s way among them and mastered them; he
was the fellow who had burned the m�dn�ght o�l and bedded w�th a
spur and wr�tten books h�mself. But the one th�ng he was not was
that colossal appet�te that all the mob was bent upon feed�ng.

There were th�ngs, however, �n the magaz�nes that amused h�m.
All the magaz�nes were cla�m�ng h�m. Warren’s Monthly advert�sed to
�ts subscr�bers that �t was always on the quest after new wr�ters, and
that, among others, �t had �ntroduced Mart�n Eden to the read�ng
publ�c. The Wh�te Mouse cla�med h�m; so d�d The Northern Rev�ew



and Mack�ntosh’s Magaz�ne, unt�l s�lenced by The Globe, wh�ch
po�nted tr�umphantly to �ts f�les where the mangled “Sea Lyr�cs” lay
bur�ed. Youth and Age, wh�ch had come to l�fe aga�n after hav�ng
escaped pay�ng �ts b�lls, put �n a pr�or cla�m, wh�ch nobody but
farmers’ ch�ldren ever read. The Transcont�nental made a d�gn�f�ed
and conv�nc�ng statement of how �t f�rst d�scovered Mart�n Eden,
wh�ch was warmly d�sputed by The Hornet, w�th the exh�b�t of “The
Per� and the Pearl.” The modest cla�m of S�ngletree, Darnley & Co.
was lost �n the d�n. Bes�des, that publ�sh�ng f�rm d�d not own a
magaz�ne wherew�th to make �ts cla�m less modest.

The newspapers calculated Mart�n’s royalt�es. In some way the
magn�f�cent offers certa�n magaz�nes had made h�m leaked out, and
Oakland m�n�sters called upon h�m �n a fr�endly way, wh�le
profess�onal begg�ng letters began to clutter h�s ma�l. But worse than
all th�s were the women. H�s photographs were publ�shed broadcast,
and spec�al wr�ters explo�ted h�s strong, bronzed face, h�s scars, h�s
heavy shoulders, h�s clear, qu�et eyes, and the sl�ght hollows �n h�s
cheeks l�ke an ascet�c’s. At th�s last he remembered h�s w�ld youth
and sm�led. Often, among the women he met, he would see now
one, now another, look�ng at h�m, appra�s�ng h�m, select�ng h�m. He
laughed to h�mself. He remembered Br�ssenden’s warn�ng and
laughed aga�n. The women would never destroy h�m, that much was
certa�n. He had gone past that stage.

Once, walk�ng w�th L�zz�e toward n�ght school, she caught a
glance d�rected toward h�m by a well-gowned, handsome woman of
the bourgeo�s�e. The glance was a tr�fle too long, a shade too
cons�derat�ve. L�zz�e knew �t for what �t was, and her body tensed
angr�ly. Mart�n not�ced, not�ced the cause of �t, told her how used he
was becom�ng to �t and that he d�d not care anyway.

“You ought to care,” she answered w�th blaz�ng eyes. “You’re s�ck.
That’s what’s the matter.”

“Never health�er �n my l�fe. I we�gh f�ve pounds more than I ever
d�d.”

“It a�n’t your body. It’s your head. Someth�ng’s wrong w�th your
th�nk-mach�ne. Even I can see that, an’ I a�n’t nobody.”

He walked on bes�de her, reflect�ng.



“I’d g�ve anyth�ng to see you get over �t,” she broke out �mpuls�vely.
“You ought to care when women look at you that way, a man l�ke
you. It’s not natural. It’s all r�ght enough for s�ssy-boys. But you a�n’t
made that way. So help me, I’d be w�ll�ng an’ glad �f the r�ght woman
came along an’ made you care.”

When he left L�zz�e at n�ght school, he returned to the Metropole.
Once �n h�s rooms, he dropped �nto a Morr�s cha�r and sat star�ng

stra�ght before h�m. He d�d not doze. Nor d�d he th�nk. H�s m�nd was
a blank, save for the �ntervals when unsummoned memory p�ctures
took form and color and rad�ance just under h�s eyel�ds. He saw
these p�ctures, but he was scarcely consc�ous of them—no more so
than �f they had been dreams. Yet he was not asleep. Once, he
roused h�mself and glanced at h�s watch. It was just e�ght o’clock. He
had noth�ng to do, and �t was too early for bed. Then h�s m�nd went
blank aga�n, and the p�ctures began to form and van�sh under h�s
eyel�ds. There was noth�ng d�st�nct�ve about the p�ctures. They were
always masses of leaves and shrub-l�ke branches shot through w�th
hot sunsh�ne.

A knock at the door aroused h�m. He was not asleep, and h�s m�nd
�mmed�ately connected the knock w�th a telegram, or letter, or
perhaps one of the servants br�ng�ng back clean clothes from the
laundry. He was th�nk�ng about Joe and wonder�ng where he was, as
he sa�d, “Come �n.”

He was st�ll th�nk�ng about Joe, and d�d not turn toward the door.
He heard �t close softly. There was a long s�lence. He forgot that
there had been a knock at the door, and was st�ll star�ng blankly
before h�m when he heard a woman’s sob. It was �nvoluntary,
spasmod�c, checked, and st�fled—he noted that as he turned about.
The next �nstant he was on h�s feet.

“Ruth!” he sa�d, amazed and bew�ldered.
Her face was wh�te and stra�ned. She stood just �ns�de the door,

one hand aga�nst �t for support, the other pressed to her s�de. She
extended both hands toward h�m p�teously, and started forward to
meet h�m. As he caught her hands and led her to the Morr�s cha�r he
not�ced how cold they were. He drew up another cha�r and sat down
on the broad arm of �t. He was too confused to speak. In h�s own



m�nd h�s affa�r w�th Ruth was closed and sealed. He felt much �n the
same way that he would have felt had the Shelly Hot Spr�ngs
Laundry suddenly �nvaded the Hotel Metropole w�th a whole week’s
wash�ng ready for h�m to p�tch �nto. Several t�mes he was about to
speak, and each t�me he hes�tated.

“No one knows I am here,” Ruth sa�d �n a fa�nt vo�ce, w�th an
appeal�ng sm�le.

“What d�d you say?”
He was surpr�sed at the sound of h�s own vo�ce.
She repeated her words.
“Oh,” he sa�d, then wondered what more he could poss�bly say.
“I saw you come �n, and I wa�ted a few m�nutes.”
“Oh,” he sa�d aga�n.
He had never been so tongue-t�ed �n h�s l�fe. Pos�t�vely he d�d not

have an �dea �n h�s head. He felt stup�d and awkward, but for the l�fe
of h�m he could th�nk of noth�ng to say. It would have been eas�er
had the �ntrus�on been the Shelly Hot Spr�ngs laundry. He could have
rolled up h�s sleeves and gone to work.

