THE BOY AND THE PIG WHEN THE KINGS ARE GONE
BY WILBUR C. ABBOTT

AMONG those bitter, vigorous cartoons with which Raemaekers helped
rouse the world against the German
threat, not many years ago, one of the
most striking was an adaptation of a
mediaeval theme, the Adoration of the
Magi. Against a background of knights
and men-at-arms in fierce conflict, stands
a rude hut which shelters the Holy Family. Before them kneel the Three Kings
from the East, offering gifts to the affrighted Child — the Emperor of Germany with a shell, the Emperor of Austria with a howitzer, the Sultan of
Turkey with a scimitar!
It was a bitter jest, and it recalls another of like sort. This same theme of
the Three Kings was a favorite episode
in the mediaeval miracle-plays. Between their moral and religious scenes
were often interposed comic interludes
to relieve the feelings or sustain the interest of the audience. Among the stage
directions for these, still preserved to
us, is one which reads, 'The Boy and
the Pig when the Kings are gone.' The
kings are gone, and there appears upon
the stage of politics — the Bolshevik!
He is, indeed, no comic interlude. He
is the spirit of the grimmest tragedy,
and we see the world deeply moved by
his activities, but not to laughter. For
he represents more than himself, more
than the Russia he has wrecked. He is
the type and symbol of a great force
among us; he is the living exponent of
the subversive element in every land;
the symbol, if only by exaggeration, of

world discontent — and he has many
sympathizers in the audience. Nor
is he to be driven from the stage by
mere disapprobation, as we may have
thought. He and the forces which he
represents must be considered seriously
and studied dispassionately, even scientifically, if we are to see where we
stand in this crisis of the world drama.
And, in considering him, let us lay
aside all the traditions of our race, all
the commandments based on the sanctity of life and property — thou shalt
not kill, thou shalt not covet, thou
shalt not steal. Let us admit that revolutions are not made with rose water,
that omelets are not concocted without
breaking eggs, that what is one man's
loss is another's gain, with all the other
arguments for the use of force in politics. Let us omit the categorical moralities, the doctrines of Christianity, the
principles of law and equity, the precepts of order and of peace, the standards of civilized society, and meet Bolshevism on its chosen ground.
What are the facts? The first and
most important, when he came on the
stage, was disorder. And if the thing
is good, we cannot complain of that.
Democracy is the child of revolution;
our own liberty was obtained by force;
and we long ago agreed that, if men's
grievances seemed to them unendurable,
they had the right to rise in arms —
and die. We must not forget Cromwell,
the Jacobins, and the Sons of Liberty.
Nor must we forget that the established
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order has the right, and the duty, to defend itself; that men cannot properly
appeal for protection to laws which
they repudiate, or hide behind a system
which they would destroy.
Force, then, is not an argument. We
must seek another test, to see whether
this world discontent is merely that
oldest, most dishonorable of political
alliances, — the leadership of knaves,
the following of fools, — or whether it
has true political substance. Are these
new foes of organized society, like Tartars or Huns, incapable of constructive
statesmanship; or, as they claim, like
Franks and Saxons, the heralds of a
freer age? Let us forget the ruin they
have wrought, and see what they
propose.
For now that they have established
themselves in power, it is fitting to
recall their earlier promises and programme, since they committed themselves to a constitution. It began, not
'We, the people,' but 'We, the proletariat'; it rested chiefly on economies,
not on politics, as that word was once
understood. I t based itself upon two
fundamental elements, labor and land;
and on one principle, that of equality
of condition. There was to be but one
class, the proletariat; there was to be
neither wealth, nor poverty, nor idleness, for capital was to be distributed
and profit forbidden, and everyone
was to work. The state was to possess
all natural resources, and provide pensions for incapacitated individuals, insurance against every accident of life,
and education suited to a primitive
society. In place of an army, all men
were to have arms; for diplomatic service there would be no need when once
the international brotherhood of workers was supreme. Finally, government
was to be carried on by 'Soviets,' or
councils of workingmen, soldiers, and
peasants, with a Central Soviet; but
until the triumph of the cause was as-

sured, a 'proletarian dictatorship' was
to be supreme.
Such was the Utopia of the boy and
the pig when the kings were gone; such
the new tablets of the law, handed down
from the thunders of the Russian revolutionary Sinai to the Moses — and
Aaron — of the newlj^ chosen race. It
has been easy for economists and political scientists to reveal its weaknesses;
it has been easier still to point to its
failure to meet its promises and to
square with the terrible realities of a
starving people. Yet it cannot be denied that Bolshevism represents, in
whatever distorted fashion, a widespread sentiment in modern life.
For, apart from the activities of 'radical' agitators; the 'boring-in' or 'infiltration' of such elements into our labor
organizations; the increasing demands
and decreasing output of labor; the insistence on government ownership and
interference; and the often apparently
senseless strikes, we have a whole series of programmes. There is the programme of the Communist International— to 'conquer and destroy the
bourgeois parliamentary state,' by
'workers' revolution' and by strikes,
not to redress specific grievances, but
as a political weapon. There is the
programme of the Spanish and Italian
syndicalists — to put the machinery of
production in the hands of the workers,
which has been and is being tried.
There is the programme of the British
Labor Party, which proposes to secure
to everyone a 'prescribed minimum of
leisure, health, education, and subsistence'; a minimimi wage; the obligation
of the government to find or provide
work for all, and to ensure against unemployment; the elimination of private ownership; the centralizing and
control, even the rationing, of food and
raw materials; the standardization of
prices; the nationalization, in short, of
all resources, and virtually of all human
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activities — a paternalism beyond all
previous experience, stimulated, if not
inspired, no doubt, by the example of
government activities in the war.
In this country we have the 'Plumb
plan' for railway ownership and management— joint control by employees, public, and capital, the profits accruing to the employees, the financing
to the government. We have the
'North Dakota experiment' — state
banking, warehousing, financing, marketing, and insurance. We have heard
from high places demands for 'direct
action,' a plea for referendum and recall; and we have seen something of
that policy in action. We experience
day by day plans for state or municipal
control, or ownership, or management,
of enterprises of every conceivable character, and in every form, from city
water-systems to city Christmas-trees.
And we have, finally. Part X I I I of
the Treaty of Versailles, whose preamble is the Socialist confession of
faith, and whose articles embody machinery to put it into eff"ect. And had
some of the six million words wasted
by the Senate of the United States on
Article X, Part I, of that treaty, been
devoted to this tremendous innovation
in diplomacy, we might have been better informed on the chief feature of the
world in which we live. For we are not
dealing with remote, intangible ideals,
nor with sporadic phenomena, but with
world-wide, if not world-organized,
sentiments and practices. We face one
of those eiforts, common in history, to
shift the bases of politics and society;
and we cannot dismiss it, as so many
do, with the contemptuous epithet of
'Bolshevism.'
II
It is primarily the child of industry.
A century and a half of power and
machinery has revolutionized the material basis of human life. Like bacteria