“And then you came �n,” he sa�d f�nally.
She nodded, w�th a sl�ghtly arch express�on, and loosened the

scarf at her throat.
“I saw you f�rst from across the street when you were w�th that

g�rl.”
“Oh, yes,” he sa�d s�mply. “I took her down to n�ght school.”
“Well, aren’t you glad to see me?” she sa�d at the end of another

s�lence.
“Yes, yes.” He spoke hast�ly. “But wasn’t �t rash of you to come

here?”
“I sl�pped �n. Nobody knows I am here. I wanted to see you. I came

to tell you I have been very fool�sh. I came because I could no longer
stay away, because my heart compelled me to come, because—
because I wanted to come.”

She came forward, out of her cha�r and over to h�m. She rested
her hand on h�s shoulder a moment, breath�ng qu�ckly, and then



sl�pped �nto h�s arms. And �n h�s large, easy way, des�rous of not
�nfl�ct�ng hurt, know�ng that to repulse th�s proffer of herself was to
�nfl�ct the most gr�evous hurt a woman could rece�ve, he folded h�s
arms around her and held her close. But there was no warmth �n the
embrace, no caress �n the contact. She had come �nto h�s arms, and
he held her, that was all. She nestled aga�nst h�m, and then, w�th a
change of pos�t�on, her hands crept up and rested upon h�s neck. But
h�s flesh was not f�re beneath those hands, and he felt awkward and
uncomfortable.

“What makes you tremble so?” he asked. “Is �t a ch�ll? Shall I l�ght
the grate?”

He made a movement to d�sengage h�mself, but she clung more
closely to h�m, sh�ver�ng v�olently.

“It �s merely nervousness,” she sa�d w�th chatter�ng teeth. “I’ll
control myself �n a m�nute. There, I am better already.”

Slowly her sh�ver�ng d�ed away. He cont�nued to hold her, but he
was no longer puzzled. He knew now for what she had come.

“My mother wanted me to marry Charley Hapgood,” she
announced.

“Charley Hapgood, that fellow who speaks always �n plat�tudes?”
Mart�n groaned. Then he added, “And now, I suppose, your mother
wants you to marry me.”

He d�d not put �t �n the form of a quest�on. He stated �t as a
cert�tude, and before h�s eyes began to dance the rows of f�gures of
h�s royalt�es.

“She w�ll not object, I know that much,” Ruth sa�d.
“She cons�ders me qu�te el�g�ble?”
Ruth nodded.
“And yet I am not a b�t more el�g�ble now than I was when she

broke our engagement,” he med�tated. “I haven’t changed any. I’m
the same Mart�n Eden, though for that matter I’m a b�t worse—I
smoke now. Don’t you smell my breath?”

In reply she pressed her open f�ngers aga�nst h�s l�ps, placed them
grac�ously and playfully, and �n expectancy of the k�ss that of old had



always been a consequence. But there was no caress�ng answer of
Mart�n’s l�ps. He wa�ted unt�l the f�ngers were removed and then went
on.

“I am not changed. I haven’t got a job. I’m not look�ng for a job.
Furthermore, I am not go�ng to look for a job. And I st�ll bel�eve that
Herbert Spencer �s a great and noble man and that Judge Blount �s
an unm�t�gated ass. I had d�nner w�th h�m the other n�ght, so I ought
to know.”

“But you d�dn’t accept father’s �nv�tat�on,” she ch�ded.
“So you know about that? Who sent h�m? Your mother?”
She rema�ned s�lent.
“Then she d�d send h�m. I thought so. And now I suppose she has

sent you.”
“No one knows that I am here,” she protested. “Do you th�nk my

mother would perm�t th�s?”
“She’d perm�t you to marry me, that’s certa�n.”
She gave a sharp cry. “Oh, Mart�n, don’t be cruel. You have not

k�ssed me once. You are as unrespons�ve as a stone. And th�nk what
I have dared to do.” She looked about her w�th a sh�ver, though half
the look was cur�os�ty. “Just th�nk of where I am.”

“I could d�e for you! I could d�e for you!”—L�zz�e’s words were
r�ng�ng �n h�s ears.

“Why d�dn’t you dare �t before?” he asked harshly. “When I hadn’t
a job? When I was starv�ng? When I was just as I am now, as a man,
as an art�st, the same Mart�n Eden? That’s the quest�on I’ve been
propound�ng to myself for many a day—not concern�ng you merely,
but concern�ng everybody. You see I have not changed, though my
sudden apparent apprec�at�on �n value compels me constantly to
reassure myself on that po�nt. I’ve got the same flesh on my bones,
the same ten f�ngers and toes. I am the same. I have not developed
any new strength nor v�rtue. My bra�n �s the same old bra�n. I haven’t
made even one new general�zat�on on l�terature or ph�losophy. I am
personally of the same value that I was when nobody wanted me.
And what �s puzzl�ng me �s why they want me now. Surely they don’t
want me for myself, for myself �s the same old self they d�d not want.



Then they must want me for someth�ng else, for someth�ng that �s
outs�de of me, for someth�ng that �s not I! Shall I tell you what that
someth�ng �s? It �s for the recogn�t�on I have rece�ved. That
recogn�t�on �s not I. It res�des �n the m�nds of others. Then aga�n for
the money I have earned and am earn�ng. But that money �s not I. It
res�des �n banks and �n the pockets of Tom, D�ck, and Harry. And �s �t
for that, for the recogn�t�on and the money, that you now want me?”

“You are break�ng my heart,” she sobbed. “You know I love you,
that I am here because I love you.”

“I am afra�d you don’t see my po�nt,” he sa�d gently. “What I mean
�s: �f you love me, how does �t happen that you love me now so much
more than you d�d when your love was weak enough to deny me?”

“Forget and forg�ve,” she cr�ed pass�onately. “I loved you all the
t�me, remember that, and I am here, now, �n your arms.”

“I’m afra�d I am a shrewd merchant, peer�ng �nto the scales, try�ng
to we�gh your love and f�nd out what manner of th�ng �t �s.”

She w�thdrew herself from h�s arms, sat upr�ght, and looked at h�m
long and search�ngly. She was about to speak, then faltered and
changed her m�nd.

“You see, �t appears th�s way to me,” he went on. “When I was all
that I am now, nobody out of my own class seemed to care for me.
When my books were all wr�tten, no one who had read the
manuscr�pts seemed to care for them. In po�nt of fact, because of the
stuff I had wr�tten they seemed to care even less for me. In wr�t�ng
the stuff �t seemed that I had comm�tted acts that were, to say the
least, derogatory. ‘Get a job,’ everybody sa�d.”

She made a movement of d�ssent.
“Yes, yes,” he sa�d; “except �n your case you told me to get a

pos�t�on. The homely word job, l�ke much that I have wr�tten, offends
you. It �s brutal. But I assure you �t was no less brutal to me when
everybody I knew recommended �t to me as they would recommend
r�ght conduct to an �mmoral creature. But to return. The publ�cat�on of
what I had wr�tten, and the publ�c not�ce I rece�ved, wrought a
change �n the f�bre of your love. Mart�n Eden, w�th h�s work all
performed, you would not marry. Your love for h�m was not strong



enough to enable you to marry h�m. But your love �s now strong
enough, and I cannot avo�d the conclus�on that �ts strength ar�ses
from the publ�cat�on and the publ�c not�ce. In your case I do not
ment�on royalt�es, though I am certa�n that they apply to the change
wrought �n your mother and father. Of course, all th�s �s not flatter�ng
to me. But worst of all, �t makes me quest�on love, sacred love. Is
love so gross a th�ng that �t must feed upon publ�cat�on and publ�c
not�ce? It would seem so. I have sat and thought upon �t t�ll my head
went around.”

“Poor, dear head.” She reached up a hand and passed the f�ngers
sooth�ngly through h�s ha�r. “Let �t go around no more. Let us beg�n
anew, now. I loved you all the t�me. I know that I was weak �n y�eld�ng
to my mother’s w�ll. I should not have done so. Yet I have heard you
speak so often w�th broad char�ty of the fall�b�l�ty and fra�lty of
humank�nd. Extend that char�ty to me. I acted m�stakenly. Forg�ve
me.”

“Oh, I do forg�ve,” he sa�d �mpat�ently. “It �s easy to forg�ve where
there �s really noth�ng to forg�ve. Noth�ng that you have done
requ�res forg�veness. One acts accord�ng to one’s l�ghts, and more
than that one cannot do. As well m�ght I ask you to forg�ve me for my
not gett�ng a job.”

“I meant well,” she protested. “You know that I could not have
loved you and not meant well.”

“True; but you would have destroyed me out of your well-
mean�ng.”

“Yes, yes,” he shut off her attempted object�on. “You would have
destroyed my wr�t�ng and my career. Real�sm �s �mperat�ve to my
nature, and the bourgeo�s sp�r�t hates real�sm. The bourgeo�s�e �s
cowardly. It �s afra�d of l�fe. And all your effort was to make me afra�d
of l�fe. You would have formal�zed me. You would have compressed
me �nto a two-by-four p�geonhole of l�fe, where all l�fe’s values are
unreal, and false, and vulgar.” He felt her st�r protest�ngly. “Vulgar�ty
—a hearty vulgar�ty, I’ll adm�t—�s the bas�s of bourgeo�s ref�nement
and culture. As I say, you wanted to formal�ze me, to make me over
�nto one of your own class, w�th your class-�deals, class-values, and
class-prejud�ces.” He shook h�s head sadly. “And you do not



understand, even now, what I am say�ng. My words do not mean to
you what I endeavor to make them mean. What I say �s so much
fantasy to you. Yet to me �t �s v�tal real�ty. At the best you are a tr�fle
puzzled and amused that th�s raw boy, crawl�ng up out of the m�re of
the abyss, should pass judgment upon your class and call �t vulgar.”

She leaned her head wear�ly aga�nst h�s shoulder, and her body
sh�vered w�th recurrent nervousness. He wa�ted for a t�me for her to
speak, and then went on.

“And now you want to renew our love. You want us to be marr�ed.
You want me. And yet, l�sten—�f my books had not been not�ced, I’d
nevertheless have been just what I am now. And you would have
stayed away. It �s all those damned books—”

“Don’t swear,” she �nterrupted.
Her reproof startled h�m. He broke �nto a harsh laugh.
“That’s �t,” he sa�d, “at a h�gh moment, when what seems your

l�fe’s happ�ness �s at stake, you are afra�d of l�fe �n the same old way
—afra�d of l�fe and a healthy oath.”

She was stung by h�s words �nto real�zat�on of the puer�l�ty of her
act, and yet she felt that he had magn�f�ed �t unduly and was
consequently resentful. They sat �n s�lence for a long t�me, she
th�nk�ng desperately and he ponder�ng upon h�s love wh�ch had
departed. He knew, now, that he had not really loved her. It was an
�deal�zed Ruth he had loved, an ethereal creature of h�s own
creat�ng, the br�ght and lum�nous sp�r�t of h�s love-poems. The real
bourgeo�s Ruth, w�th all the bourgeo�s fa�l�ngs and w�th the hopeless
cramp of the bourgeo�s psychology �n her m�nd, he had never loved.

She suddenly began to speak.
“I know that much you have sa�d �s so. I have been afra�d of l�fe. I

d�d not love you well enough. I have learned to love better. I love you
for what you are, for what you were, for the ways even by wh�ch you
have become. I love you for the ways where�n you d�ffer from what
you call my class, for your bel�efs wh�ch I do not understand but
wh�ch I know I can come to understand. I shall devote myself to
understand�ng them. And even your smok�ng and your swear�ng—
they are part of you and I w�ll love you for them, too. I can st�ll learn.



In the last ten m�nutes I have learned much. That I have dared to
come here �s a token of what I have already learned. Oh, Mart�n!—”

She was sobb�ng and nestl�ng close aga�nst h�m.
For the f�rst t�me h�s arms folded her gently and w�th sympathy,

and she acknowledged �t w�th a happy movement and a br�ghten�ng
face.

“It �s too late,” he sa�d. He remembered L�zz�e’s words. “I am a s�ck
man—oh, not my body. It �s my soul, my bra�n. I seem to have lost all
values. I care for noth�ng. If you had been th�s way a few months
ago, �t would have been d�fferent. It �s too late, now.”

“It �s not too late,” she cr�ed. “I w�ll show you. I w�ll prove to you
that my love has grown, that �t �s greater to me than my class and all
that �s dearest to me. All that �s dearest to the bourgeo�s�e I w�ll flout.
I am no longer afra�d of l�fe. I w�ll leave my father and mother, and let
my name become a by-word w�th my fr�ends. I w�ll come to you here
and now, �n free love �f you w�ll, and I w�ll be proud and glad to be
w�th you. If I have been a tra�tor to love, I w�ll now, for love’s sake, be
a tra�tor to all that made that earl�er treason.”