in a favorable medium, mankind has
increased enormously in this industrial
society; and, at the same time, improved communication and machinery
of exchange have affected almost every
field of human endeavor. The circle
has grown from year to year, — more
to produce, more to consume, more to
produce again, — and some profess to
find the remedy in increased production! And this increase of population
and of wealth—and poverty — through
industrialism has brought with it our
great social problem. It has divided
employer and employee by the 'nexus'
of wages; it has brought into higher
relief the contrast between wealth and
poverty. I t has above all, perhaps, produced a class with nothing but its
muscles to sell; which has, and largely
desires, nothing of land or of animals,
relying wholly for existence on t h e ' job,'
the fluctuating chances of daily labor,
which, in turn, depends upon the skill
of the employing 'capitalist' to meet
the daily risks, the altering market, the
ever-varying conditions which produce
his 'profit.' In some measure this has
afi'ected the agriculturist as well; for
improved communication and financial
expedients bring him into the worldmarket, both for good and ill.
In consequence, life has become far
less stable than it was, and far less secure. There is, in this industrial society,
no longer even that slender assurance of
food and shelter and clothing which
the peasant had. Men are subject to
the action of forces over which they
have even less control than over the soil
and elements. They turn, instinctively,
to some power greater than themselves
to stabilize their lives, to bring about
something of that older assurance, to
relieve their terrible uncertainty.
Thought followed this development.
A group of theories — socialist, communist, anarchist, international — appeared, based on the assumption that
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the situation was the creation of an
'exploiting' class, to which the evils of
society were due. They personified this
situation with the epithet of 'capital';
they identified this development with
the 'middle class'; they preached the
doctrine of 'class war,' of the elimination or distribution of this 'capital,'
and the extermination or reduction to
a common level of its owners, the
'bourgeoisie,' and the dictatorship of
the workers, or 'proletariat.' Many
have come to believe that Saint-Simon
was right: that the chief business of
society is to care for its weakest members. And for many more, not even the
rapid, continuous, natural redistribution of wealth, nor the activities of
political democracy, have gone fast
enough to produce that equality of
condition which these schools demand.
Such views have so far failed to convince the great majority of men. They
have, indeed, failed to crystallize into a
system; much less, like democracy, to
set up a new form of government. They
are as yet but disembodied spirits, still
at war with each other. We hear of
'Commimist-Anarchist' parties, though
their component elements are far as the
poles apart in theory; and even of
'Social-Democratic' capitalists — and
Marx must turn uneasily in his grave!
But they are one in common opposition
to society; and in a hundred ways they
seek to overthrow the present system.
We hear especially that Labor,' owing
to its peculiar situation, must have
rights beyond those of other classes.' It
is a logical development. There was a
time when men spoke of the rank or
state to which 'God had called' this
man or that. There was once a doctrine
of the divine right of kings. More recently a 'captain of industry' infuriated his fellow countrymen by declaring
that 'Providence entrusted' him and
his kind with wealth. And it is evident
that the oracle is to be worked again.

since Labor puts forth its claims to
rights denied to other men. If we admit
those earlier rights, we must admit this
one. But who admitted them? They
are among the wrecks of history.
Yet this demand has more behind it
than mere rhetoric. It assumes that
men are wholly dependent on machinery, and live by sufferance of those who
handle it; that it is possible to control
government through industry, since
other classes are too few, too feeble, and
too ignorant, to dispense with these new
masters of society. This 'syndicalism,'
says a recent philosopher, 'is the voice
of the failure of something.' To him, it
is the voice of the failure of Socialism
to gain political power. To others, it is
the voice of the failure of the forces of
order to keep peace; or of classes or
individuals to attain wealth or power
under the present system, and their
consequent appeal to force; or the failure of government to meet the needs of
an altering society; or the failure of
society itself. But, whatever the fact,
it is apparent that we have to do, not
merely with force and anarchy, but with
an effort to shift the mastery of society,
and the alteration, if not of the form,
at least of the function of government.
Such a programme is due in some
measure to the present mechanistic
philosophy of the world, and its impersonality. We have to do with corporations, huge, superhuman, often immortal creatures; and, on the other hand,
with masses, whose simple and monotonous occupation makes machines of
men who tend machines. Thus men
conceive of government, or society, as
a huge corporation or machine, which
functions of itself; and they iniagine
that mere change of mastery would effect the purification of society. They
fall into the error of confusing the 'middle class' with its product, capital, as
men once confused money with wealth.
Most of these programmes of reform.
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like all their predecessors, advocate
simplicity. But we cannot all join communistic agricultural societies, however
Arcadian, without destroying civilization as we know it. We cannot divide
our goods after the manner of a peasants' revolt — so much land, so many
cattle, so many instruments of husbandry, to each family. There is no remedy
for us in the boy and the pig, though
the kings are gone. We have to deal
not with simplicities but with complexities. Nor does a dictatorship, even of
the proletariat, nor that class government we fought to eliminate from politics, meet the case; for, whatever the
future may bring forth, proletarianism
has been invariably associated with
anarchy and despotism in the past.
And against this there has come the
protest of the great majority, which has
not accepted the boy and the pig as the
answer to the problem. In Germany,
the Einwohnerwehr against the Spartacans; in Italy, the Fascisti against
the Communists; in France and Belgium, the bourgeois governments and
people against the proletarians; in England, the 'public' against the general
strike, have revealed determination
and intelligence and fighting qualities
quite unsuspected by the subversives.
They seem to prefer the evils of Capitalism, which they know, to the blessings of Communism, which they do not
want. They have entered their caveat
against the contention that society is at
the mercy of Labor; and have declared
for equality of opportunity as against
equality of condition.
Yet here, again, force is no argument.
There still remains the problem of discontent; the inequality of rewards and
the projection of that inequality into
succeeding generations; the administration of the sources of industrial
wealth; the question of the public weal;
and the future of politics. We have to
do with the intangibles, — sentiments