She stood before h�m, w�th sh�n�ng eyes.
“I am wa�t�ng, Mart�n,” she wh�spered, “wa�t�ng for you to accept

me. Look at me.”
It was splend�d, he thought, look�ng at her. She had redeemed

herself for all that she had lacked, r�s�ng up at last, true woman,
super�or to the �ron rule of bourgeo�s convent�on. It was splend�d,
magn�f�cent, desperate. And yet, what was the matter w�th h�m? He
was not thr�lled nor st�rred by what she had done. It was splend�d
and magn�f�cent only �ntellectually. In what should have been a
moment of f�re, he coldly appra�sed her. H�s heart was untouched.
He was unaware of any des�re for her. Aga�n he remembered
L�zz�e’s words.

“I am s�ck, very s�ck,” he sa�d w�th a despa�r�ng gesture. “How s�ck
I d�d not know t�ll now. Someth�ng has gone out of me. I have always
been unafra�d of l�fe, but I never dreamed of be�ng sated w�th l�fe.
L�fe has so f�lled me that I am empty of any des�re for anyth�ng. If
there were room, I should want you, now. You see how s�ck I am.”



He leaned h�s head back and closed h�s eyes; and l�ke a ch�ld,
cry�ng, that forgets �ts gr�ef �n watch�ng the sunl�ght percolate through
the tear-d�mmed f�lms over the pup�ls, so Mart�n forgot h�s s�ckness,
the presence of Ruth, everyth�ng, �n watch�ng the masses of
vegetat�on, shot through hotly w�th sunsh�ne that took form and
blazed aga�nst th�s background of h�s eyel�ds. It was not restful, that
green fol�age. The sunl�ght was too raw and glar�ng. It hurt h�m to
look at �t, and yet he looked, he knew not why.

He was brought back to h�mself by the rattle of the door-knob.
Ruth was at the door.

“How shall I get out?” she quest�oned tearfully. “I am afra�d.”
“Oh, forg�ve me,” he cr�ed, spr�ng�ng to h�s feet. “I’m not myself,

you know. I forgot you were here.” He put h�s hand to h�s head. “You
see, I’m not just r�ght. I’ll take you home. We can go out by the
servants’ entrance. No one w�ll see us. Pull down that ve�l and
everyth�ng w�ll be all r�ght.”

She clung to h�s arm through the d�m-l�ghted passages and down
the narrow sta�rs.

“I am safe now,” she sa�d, when they emerged on the s�dewalk, at
the same t�me start�ng to take her hand from h�s arm.

“No, no, I’ll see you home,” he answered.
“No, please don’t,” she objected. “It �s unnecessary.”
Aga�n she started to remove her hand. He felt a momentary

cur�os�ty. Now that she was out of danger she was afra�d. She was �n
almost a pan�c to be qu�t of h�m. He could see no reason for �t and
attr�buted �t to her nervousness. So he restra�ned her w�thdraw�ng
hand and started to walk on w�th her. Halfway down the block, he
saw a man �n a long overcoat shr�nk back �nto a doorway. He shot a
glance �n as he passed by, and, desp�te the h�gh turned-up collar, he
was certa�n that he recogn�zed Ruth’s brother, Norman.

Dur�ng the walk Ruth and Mart�n held l�ttle conversat�on. She was
stunned. He was apathet�c. Once, he ment�oned that he was go�ng
away, back to the South Seas, and, once, she asked h�m to forg�ve
her hav�ng come to h�m. And that was all. The part�ng at her door
was convent�onal. They shook hands, sa�d good n�ght, and he l�fted



h�s hat. The door swung shut, and he l�ghted a c�garette and turned
back for h�s hotel. When he came to the doorway �nto wh�ch he had
seen Norman shr�nk, he stopped and looked �n �n a speculat�ve
humor.

“She l�ed,” he sa�d aloud. “She made bel�eve to me that she had
dared greatly, and all the wh�le she knew the brother that brought her
was wa�t�ng to take her back.” He burst �nto laughter. “Oh, these
bourgeo�s! When I was broke, I was not f�t to be seen w�th h�s s�ster.
When I have a bank account, he br�ngs her to me.”

As he swung on h�s heel to go on, a tramp, go�ng �n the same
d�rect�on, begged h�m over h�s shoulder.

“Say, m�ster, can you g�ve me a quarter to get a bed?” were the
words.

But �t was the vo�ce that made Mart�n turn around. The next �nstant
he had Joe by the hand.

“D’ye remember that t�me we parted at the Hot Spr�ngs?” the other
was say�ng. “I sa�d then we’d meet aga�n. I felt �t �n my bones. An’
here we are.”

“You’re look�ng good,” Mart�n sa�d adm�r�ngly, “and you’ve put on
we�ght.”

“I sure have.” Joe’s face was beam�ng. “I never knew what �t was
to l�ve t�ll I h�t hobo�n’. I’m th�rty pounds heav�er an’ feel t�ptop all the
t�me. Why, I was worked to sk�n an’ bone �n them old days. Hobo�n’
sure agrees w�th me.”

“But you’re look�ng for a bed just the same,” Mart�n ch�ded, “and
�t’s a cold n�ght.”

“Huh? Look�n’ for a bed?” Joe shot a hand �nto h�s h�p pocket and
brought �t out f�lled w�th small change. “That beats hard graft,” he
exulted. “You just looked good; that’s why I battered you.”

Mart�n laughed and gave �n.
“You’ve several full-s�zed drunks r�ght there,” he �ns�nuated.
Joe sl�d the money back �nto h�s pocket.
“Not �n m�ne,” he announced. “No gett�n’ ory�de for me, though

there a�n’t noth�n’ to stop me except I don’t want to. I’ve ben drunk



once s�nce I seen you last, an’ then �t was unexpected, be�n’ on an
empty stomach. When I work l�ke a beast, I dr�nk l�ke a beast. When
I l�ve l�ke a man, I dr�nk l�ke a man—a jolt now an’ aga�n when I feel
l�ke �t, an’ that’s all.”

Mart�n arranged to meet h�m next day, and went on to the hotel.
He paused �n the off�ce to look up steamer sa�l�ngs. The Mar�posa
sa�led for Tah�t� �n f�ve days.

“Telephone over to-morrow and reserve a stateroom for me,” he
told the clerk. “No deck-stateroom, but down below, on the weather-
s�de,—the port-s�de, remember that, the port-s�de. You’d better wr�te
�t down.”

Once �n h�s room he got �nto bed and sl�pped off to sleep as gently
as a ch�ld. The occurrences of the even�ng had made no �mpress�on
on h�m. H�s m�nd was dead to �mpress�ons. The glow of warmth w�th
wh�ch he met Joe had been most fleet�ng. The succeed�ng m�nute he
had been bothered by the ex-laundryman’s presence and by the
compuls�on of conversat�on. That �n f�ve more days he sa�led for h�s
loved South Seas meant noth�ng to h�m. So he closed h�s eyes and
slept normally and comfortably for e�ght un�nterrupted hours. He was
not restless. He d�d not change h�s pos�t�on, nor d�d he dream. Sleep
had become to h�m obl�v�on, and each day that he awoke, he awoke
w�th regret. L�fe worr�ed and bored h�m, and t�me was a vexat�on.