and emotions, as well as reason and
power, — with psychology no less than
economics. For who among us has
precisely what he thinks is his just
reward? 'To each according to his
needs and his abilities,' said Louis
Blanc. But how about his just deserts
as he conceives them, and his desires;
and who shall be the judge? Are the
rewards of life the price of its necessities, or its comforts, or its luxuries —
or are they tangible at all? We can calculate the costs of labor and of living,
profits, loss, production, distribution,
price, and wage. But who can calculate or administer content, or happiness, judgment, risk, ambition; who can
gauge the pleasure of the game, of voice
in one's own destinies? Who can reckon
the 'human element,' its hopes and
fears, its knowledge and its ignorance,
its likes and its dislikes, its weakness
and its strength, its greed and its selfsacrifice, its faiths and its suspicions?
It is to these conflicting qualities we
must appeal.
And in the various programmes of the
saviors of society we find some answer
to 'what the workers want.' One thing
is common to them all. I t is security —
insurance or, better still, if you like,
assurance. Whether in Russia or England or North Dakota, essentially what
all men desire is some guaranty against
the ills and accidents of life — sickness,
or injury, or unemployment, or the
weather. The second is a no less common desire; it is a greater voice in our
own economic destinies. Expressed in
so-called Guild Socialism, shop-stewards, share in management, industrial
democracy, Soviets, it is essentially the
same. There is, third, the feeling that
the rewards of industry are improperly
distributed; that social and political
development have, in this respect, fallen behind the progress of commerce
and industry; that the concurrent increase of wealth and poverty is incon-
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sistent and unjust; that by some fraud
the work of the world is done by one
class and the profits reaped by another;
and, as a corollary, that intellectual
pursuits are not laborious or 'productive .' There is a common protest against
the 'parasites' of society. Finally,
there is widespread desire for that oldest blessing of mankind, — peace with
plenty, — and a powerful sentiment in
favor of some form of world association
to effect it. And most of these reflect
the principle of cooperation, as against
that of unrestricted competition.
We have, in consequence, three elements arrayed against the present organization of society — the heritage of
hate and the dream of a great revenge,
of the Anarchist; the ideal of life with
little work or none, of inefficient labor;
and the vision of the Socialist. And if,
as we are told. Capitalism proposes
nothing but the continuance of things;
if it has no programme but bread and
circuses, no remedy but work and charity; if it regards resistance as a policy,
it is doomed. Fiercer elements will enlist followers in a campaign of destruction; and moderate men will all turn
Socialist, since they will prefer change
to stagnation, an advancing standard
to a coward's castle.
There is something to be said for the
opponents of the present system, and
their denunciation of the 'idle rich,' of
'predatory wealth,' of 'swollen fortunes.' We have seen too much of 'the
lilies of the field — which are not even
beautiful'; of those 'stall-fed cattle of
society — not even good for meat.' We
have too many among us who do
nothing to deserve even the futile lives
they lead: too many gamblers; too
many profiteers; too much of that insolence of wealth which is the chief
recruiting agent of the Bolsheviki; perhaps even too many agencies which connect — or separate — producer and consumer. And these, we all agree, should