CHAPTER XLVI.

“Say, Joe,” was h�s greet�ng to h�s old-t�me work�ng-mate next
morn�ng, “there’s a Frenchman out on Twenty-e�ghth Street. He’s
made a pot of money, and he’s go�ng back to France. It’s a dandy,
well-appo�nted, small steam laundry. There’s a start for you �f you
want to settle down. Here, take th�s; buy some clothes w�th �t and be
at th�s man’s off�ce by ten o’clock. He looked up the laundry for me,
and he’ll take you out and show you around. If you l�ke �t, and th�nk �t
�s worth the pr�ce—twelve thousand—let me know and �t �s yours.
Now run along. I’m busy. I’ll see you later.”

“Now look here, Mart,” the other sa�d slowly, w�th k�ndl�ng anger, “I
come here th�s morn�n’ to see you. Savve? I d�dn’t come here to get
no laundry. I come here for a talk for old fr�ends’ sake, and you
shove a laundry at me. I tell you what you can do. You can take that
laundry an’ go to hell.”

He was out of the room when Mart�n caught h�m and wh�rled h�m
around.

“Now look here, Joe,” he sa�d; “�f you act that way, I’ll punch your
head. And for old fr�ends’ sake I’ll punch �t hard. Savve?—you w�ll,
w�ll you?”

Joe had cl�nched and attempted to throw h�m, and he was tw�st�ng
and wr�th�ng out of the advantage of the other’s hold. They reeled
about the room, locked �n each other’s arms, and came down w�th a
crash across the spl�ntered wreckage of a w�cker cha�r. Joe was
underneath, w�th arms spread out and held and w�th Mart�n’s knee
on h�s chest. He was pant�ng and gasp�ng for breath when Mart�n
released h�m.



“Now we’ll talk a moment,” Mart�n sa�d. “You can’t get fresh w�th
me. I want that laundry bus�ness f�n�shed f�rst of all. Then you can
come back and we’ll talk for old sake’s sake. I told you I was busy.
Look at that.”

A servant had just come �n w�th the morn�ng ma�l, a great mass of
letters and magaz�nes.

“How can I wade through that and talk w�th you? You go and f�x up
that laundry, and then we’ll get together.”

“All r�ght,” Joe adm�tted reluctantly. “I thought you was turn�n’ me
down, but I guess I was m�staken. But you can’t l�ck me, Mart, �n a
stand-up f�ght. I’ve got the reach on you.”

“We’ll put on the gloves somet�me and see,” Mart�n sa�d w�th a
sm�le.

“Sure; as soon as I get that laundry go�ng.” Joe extended h�s arm.
“You see that reach? It’ll make you go a few.”

Mart�n heaved a s�gh of rel�ef when the door closed beh�nd the
laundryman. He was becom�ng ant�-soc�al. Da�ly he found �t a
severer stra�n to be decent w�th people. The�r presence perturbed
h�m, and the effort of conversat�on �rr�tated h�m. They made h�m
restless, and no sooner was he �n contact w�th them than he was
cast�ng about for excuses to get r�d of them.

He d�d not proceed to attack h�s ma�l, and for a half hour he lolled
�n h�s cha�r, do�ng noth�ng, wh�le no more than vague, half-formed
thoughts occas�onally f�ltered through h�s �ntell�gence, or rather, at
w�de �ntervals, themselves const�tuted the fl�cker�ng of h�s
�ntell�gence.

He roused h�mself and began glanc�ng through h�s ma�l. There
were a dozen requests for autographs—he knew them at s�ght; there
were profess�onal begg�ng letters; and there were letters from
cranks, rang�ng from the man w�th a work�ng model of perpetual
mot�on, and the man who demonstrated that the surface of the earth
was the �ns�de of a hollow sphere, to the man seek�ng f�nanc�al a�d to
purchase the Pen�nsula of Lower Cal�forn�a for the purpose of
commun�st colon�zat�on. There were letters from women seek�ng to
know h�m, and over one such he sm�led, for enclosed was her



rece�pt for pew-rent, sent as ev�dence of her good fa�th and as proof
of her respectab�l�ty.

Ed�tors and publ�shers contr�buted to the da�ly heap of letters, the
former on the�r knees for h�s manuscr�pts, the latter on the�r knees
for h�s books—h�s poor d�sda�ned manuscr�pts that had kept all he
possessed �n pawn for so many dreary months �n order to fund them
�n postage. There were unexpected checks for Engl�sh ser�al r�ghts
and for advance payments on fore�gn translat�ons. H�s Engl�sh agent
announced the sale of German translat�on r�ghts �n three of h�s
books, and �nformed h�m that Swed�sh ed�t�ons, from wh�ch he could
expect noth�ng because Sweden was not a party to the Berne
Convent�on, were already on the market. Then there was a nom�nal
request for h�s perm�ss�on for a Russ�an translat�on, that country
be�ng l�kew�se outs�de the Berne Convent�on.

He turned to the huge bundle of cl�pp�ngs wh�ch had come �n from
h�s press bureau, and read about h�mself and h�s vogue, wh�ch had
become a furore. All h�s creat�ve output had been flung to the publ�c
�n one magn�f�cent sweep. That seemed to account for �t. He had
taken the publ�c off �ts feet, the way K�pl�ng had, that t�me when he
lay near to death and all the mob, an�mated by a mob-m�nd thought,
began suddenly to read h�m. Mart�n remembered how that same
world-mob, hav�ng read h�m and accla�med h�m and not understood
h�m �n the least, had, abruptly, a few months later, flung �tself upon
h�m and torn h�m to p�eces. Mart�n gr�nned at the thought. Who was
he that he should not be s�m�larly treated �n a few more months?
Well, he would fool the mob. He would be away, �n the South Seas,
bu�ld�ng h�s grass house, trad�ng for pearls and copra, jump�ng reefs
�n fra�l outr�ggers, catch�ng sharks and bon�tas, hunt�ng w�ld goats
among the cl�ffs of the valley that lay next to the valley of Ta�ohae.

In the moment of that thought the desperateness of h�s s�tuat�on
dawned upon h�m. He saw, cleared eyed, that he was �n the Valley of
the Shadow. All the l�fe that was �n h�m was fad�ng, fa�nt�ng, mak�ng
toward death.