be curbed or eliminated in so far as
possible. They obscure the real contribution to society of capital and its
owners, and identify wealth with oppression. Are men, inquires the Socialist, to be allowed unlimited opportunity
to amass riches by whatever means,
and pass them on to burden the future
with an increasing element of intrenched and unproductive wealth? Not if we
can prevent it by an inheritance tax!
Yet, on the other hand, it is observed
that proletarian dominance is not wholly devoted to sweetness and light; that
even under Bolshevism millionaires are
bred; and that an aristocracy, with all
its faults, is not inferior to a plutocracy,
with all its virtues. There is danger
that the tendency to 'collect taxes and
pay out doles' may pauperize, that the
unlimited protection of the weakest
will mean the ultimate preponderance
of the incapables. If by taxation the
fountain of capital is dried up at the
source; if the 'energizing' element of
society is destroyed by legislation; if
we have revolution not by force of arms
but by taxation; if everyone is taxed to
subsidize everyone — what then?
Such is the issue of the great argument. We all admit the evils of unrestricted Capitalism, and seek to stamp
it out. But, apart from the idealizing
view of human nature of the Socialist,
there seem to be two fallacies in the discussion. The one is the identification
of the middle class with capital, which
is the product, not the creator, of the
bourgeoisie. Destroy or redivide this
store of wealth, and the same class
which has it will get it again. For Capitalism, like its opponents, is a spirit,
not a thing. And the second fallacy
derives from the first. There are no
longer 'classes' in the older sense, the
sense in which Marx wrote. Of all the
instabilities of life, wealth is the least
stable, and the class possessing it is,
of all elements in society, that which
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changes the most rapidly and continuously. In their arguments the controversialists seem to have forgotten the
first element of business — that of risk.
Ill
What, then, is the programme of this
middle class? In one sense -— that of a
dogmatic, authoritative formula — it
has no programme; for class and programme are alike shifting quantities.
Moreover, the Industrial Age is still too
young to generalize about it, much less
to find a panacea for its ills. We are
still in the midst of it; we cannot see the
end, nor even what it means, as yet.
We can, at best, strive blindly for what
seerns the better part, from day to day.
And yet, confused, illogical, unrelated
in its parts, as it must be, we still perceive the gradual emergence of a bourgeois programme.
I t has, primarily, three elements —
industrial, humanitarian, legislative;
and each of these we see in active operation every day. For what are these
experiments in profit-sharing, share in
management, stock distribution, widespread ownership, but 'industrial democracy'? What are group insurance,
workmen's compensation, and the like,
but eflForts to meet that demand for
protection which the bourgeois provide
for themselves as individuals? What
are the protective agencies of society —
sanitation, nurses, hospitals, medical
attention; public schools and universities, public libraries, classes, lectures;
savings banks, thrift stamps, self-help
societies, building and loan associations,
'Morris plan' banks; churches and missions, Y.M.C.A., boys' clubs, settlement work, so-called 'Americanization'
in its many forms — what are these but
the effort to help men to help themselves, after the fundamental fashion
of the middle class? Often misguided,
sometimes absurd, they are in the ag-
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gregate an imposing and effective force.
Directed to what end? To that of raising the proletariat to the rank and
standards of the bourgeoisie, in opposition to a programme of sinking all
men into a proletariat.
And what of legislation in this
scheme? In the 'breakdown of parliamentary government' the Socialist perceives the downfall of this middle-class
society. It is a real danger. The qualities and activities which bring men into
representative assemblies are not those
which necessarily fit them for intelligent
settlement of social and industrial problems, or the scarcely less technical questions of foreign relationships. There
is the desire for popularity, which
breeds cowardice; the pressure of party;
the concession to mere numbers or,
worse still, to active, organized minorities; there are the demagogues. These
are real evils, as we know too well.
Yet men are slow to reject an instrument they know for one wholly untried
and inexperienced. They prefer to supplement and reinforce, or modify, existing agencies. Thus they have created
commissions of experts, to prepare laws
for ratification by political representatives. They have created unofficial
conferences of those immediately concerned with the affairs in hand. Chambers of commerce — city, state, and national; meetings of all sorts of bodies,
sometimes by industries or vocations,
sometimes by representatives of all interests concerned, •— and labor not the
least, — have brought into existence
'economic legislatures,' bureaus, and
conferences, to supplement and direct
the activities of legislative bodies. For
men do not yet believe that the soviet
principle of representation by occupation solves the problem of government.
We seem, in fact, to be coming to
differentiation of function between two
organs of society. This divorces politics
from life, and makes the parliamentary
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system unreal and impotent. It presages the ultimate extinction of this
creation of democracy, for mere registering bodies atrophy in time. It may
be so, but it seems neither imminent nor
inevitable, since change of function need
not mean extinction. The choice of rulers is the fundamental problem of all
forms of .government; for better results
we must have better men. But it is
far from clear that an assembly of representatives of classes or interests, as
such, would be better; much less that
the boy and the pig, who seize the stage,
offer a fairer prospect than we have.
What, then, is the issue between the
bourgeoisie and the proletarians, contending for support from that indeterminate middle of the great majority
whose adhesion will decide the case?
Both sides admit the great desirability,
even the necessity, of altering the present system. But one would end it and
begin again; the other seeks, not a panacea, but remedies for specific grievances. One desires, the other denies, the
substitution of equality of condition for
equality of opportunity. One seeks
unity in uniformity, the other unity in
diversity. One looks to dictatorship,
whether of class or 'state'; the other
holds to democratic liberty. Each proposes greater scope for Labor's share in
industry, and greater security; but one
would accomplish this by public, the
other by non-public agencies. Each
admits the evils of unrestricted and irresponsible Capitalism; but one would
mend, the other end, the capitalistic
system. Finally, each desires some
guaranties for peace and world association. One clings to a world-league, of
workers in particular; the other seeks
disarmament, and specific agreements
among governments to that end.
Meanwhile the Bolsheviki approach
Thermidor; and, whether by coup
d'etat or by peaceful substitution of
more moderate elements, the boy and

the pig will disappear, or be transformed before our eyes. Meanwhile, we
see in the land where industrialism took
its rise another phase of that great
movement, the threat of Labor dominance, which may determine its future,
— or its fate, — and provide an objectlesson in Capitalism versus Comniunism
even beyond that of Russia. We see
conservative reaction everywhere as the
natural, if temporary, result of radical
activities. Each is a passing phase.
The great controversy will go on, for it
is rooted deep in human nature — a s
deep as hope and fear. There will always be two elements, one believing,
the other disbelieving that the whole is
greater than the sum of the parts, that
masses will rise to greater heights than
individuals, that the 'state' should be
paternal, and that it is possible to substitute for private interest a sense of
pubHc service as a motive of action.
And yet, in so far as the bourgeois
programme is pragmatic and not dogmatic; experimental, not dictatorial;
fluid, not fixed; evolutionary, not revolutionary; regarding society as an organism, not a machine; bound to no infallible remedy or sacred shibboleth
or rigid formula; in so far, it seems more
in accord with hirnian nature and
likely to prevail. But that involves two
things: first, that it will, in accordance
with its character, be modified; and
second, that, as in our own country, the
proletariat be not continually reinforced
by lower and still lower elements, which
make the task of raising the standards
of life impossible. 'The abolition of
property is demanded,' wrote Mazzini
many years ago; 'but you need no confutation of the error of those who in the
name of liberty wish to found anarchy
and abolish society. . . . I t is a wicked
dream. You can find no remedy in any
arbitrary general organization which
contradicts the universally adopted
basis of civil existence. . . . You will
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not have things better unless you are
better yourselves.' Such is the bourgeois
faith, distrustful of mass miracles.
It seems, in brief, that some sort of a
compromise between the Individualists
and the Socialists is inevitable. The
controversy seems likely to result, if not
in a draw, at least in a moral victory for
each side. We have admitted in practice, if not in theory, that there are
some things which can be done better
by an autocracy than by a democracy.
No army which resolves itself into a
debating society is likely to prevail over
one directed by a leader of even the
slightest competence, Yet this does not
mean that government of the people,
by the people, and for the people shall
perish from the earth.
So here; for, on the one hand, it is
tolerably apparent that even the most
pronounced Individualist would admit
that some things, like the postal system,
for instance, can be better done by cooperation than by competition; that we
are not likely to revert to that stage of
civilization in which each individual
attended to the delivery of his own letters by his own messengers. It seems
no less apparent that even the most advanced Socialist would not long remain
a spectator at, let us say, — if such a
thing were possible, — a cooperative
baseball game, or take pleasure in a
portrait painted by a community.
That \does not mean the contest between Socialism and Individualism,
between competition and cooperation,
will not go on; but that the ground of
the argument will be narrowed. Men
will continue to contend in what fields
and to what an extent their respective
ideals should prevail. I t seems probable
that, as Emerson once observed in a
very different connection, we shall descend to meet: that the most common
routine or, if you like, the lower forms of
production may fall to Socialism; the
higher j mOre specialized, the more *artis-

tic' Of' energizing,' to Individualism; and
some will be divided between the two.
We have already seen something of
this. Laying aside the various experiments in municipal ownership and government control, witness the persistence
of the 'specialty shop' in the very
shadow of the great department store;
the individual mechanic prospering
just outside the gates of the great factories; the 'independent' competing
with the trust; the tailors unterrified by
the clothing manufacturers. And, in a
different plane, we have the 'chain
stores' combining quantity merchandising with individual store-managers
having a stake in the business; while
the growing dispersal of stockholding
in corporations, and the consequent increasing publicity of the details of their
management — so-called ' community
ownership' — seem to indicate another
and no less fruitful development in
the great Individualist-Socialist controversy.
The way will, no doubt, be long and
hard; and each step contested. But we
are still young in industrialism. It seems
apparent that the development which
began with state or guild control, turned
to laissez faire, and proceeded to factory acts and government supervision,
or even management, need not prove
inevitable either that complete individualism for which some contend, nor
yet that complete socialization which
others demand. Differentiation, compromise, combination between the two
seems far more probable.
Always assuming that we do not
first fall into the power of Marx's dogma; and 'the proletariat use its political supremacy to wrest all capital from
the bourgeoisie, to centralize all instruments of production in the hands of the
state — that is, of the proletariat organized as a ruling class.' In that
event we shall-only have new masters,
hot a solution of the great problem.
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WHO KILLED THE CHAPERON?
A WRITER in the April Atlantic, in
lamenting the passing of the chaperon,
proves that he has 'kept u p ' with the
modern generation. I, as one of that
much discussed generation, am grateful to him for putting aside the question of morals. Because not everyone
is able to draw the line between morals
and manners. We — I am speaking for
myself and for the 'young people' I
know, and we flatter ourselves we are
fairly typical — we resent being told
that our morals have gone, because we
consider it a proof of morals that a
chaperon is unnecessary.
But we have to admit that we do lack
manners. I t ' s not that we mean to be
rude — it 's just that, among ourselves,
the war and the business of modern life
have made us go straight to the point
without 'little touches and attentions.'
We understand each other perfectly,
and we are not a bit sensitive. At a
dance, if a girl is not popular, no one
considers it his duty to make her so;
she does not resent being ignored; she
takes care of herself, or stops going to
dances. So, when we are with older
people, we simply forget that they are
not used to our lunch-counter ways. In
fact, we are apt to forget that older
people exist.
I have visited families which are
'old-fashioned,' and the quiet consideration and — yes — refinement of the
girls and boys of my own age are equal
to any other generation's manners.
There are loads of 'young people' who
combine frankness among themselves
with a consideration and a real liking
for older people. They are the ones who
850

pay attention to the lonely chaperons.
And they are quite as popular as the
other kind. We are n't a generation
that does n't appreciate manners. We
just forget them. And why?
Well, I think manners are usually
supposed to be the result of the way
one is'brought up.' I t certainly seems
a little unfair to throw the responsibility upon the older generation for a lack
which they deplore in us. But how
have we been brought up?
We are certainly instructed in tablemanners and in the rules of 'please'
and 'thank you.' Then, at the age of
sixteen or thereabouts, when the time
would be ripe for us to learn the ideals
and standards and refinements of the
older generation, we are sent to boarding-school. The principle which our
elders apply is 'Youth to youth.' They
are more indulgent, more open-minded,
and far more sensible than the strict
parents of years ago. They are convinced that a parent's duty is not to
'influence' his child, but to expose the
child to good influences and let him develop along his own lines. So we go to
boarding-school. What happens there ?
Imagine a lot of healthy girls, from
the ages of fifteen to nineteen, grouped
together in an informal pleasant atmosphere, with a few elderly people to
keep guard over them. They are full of
life. They enjoy it. They have their
own student government, their own
dramatics. They live in a world made
for youth, where only their' own affairs'
interest them. What wonder they forget that there are sensitive people, elderly people, people who have suffered?
Manners are nothing more or less than
consideration for others; refinement
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consists of a sensitiveness for others.
We are young barbarians when we are
at boarding-school, and we learn to acquire poise among a society whose
motto is 'every man for himself.' At
the most, we can only pity those who
have not lived through our own struggles and shared our own fun.
I do not blame boarding-schools for
our lack of manners, entirely. Boarding-schools are convenient, and certainly prepare their students for the
bangs and whacks of life. And there
are plenty of young people who have
not been to boarding-school who still
lack that refinement which I have
noticed in some of my friends.
But I know that those of my friends
who are considerate, sympathetic, fefined, and a little less crude than the
rest of us, are those who, through accident rather than intention, have come
into contact with their parents and the
'elderly people.' Perhaps they have not
gone to boarding-school, camp, college,
or 'come out' in a society of young
people. Perhaps sickness or poverty or
isolation has kept them from turning
their homes into hotels in the summer
and their parents into kind but intangible guardian angels. Perhaps, after
college, they have not 'worked in New
York,' or married, but have found that
a need for them existed at home.
With the rest of us it is different.
We are busy with ourselves. We have
been ready to take responsibility and
interest, but the 'elderly people' have
not shared it with us, because they respect our youth; so we have found it
elsewhere. In 'the good old days' the
line between young and old was not so
sharp. The young worked with, and
learned from, the old.
'When I was your age,' said Aunt
Elsie to her flapper daughter, ' I was
cooking for our whole family.' Yet
Aunt Elsie would treat it as a joke
if Cousin Mary were to leave her
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physical-training school to stay at
home and cook. And if Cousin Mary
were asked to spend a vacation on a
house party, Aunt Elsie would hate to
suggest her staying at home. But it is
possible that Mary would enjoy the
thought that she was needed, and it
might give her a chance to learn that
Aunt Elsie is not so far behind the times
as she may seem. Is Mary to pick up
manners from the rest of us?
We don't mind things as they are.
We enjoy ourselves; we don't miss refinement. At fifteen we would have
liked to enter into our families' responsibilities, and to meet our mothers'
friends; now we don't miss them, and
we get along very well. But, of course,
since we have lived among ourselves so
long, there is no point to a chaperon.
A chaperon is the last Hnk between us
and the elder generation. We hardly
understand her; we pity her, she seems
so bored and bewildered among us. She
is passing, and we young people are letting her pass. We have forgotten her,
as we have forgotten manners.
Who is responsible? I think I have
shown the system in modern life which
keeps us from appreciating the chaperon — the chaperon, a symbol of the
connection between young and old.
And there are advantages to boardingschools and camps and debutantes
and colleges and house parties and
all the other things that keep us away
from the older generation. Yet I think
it is these things which have made us
forget the older generation. If the older
generation regrets being forgotten,
perhaps they should remember us before we are snatched away. A little
responsibility thrust upon us; a little
contact with people wiser than we, but
still sympathetic; a little need for us to
consider the trouble which the chaperon
undertakes for our benefit, is all we
need. And who could give that to us
except our own fathers, mothers.
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aunts, and uncles, who think we are
still the children they sent away?