He real�zed how much he slept, and how much he des�red to
sleep. Of old, he had hated sleep. It had robbed h�m of prec�ous
moments of l�v�ng. Four hours of sleep �n the twenty-four had meant



be�ng robbed of four hours of l�fe. How he had grudged sleep! Now �t
was l�fe he grudged. L�fe was not good; �ts taste �n h�s mouth was
w�thout tang, and b�tter. Th�s was h�s per�l. L�fe that d�d not yearn
toward l�fe was �n fa�r way toward ceas�ng. Some remote �nst�nct for
preservat�on st�rred �n h�m, and he knew he must get away. He
glanced about the room, and the thought of pack�ng was
burdensome. Perhaps �t would be better to leave that to the last. In
the meant�me he m�ght be gett�ng an outf�t.

He put on h�s hat and went out, stopp�ng �n at a gun-store, where
he spent the rema�nder of the morn�ng buy�ng automat�c r�fles,
ammun�t�on, and f�sh�ng tackle. Fash�ons changed �n trad�ng, and he
knew he would have to wa�t t�ll he reached Tah�t� before order�ng h�s
trade-goods. They could come up from Austral�a, anyway. Th�s
solut�on was a source of pleasure. He had avo�ded do�ng someth�ng,
and the do�ng of anyth�ng just now was unpleasant. He went back to
the hotel gladly, w�th a feel�ng of sat�sfact�on �n that the comfortable
Morr�s cha�r was wa�t�ng for h�m; and he groaned �nwardly, on
enter�ng h�s room, at s�ght of Joe �n the Morr�s cha�r.

Joe was del�ghted w�th the laundry. Everyth�ng was settled, and he
would enter �nto possess�on next day. Mart�n lay on the bed, w�th
closed eyes, wh�le the other talked on. Mart�n’s thoughts were far
away—so far away that he was rarely aware that he was th�nk�ng. It
was only by an effort that he occas�onally responded. And yet th�s
was Joe, whom he had always l�ked. But Joe was too keen w�th l�fe.
The bo�sterous �mpact of �t on Mart�n’s jaded m�nd was a hurt. It was
an ach�ng probe to h�s t�red sens�t�veness. When Joe rem�nded h�m
that somet�me �n the future they were go�ng to put on the gloves
together, he could almost have screamed.

“Remember, Joe, you’re to run the laundry accord�ng to those old
rules you used to lay down at Shelly Hot Spr�ngs,” he sa�d. “No
overwork�ng. No work�ng at n�ght. And no ch�ldren at the mangles.
No ch�ldren anywhere. And a fa�r wage.”

Joe nodded and pulled out a note-book.
“Look at here. I was work�n’ out them rules before breakfast th�s

A.M. What d’ye th�nk of them?”



He read them aloud, and Mart�n approved, worry�ng at the same
t�me as to when Joe would take h�mself off.

It was late afternoon when he awoke. Slowly the fact of l�fe came
back to h�m. He glanced about the room. Joe had ev�dently stolen
away after he had dozed off. That was cons�derate of Joe, he
thought. Then he closed h�s eyes and slept aga�n.

In the days that followed Joe was too busy organ�z�ng and tak�ng
hold of the laundry to bother h�m much; and �t was not unt�l the day
before sa�l�ng that the newspapers made the announcement that he
had taken passage on the Mar�posa. Once, when the �nst�nct of
preservat�on fluttered, he went to a doctor and underwent a
search�ng phys�cal exam�nat�on. Noth�ng could be found the matter
w�th h�m. H�s heart and lungs were pronounced magn�f�cent. Every
organ, so far as the doctor could know, was normal and was work�ng
normally.

“There �s noth�ng the matter w�th you, Mr. Eden,” he sa�d,
“pos�t�vely noth�ng the matter w�th you. You are �n the p�nk of
cond�t�on. Cand�dly, I envy you your health. It �s superb. Look at that
chest. There, and �n your stomach, l�es the secret of your remarkable
const�tut�on. Phys�cally, you are a man �n a thousand—�n ten
thousand. Barr�ng acc�dents, you should l�ve to be a hundred.”

And Mart�n knew that L�zz�e’s d�agnos�s had been correct.
Phys�cally he was all r�ght. It was h�s “th�nk-mach�ne” that had gone
wrong, and there was no cure for that except to get away to the
South Seas. The trouble was that now, on the verge of departure, he
had no des�re to go. The South Seas charmed h�m no more than d�d
bourgeo�s c�v�l�zat�on. There was no zest �n the thought of departure,
wh�le the act of departure appalled h�m as a wear�ness of the flesh.
He would have felt better �f he were already on board and gone.

The last day was a sore tr�al. Hav�ng read of h�s sa�l�ng �n the
morn�ng papers, Bernard H�gg�nbotham, Gertrude, and all the fam�ly
came to say good-by, as d�d Hermann von Schm�dt and Mar�an.
Then there was bus�ness to be transacted, b�lls to be pa�d, and
everlast�ng reporters to be endured. He sa�d good-by to L�zz�e
Connolly, abruptly, at the entrance to n�ght school, and hurr�ed away.
At the hotel he found Joe, too busy all day w�th the laundry to have



come to h�m earl�er. It was the last straw, but Mart�n gr�pped the arms
of h�s cha�r and talked and l�stened for half an hour.

“You know, Joe,” he sa�d, “that you are not t�ed down to that
laundry. There are no str�ngs on �t. You can sell �t any t�me and blow
the money. Any t�me you get s�ck of �t and want to h�t the road, just
pull out. Do what w�ll make you the happ�est.”

Joe shook h�s head.
“No more road �n m�ne, thank you k�ndly. Hobo�n’s all r�ght,

except�n’ for one th�ng—the g�rls. I can’t help �t, but I’m a lad�es’ man.
I can’t get along w�thout ’em, and you’ve got to get along w�thout ’em
when you’re hobo�n’. The t�mes I’ve passed by houses where dances
an’ part�es was go�n’ on, an’ heard the women laugh, an’ saw the�r
wh�te dresses and sm�l�ng faces through the w�ndows—Gee! I tell
you them moments was pla�n hell. I l�ke danc�n’ an’ p�cn�cs, an’
walk�ng �n the moonl�ght, an’ all the rest too well. Me for the laundry,
and a good front, w�th b�g �ron dollars cl�nk�n’ �n my jeans. I seen a
g�rl already, just yesterday, and, d’ye know, I’m feel�n’ already I’d just
as soon marry her as not. I’ve ben wh�stl�n’ all day at the thought of
�t. She’s a beaut, w�th the k�ndest eyes and softest vo�ce you ever
heard. Me for her, you can stack on that. Say, why don’t you get
marr�ed w�th all th�s money to burn? You could get the f�nest g�rl �n
the land.”

Mart�n shook h�s head w�th a sm�le, but �n h�s secret heart he was
wonder�ng why any man wanted to marry. It seemed an amaz�ng and
�ncomprehens�ble th�ng.