have heard a lot about a new sweated
industry. When I arrived at my desA YOUNG BABBAKIAN.'
tination, I built a fire which for cooking
pui-poses was practically Worthless. On
that fire I cooked what I was pleased to
MOUNTAIN MANIA
call a meal. I am convinced that if
I MAY as well admit at the outset that that meal had been set before me in
I climb mountains myself. I spent the any restaurant, at the first mouthful I
summer in a commimity in the White should have risen from my seat and
Mountains where one was considered walked resolutely from the room. The
hardly respectable imless on every brisk doctors and the Life Extension Instiday one dressed up like a pirate and tute and similar organizations spend
went steaming off up a peak; and I thousands of dollars every year trying
admit that I steamed with the best of to educate the public not to eat the sort
them. I wore a flannel shirt that could of meal that I ate on that mountain.
hold its own against any. No khaki
A friend of mine, who is chemically
trousers in the neighborhood were more inclined, tells me that he thinks the
variously spotted, more quaintly dis- trouble with that meal was that there
colored, than mine. No tin cup jan- were n't any vitamines in it. He exgled more loudly at any hip than did plained to me that, if people go without
mine. No sneakers, once white, took on vitamines for a while, they die. I told
more exactly the sombre hue of the him his description convinced me that
mountain trails up which they twinkled. the meal I cooked did n't have a single
No one devoured dry sandwiches and vitamine in it. He asked me if I thought
hard-boiled eggs with more gusto.
there were any carbohydrates in it, and
But to everybody who climbs there 1 told him that if carbohydrates were
comes at last a moment of introspection any good to eat, I believed we did n't
and doubt. That moment came to me have any. But I admitted that along
one night when I was camping, without about midnight I had had an uneasy
shelter, high on a mountain slope, and feeling that a calorie must have got into
when, at about 2 A.M., I felt a first drop the soup while I was n't looking.
After supper, I stretched my wearied
of rain on my nose. That drop of
rain quickened my torpid brain; the limbs to rest on a fir-balsam bed of my
events of the preceding hours passed own manufacture; and I may say that,
in review and I asked myself,' Why do if any reputable furniture concern were
to put on the market a bed which emwe climb mountains?'
I had ascended that mountain the bodied any of the salient characteristics
previous afternoon, bent double under of mine, an enraged public would sweep
the weight of a pack that, in any civiliz- it out of business in a week. Finally, at
ed place, under any normal circum- 2 A.M., it began to rain. And I asked
stances, I should n't dream of carrying, myself, 'Why do we climb mountains?'
if I could hire a porter or an express
I remembered that the theory had
company to carry it for me. If any been advanced that mountains are
employer had paid me, for any useful climbed for the sake of solitude. I had
purpose, to fume and struggle as I did heard many voices lifted in praise of the
on that climb, and the Consumers solitude of the mountains. Solitude!
League had caught him at it, we should At the mere suggestion I laughed a dis^ Even to the editor, the anonymity of our mal laugh. I was not thinking of the
dense crowds of mountaineers whom I
contributor is unbroken. It is better so.
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was wont to encounter on this peak or
that, or of the thrilling moments I had
spent on the upper rocks of the mountains, dodging the flying ginger-ale
bottles and sandwich boxes of those who
had already gained the summit. I was
thinking of the devoted attentions of
the ambassadors of that great triumvirate, mosquitoes, black flies, and
midges, of whom, it has been justly said,
the greatest of these is midges. In
ordinary society, I said to myself, we
can generally at least choose our companions. But in the moimtains — Well,
I am no snob, but there are some visitors who don't know when to leave.
They will not take a hint. No; the
solitude hypothesis was a feeble one.
It occurred to me that some persons
claimed to go camping in the mountains
for the sake of rest. My idea of rest on
a mountain, I said to myself, would be
to sleep in a spacious four-poster bed,
with a roof over me, and at about ninethirty in the morning to open one eye
and say to my faithful valet, 'Meadows, my good fellow, have you warmed
the pool and put out my clean clothes
for me? Very well, then; now you may
describe the sunrise to me. No, I doubt
if I shall do any climbing to-day. I may
climb out of bed, but I 'm not sure.'
Not until I got home from the mountain that night did I discover why it is
that we go climbing. Then at last I discovered the secret. It is that only by
absolutely depriving ourselves of the
comforts of home on the mountains do
we learn to enjoy them when we get
down. The usual devotee of the mountains, poor wretch, will tell you, as he
crawls in xmder a fifty-pound pack and
staggers off" up the trail, that the only
way really to appreciate the mountains
is to go up them. But what I discovered is that the only way really to appreciate the mountains is to come down
from them.
That night, when I got home, I found

myself in a real house, with a watertight roof over my head. I began to
realize what an ingenious device a house
is. Windows, for example, which let in
light, let in the view, let in air when we
want it, and keep it out when it is too
hot or too cold for us — I wanted to
congratulate the fellow who invented
windows. The house, I found, had a
kitchen in it, which I had hitherto
seldom visited; and in the kitchen was
a stove, which sent the smoke up the
chimney, collected the heat for the
warming of the food, and kept the rain
out of the fire. You may not have
realized what a great thing it is to be
absolutely sure, when a shower begins,
that it won't put out the fire in the
kitchen stove. I appreciated the vast
superiority of the stove over a stone
fireplace where the smoke blows in
your eyes wherever you sit, the ashes
deposit themselves in a fine rain on the
surface of the coff"ee, and the fire, after
you have finally wheedled it into burning, does so most hotly at the opposite
end of the fireplace from the miserable
receptacle in which the oatmeal is trying to keep comfortably warm.
That night I ate dinner off a table,
sitting in a real chair. For comfort and
convenience, rocks simply were n't in it
with that table and chair. Separate
spoons for soup and dessert — why, I
could hardly believe it. I slept in a bed,
with sheets, and with blankets that
tucked in, so that you did n't imperil
the whole structure whenever you turned over. And, for that matter, why turn
over? The impelling urge that comes
from the gradual numbness of a sharp
left hip was absent. And pillows! —
what an improvement on a knapsack
containing a can of condensed milk,
a flash light, and half a loaf of bread!
I found myself pausing in rapture
before such commonplace objects as a
bureau. A contrivance for keeping
clothes, — dry clothes, plenty of them.
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— all stowed away out of sight and out
of the dust, combined with a shelf where
one can place a comb and brush, and a
lamp: how exquisitely adapted to its
manifold purposes! I had always taken
bureaus for granted. When I came
down from the mountain, the mere
presence of a bureau in my room made
me feel like a millionaire. I had made a
great discovery. This modem civilization, which we hear so much decried, is
great stuff.
Now that I have learned my lesson, I
look with an indulgent eye upon moimtain climbers. When morning dawns
cool and fair, and I see them plodding
forth into the forests, with their tin cups
clanking and their drawn faces peering
out from under their gigantic rolls of
blankets, I wish them well. Sometimes
I walk beside them a little distance, until the trail begins to get uncomfortably
steep; and then I wave them a jaunty
good-bye. They are on their way to the
great discovery, I say to myself; and
then I walk back to my shady porch,
surrounded with mosquito netting; and
I sit down, and put my feet up on another chair; and as I comfortably settle
myself for the morning, I reflect upon
the delights of mountain climbing.
IF CRINOLINE CAME BACK
I HAVE a scrapbook, begun in 1881,
to which a page of the current fashions
has been added once a year ever since.
A rummaging in the garret brought to
light old numbers of the Englishwoman
and Godey's Lady's Book, extending
back to 1840; so that I have now a continuous record of the prevailing mode
of dress for more than eighty years.
. To turn the pages and observe the
tendency of fashion toward full circle
sets one thinking. The dress of to-day
is remarkably Uke that worn in some of
the earlier years of the last century.
Supposing crinoline in its turn came

back again — how much would come
back with it? how much would have to
go? Would woman, when she exchanged her scanty skirt for the inflated one
of sixty years ago, with its yards and
yards of material, — I heard one lady
boast that hers measured seven yards
aroimd the hem, — exchange her stride
for the movements of a swan? Would
she lay down the tennis racket and
hockey stick and take up the croquet
mallet? Picture her working in a kitchenette! If she used the street cars,
the doors, at least, would have to be
enlarged. She could n't push her way
through a crowd. In the sixties, on the
rare occasions when women were caught
in a crush, there were dire consequences,
sets of crinoline beiag found afterward
among the wreckage on the streets.
In that dress there could be no rubbing of elbows. Wherever she went, the
lady of the crinoline claimed a little
island of space for her own. This may
account for a certain inaccessible air
she had. Except in the matter of outward formalities, I doubt if she was
really more difficult of approach than
her granddaughters. I speak not altogether at random, for, at the time when
she was occupied with her 'beaux,' as
she called them, I was just at the right
age to carry lovers' messages. As I have
so long kept silence, I hope the lady will
forgive me for speaking now. But it is
not a point upon which she is sensitive.
One of her quarrels with modem ways is
precisely that beaux have become of so
little consequence. She wonders what is
the matter with girls nowadays. There
is Barbara — not bad-looking at all;
'but she has n't any beaux, and she
won't move an eyelash to get them.'
Sixty years ago, to be without admirers
was looked upon, not as a misfortune,
but as a fault; want of beauty was hardly considered a mitigating circumstance.
This particular grandmother informs
us that she was homely. She does n't
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inform us as to the number of her admirers; but even if there were no other
way of knowing, there is a manner that
lingers to the end, and tells us what
women were much sought after in their
youth. I t must be admitted that it is a
manner with a distinction all its own.
Her flirtations were carried on circumspectly. Very sedate she was, this
lady of the crinoline. Never for a moment solemn, however; she sang, 'Ring
the bell gently, there's crape on the
door,' but she made it sound cheerful,
and in the next breath she was singing,
' I 'm Captain Jinks of the Horse
Marines' — with a demureness that
went far to rob it of vulgarity. Her
laughter comes back over half a century
as an exceedingly pleasant sound. And
she laughed a great deal. It was fitting
that 'Happy thought!' should be the
favorite slang phrase of the day; though,
as far as I can remember, she left slang
to young men. Something in the lightheartedness of that generation seems
missing from the world now. A grim
will-to-pleasure can never fill its place.
My fashion scrapbook reminds me
that she dressed in the gayest of colors.
There was so much of her dress that, at
times, the effect was almost too dazzling.
I remember, in particular, a group of
callers who paused outside our front
door to pat the little girk playing there
and ask all about Little New Brother.
One was in sky-blue, and it really
seemed as if the sky itself had turned
inside out and fallen upon our sidewalk. Draped in a festoon over her
arms, like a rosy cloud against the blue,
was a scarf of magenta, as it was called
then, in honor of Napoleon's victory.
Call it petunia, cerise, or what you will,
a little of it goes a long way, and the
other two callers were arrayed entirely
in this color — dress, burnoose, and
coal-scuttle bonnet. It was truly a sight
to 'bid the rash gazer wipe his eye.'
It is a pleasant time to recall—yet we