From the deck of the Mar�posa, at the sa�l�ng hour, he saw L�zz�e
Connolly h�d�ng �n the sk�rts of the crowd on the wharf. Take her w�th
you, came the thought. It �s easy to be k�nd. She w�ll be supremely
happy. It was almost a temptat�on one moment, and the succeed�ng
moment �t became a terror. He was �n a pan�c at the thought of �t. H�s
t�red soul cr�ed out �n protest. He turned away from the ra�l w�th a
groan, mutter�ng, “Man, you are too s�ck, you are too s�ck.”

He fled to h�s stateroom, where he lurked unt�l the steamer was
clear of the dock. In the d�n�ng saloon, at luncheon, he found h�mself
�n the place of honor, at the capta�n’s r�ght; and he was not long �n
d�scover�ng that he was the great man on board. But no more



unsat�sfactory great man ever sa�led on a sh�p. He spent the
afternoon �n a deck-cha�r, w�th closed eyes, doz�ng brokenly most of
the t�me, and �n the even�ng went early to bed.

After the second day, recovered from seas�ckness, the full
passenger l�st was �n ev�dence, and the more he saw of the
passengers the more he d�sl�ked them. Yet he knew that he d�d them
�njust�ce. They were good and k�ndly people, he forced h�mself to
acknowledge, and �n the moment of acknowledgment he qual�f�ed—
good and k�ndly l�ke all the bourgeo�s�e, w�th all the psycholog�cal
cramp and �ntellectual fut�l�ty of the�r k�nd, they bored h�m when they
talked w�th h�m, the�r l�ttle superf�c�al m�nds were so f�lled w�th
empt�ness; wh�le the bo�sterous h�gh sp�r�ts and the excess�ve
energy of the younger people shocked h�m. They were never qu�et,
ceaselessly play�ng deck-quo�ts, toss�ng r�ngs, promenad�ng, or
rush�ng to the ra�l w�th loud cr�es to watch the leap�ng porpo�ses and
the f�rst schools of fly�ng f�sh.

He slept much. After breakfast he sought h�s deck-cha�r w�th a
magaz�ne he never f�n�shed. The pr�nted pages t�red h�m. He puzzled
that men found so much to wr�te about, and, puzzl�ng, dozed �n h�s
cha�r. When the gong awoke h�m for luncheon, he was �rr�tated that
he must awaken. There was no sat�sfact�on �n be�ng awake.

Once, he tr�ed to arouse h�mself from h�s lethargy, and went
forward �nto the forecastle w�th the sa�lors. But the breed of sa�lors
seemed to have changed s�nce the days he had l�ved �n the
forecastle. He could f�nd no k�nsh�p w�th these stol�d-faced, ox-
m�nded best�al creatures. He was �n despa�r. Up above nobody had
wanted Mart�n Eden for h�s own sake, and he could not go back to
those of h�s own class who had wanted h�m �n the past. He d�d not
want them. He could not stand them any more than he could stand
the stup�d f�rst-cab�n passengers and the r�otous young people.

L�fe was to h�m l�ke strong, wh�te l�ght that hurts the t�red eyes of a
s�ck person. Dur�ng every consc�ous moment l�fe blazed �n a raw
glare around h�m and upon h�m. It hurt. It hurt �ntolerably. It was the
f�rst t�me �n h�s l�fe that Mart�n had travelled f�rst class. On sh�ps at
sea he had always been �n the forecastle, the steerage, or �n the
black depths of the coal-hold, pass�ng coal. In those days, cl�mb�ng



up the �ron ladders out the p�t of st�fl�ng heat, he had often caught
gl�mpses of the passengers, �n cool wh�te, do�ng noth�ng but enjoy
themselves, under awn�ngs spread to keep the sun and w�nd away
from them, w�th subserv�ent stewards tak�ng care of the�r every want
and wh�m, and �t had seemed to h�m that the realm �n wh�ch they
moved and had the�r be�ng was noth�ng else than parad�se. Well,
here he was, the great man on board, �n the m�dmost centre of �t,
s�tt�ng at the capta�n’s r�ght hand, and yet va�nly hark�ng back to
forecastle and stoke-hole �n quest of the Parad�se he had lost. He
had found no new one, and now he could not f�nd the old one.

He strove to st�r h�mself and f�nd someth�ng to �nterest h�m. He
ventured the petty off�cers’ mess, and was glad to get away. He
talked w�th a quartermaster off duty, an �ntell�gent man who promptly
prodded h�m w�th the soc�al�st propaganda and forced �nto h�s hands
a bunch of leaflets and pamphlets. He l�stened to the man
expound�ng the slave-moral�ty, and as he l�stened, he thought
langu�dly of h�s own N�etzsche ph�losophy. But what was �t worth,
after all? He remembered one of N�etzsche’s mad utterances
where�n that madman had doubted truth. And who was to say?
Perhaps N�etzsche had been r�ght. Perhaps there was no truth �n
anyth�ng, no truth �n truth—no such th�ng as truth. But h�s m�nd
wear�ed qu�ckly, and he was content to go back to h�s cha�r and
doze.

M�serable as he was on the steamer, a new m�sery came upon
h�m. What when the steamer reached Tah�t�? He would have to go
ashore. He would have to order h�s trade-goods, to f�nd a passage
on a schooner to the Marquesas, to do a thousand and one th�ngs
that were awful to contemplate. Whenever he steeled h�mself
del�berately to th�nk, he could see the desperate per�l �n wh�ch he
stood. In all truth, he was �n the Valley of the Shadow, and h�s
danger lay �n that he was not afra�d. If he were only afra�d, he would
make toward l�fe. Be�ng unafra�d, he was dr�ft�ng deeper �nto the
shadow. He found no del�ght �n the old fam�l�ar th�ngs of l�fe. The
Mar�posa was now �n the northeast trades, and th�s w�ne of w�nd,
surg�ng aga�nst h�m, �rr�tated h�m. He had h�s cha�r moved to escape
the embrace of th�s lusty comrade of old days and n�ghts.



The day the Mar�posa entered the doldrums, Mart�n was more
m�serable than ever. He could no longer sleep. He was soaked w�th
sleep, and perforce he must now stay awake and endure the wh�te
glare of l�fe. He moved about restlessly. The a�r was st�cky and
hum�d, and the ra�n-squalls were unrefresh�ng. He ached w�th l�fe.
He walked around the deck unt�l that hurt too much, then sat �n h�s
cha�r unt�l he was compelled to walk aga�n. He forced h�mself at last
to f�n�sh the magaz�ne, and from the steamer l�brary he culled
several volumes of poetry. But they could not hold h�m, and once
more he took to walk�ng.

He stayed late on deck, after d�nner, but that d�d not help h�m, for
when he went below, he could not sleep. Th�s surcease from l�fe had
fa�led h�m. It was too much. He turned on the electr�c l�ght and tr�ed
to read. One of the volumes was a Sw�nburne. He lay �n bed,
glanc�ng through �ts pages, unt�l suddenly he became aware that he
was read�ng w�th �nterest. He f�n�shed the stanza, attempted to read
on, then came back to �t. He rested the book face downward on h�s
breast and fell to th�nk�ng. That was �t. The very th�ng. Strange that �t
had never come to h�m before. That was the mean�ng of �t all; he had
been dr�ft�ng that way all the t�me, and now Sw�nburne showed h�m
that �t was the happy way out. He wanted rest, and here was rest
awa�t�ng h�m. He glanced at the open port-hole. Yes, �t was large
enough. For the f�rst t�me �n weeks he felt happy. At last he had
d�scovered the cure of h�s �ll. He p�cked up the book and read the
stanza slowly aloud:-

“‘From too much love of l�v�ng,
    From hope and fear set free,
We thank w�th br�ef thanksg�v�ng
    Whatever gods may be
That no l�fe l�ves forever;
That dead men r�se up never;
    That even the wear�est r�ver
    W�nds somewhere safe to sea.’”

He looked aga�n at the open port. Sw�nburne had furn�shed the
key. L�fe was �ll, or, rather, �t had become �ll—an unbearable th�ng.
“That dead men r�se up never!” That l�ne st�rred h�m w�th a profound



feel�ng of grat�tude. It was the one benef�cent th�ng �n the un�verse.
When l�fe became an ach�ng wear�ness, death was ready to soothe
away to everlast�ng sleep. But what was he wa�t�ng for? It was t�me
to go.

He arose and thrust h�s head out the port-hole, look�ng down �nto
the m�lky wash. The Mar�posa was deeply loaded, and, hang�ng by
h�s hands, h�s feet would be �n the water. He could sl�p �n no�selessly.
No one would hear. A smother of spray dashed up, wett�ng h�s face.
It tasted salt on h�s l�ps, and the taste was good. He wondered �f he
ought to wr�te a swan-song, but laughed the thought away. There
was no t�me. He was too �mpat�ent to be gone.

Turn�ng off the l�ght �n h�s room so that �t m�ght not betray h�m, he
went out the port-hole feet f�rst. H�s shoulders stuck, and he forced
h�mself back so as to try �t w�th one arm down by h�s s�de. A roll of
the steamer a�ded h�m, and he was through, hang�ng by h�s hands.
When h�s feet touched the sea, he let go. He was �n a m�lky froth of
water. The s�de of the Mar�posa rushed past h�m l�ke a dark wall,
broken here and there by l�ghted ports. She was certa�nly mak�ng
t�me. Almost before he knew �t, he was astern, sw�mm�ng gently on
the foam-crackl�ng surface.

A bon�ta struck at h�s wh�te body, and he laughed aloud. It had
taken a p�ece out, and the st�ng of �t rem�nded h�m of why he was
there. In the work to do he had forgotten the purpose of �t. The l�ghts
of the Mar�posa were grow�ng d�m �n the d�stance, and there he was,
sw�mm�ng conf�dently, as though �t were h�s �ntent�on to make for the
nearest land a thousand m�les or so away.

It was the automat�c �nst�nct to l�ve. He ceased sw�mm�ng, but the
moment he felt the water r�s�ng above h�s mouth the hands struck
out sharply w�th a l�ft�ng movement. The w�ll to l�ve, was h�s thought,
and the thought was accompan�ed by a sneer. Well, he had w�ll,—ay,
w�ll strong enough that w�th one last exert�on �t could destroy �tself
and cease to be.

He changed h�s pos�t�on to a vert�cal one. He glanced up at the
qu�et stars, at the same t�me empty�ng h�s lungs of a�r. W�th sw�ft,
v�gorous propuls�on of hands and feet, he l�fted h�s shoulders and
half h�s chest out of water. Th�s was to ga�n �mpetus for the descent.



Then he let h�mself go and sank w�thout movement, a wh�te statue,
�nto the sea. He breathed �n the water deeply, del�berately, after the
manner of a man tak�ng an anaesthet�c. When he strangled, qu�te
�nvoluntar�ly h�s arms and legs clawed the water and drove h�m up to
the surface and �nto the clear s�ght of the stars.

The w�ll to l�ve, he thought d�sda�nfully, va�nly endeavor�ng not to
breathe the a�r �nto h�s burst�ng lungs. Well, he would have to try a
new way. He f�lled h�s lungs w�th a�r, f�lled them full. Th�s supply
would take h�m far down. He turned over and went down head f�rst,
sw�mm�ng w�th all h�s strength and all h�s w�ll. Deeper and deeper he
went. H�s eyes were open, and he watched the ghostly,
phosphorescent tra�ls of the dart�ng bon�ta. As he swam, he hoped
that they would not str�ke at h�m, for �t m�ght snap the tens�on of h�s
w�ll. But they d�d not str�ke, and he found t�me to be grateful for th�s
last k�ndness of l�fe.

Down, down, he swam t�ll h�s arms and legs grew t�red and hardly
moved. He knew that he was deep. The pressure on h�s ear-drums
was a pa�n, and there was a buzz�ng �n h�s head. H�s endurance was
falter�ng, but he compelled h�s arms and legs to dr�ve h�m deeper
unt�l h�s w�ll snapped and the a�r drove from h�s lungs �n a great
explos�ve rush. The bubbles rubbed and bounded l�ke t�ny balloons
aga�nst h�s cheeks and eyes as they took the�r upward fl�ght. Then
came pa�n and strangulat�on. Th�s hurt was not death, was the
thought that osc�llated through h�s reel�ng consc�ousness. Death d�d
not hurt. It was l�fe, the pangs of l�fe, th�s awful, suffocat�ng feel�ng; �t
was the last blow l�fe could deal h�m.

H�s w�lful hands and feet began to beat and churn about,
spasmod�cally and feebly. But he had fooled them and the w�ll to l�ve
that made them beat and churn. He was too deep down. They could
never br�ng h�m to the surface. He seemed float�ng langu�dly �n a sea
of dreamy v�s�on. Colors and rad�ances surrounded h�m and bathed
h�m and pervaded h�m. What was that? It seemed a l�ghthouse; but �t
was �ns�de h�s bra�n—a flash�ng, br�ght wh�te l�ght. It flashed sw�fter
and sw�fter. There was a long rumble of sound, and �t seemed to h�m
that he was fall�ng down a vast and �nterm�nable sta�rway. And
somewhere at the bottom he fell �nto darkness. That much he knew.



He had fallen �nto darkness. And at the �nstant he knew, he ceased
to know.
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