would not have it back if we could. We
don't want our girls changed — much.
We should like, perhaps, to have them
borrow a few of the graces of that older
day. We should like to see their faces by
some miracle acquire the smooth impress of its unhurrying leisure, and at
the same time retain the look of competent self-reliance that is the stamp of
their own more crowded times.
That look of competency, of readiness for an emergency, never struck me
more forcibly than at a morning concert lately, when, in response to the
appeal, 'Are there any V.A.D.'s in the
audience? There is a fire and help is
needed in caring for the injured,' here
and there throughout the hall a girl rose
quietly and went out. These V.A.D.'s
looked as unflustered as did the performers— amateurs, and mostly young
girls — who played and sang without
a trace of the nervousness that used to
make such a concert a pain to sympathetic listeners. More than one of the
older women present must have had the
same thought: 'This couldn't have
happened when I was young.'
I try the question upon a circle of
intelligent friends: 'Will crinoline ever
come into fashion again?' They all
make the same answer: ' I will not wear
it if it does.'
Three young radicals got together
once, and debated why they wore
clothes they did n't like, just because
everybody else was doing it. Who or
what was the bogey called Fashion,
anyway? 'L'etat, c'est moi: Fashion,
t h a t ' s us,' one of them voiced the sentiments of all, in a burst of feeling that
overrode that other bogey, the rules of
grammar. The era of crinoline was past,
but it was a time, if ever, when revolt
was justifiable. The walking skirt, besides being encumbered by a train, was
tied back just above the knees so tightly
as to permit only a step of two or three
inches at a time. At the last Drawing-
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Room, several debutantes, making their
curtsey to vice-royalty, had found it
impossible to recover an upright position, and aides had been obliged to go
to their rescue. But the remembrance
of this had been lost in a much more
serious disaster. A crowded wharf had
broken down, and many of the drownings that followed had been due, it was
said, to the helplessness of the women
in their 'pull-back skirts.'
The three friends constructed three
dresses that should have made walking
a pleasure. Why it was a misery instead
you can never understand, unless you
have known for yourself the expression
that tells you you are an object of curiosity and ridicule — a freak. No train,
no restricting tapes, can occasion such
discomfort to the young as can that
embryonic eye in the back of the head
that tells when other heads are turned
at their passing. She who was loudest
in her declaration of independence was
first to desert the ranks and creep back
to the enemy's camp. The others soon
followed, and thenceforward all three
kept within moderate distance of the
fashions, until old age rendered them
inconspicuous in whatever they chose
to wear.
For years the return of crinoline has
been periodically annoimced as an imminent danger — a long, low, rakish
craft sighted just above the horizon.
Let us hope it is one of those troubles
that never come. After all the apparent
circle may turn out to be a spiral. Fashion's next round will perhaps carry her
just far enough upward to escape the
peril.
OF SEBMONS ONE WOULD WISH
TO HAVE PREACHED
IMPALPABLE discourses these are to
which I have reference. I am not thinking of the triumph in homiletics once
delivered to the pews from that fresh

and suggestive text, 'And Ahaz said
unto Obadiah.' I would rather, it is true,
have preached the nine-word sermon
wherewith Sydney Smith once heaped
the collection plates of Westminster
Abbey for the London poor, than reduce any of my dream admonitions to
an actual thirdly and fourthly. But
I would rather still have sat in a pew to
hear that immortal brevity. I would
give something for the rich spiritual
luxury of feeling the strings of my selfish, prudent purse loosed by that reasonable challenge: —
'He that giveth to the poor lendeth
to the Lord. If you like the security,
down with the dust!'
I would give something, too, for the
splendid throes of sensation which that
dare-devil apoplectic ancient must have
felt who rose in gown and bands above
the towering headdresses of a whole
parish (in the days when headdresses
towered two feet, or three), and thundered out his text,
'Let those that are upon the house
TOP-KNOT, COME DOWN!'
It would have been a more sumptuous
experience even than to have been one
of the feminine parishioners who on that
occasion
*— some rich anger showed.'

But I have dream-sermons, dear to
me, I think, as were St. Elia's shadowy
children to him, in the wistful content
of his most softly stealing reveries, while
the kettle so sweetly simmered on the
hob, and Bridget Elia applied her 'gentle lenitive.' One of them is from that
darkly glowing text, 'And he went away
sorrowful, because he had great possessions.' I have a nebulous sermon, too,
against the spiritual egotism of my own
most unlovely conscience; it is founded on such congeries of verses as this: —
'Judge not; Be like thy Father; For
the rain falls alike on the just and on
the unjust; And which of you by taking
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thought can add one cubit to the stature
of his soul?'
I have a Catholic sermon in my astral
chest. It is upon the Real Presence. I
keep it in a frame of the imagination
that it was once preached by St. Francis.
I conceive that he used the 'Inasmuch'
text, and, with all the frolicsome slyness
of his primeval dialectic, fathered it in
snowy innocence upon the councils of
the Church. How the Real Presence is
perpetual wherever there is a Son, or
Daughter, of Man; how thus the Presence indeed is real; how thus it has
the Flesh and Blood which is both human and divine.
The God, the Holy Ghost, the atoning Lord,
Here in the flesh, the never yet explored.

The saint's examples, his illustrations,
the tropes and metaphors of his sermon,
must have been the gathered beggars
and wastrels Ustening. At the right
rhetorical moment they would bloom;
the inspiration, blowing where it listeth,
would light on their faces, the sanctus
bell of the spirit sounding in the belfry
of their hearts.
The bell would ring, the censer swing.
And solemn chants resound between.

I have two sermons from the Psalms:
one upon the man who ' hath not sat in
the seat of the scornful.'
The other is such a sermon as I used
to pant for in the wistful season of youth,
before timid nature in us dares to expect
the blisses of the incomparable thirties
and forties. At the five o'clock service
in a little church now vanished, whose
place in the marshy meadow is usurped
by willows and muskrats, I used to
hear sermons; and in me, and in all
young creatures who heard them, arose
the wonder — why does the minister
always console? I t was then, in those
rich August sundowns, that I collected my anthology of dancing verses
from the poetical works of him who
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danced before the Ark: such as 'Sing we
merrily . . . make a cheerful noise
. . . blow up the trumpet in the new
moon'; or 'The singers go before, the
minstrels follow after; in the midst are
the damsels playing on the timbrels.'
THE FOOD OF THE POETS

I N these days, when we study diet so
carefully and suspect food of determining character, there is wisdom in consideriag the menus of the older poets,
that we may gather a hint or two about
dynamic nourishment for a new race of
poets. Pleasantly we turn back to the
Golden Age, when shepherds contended
in song beside a streamlet where
. poplar and elm
Showed aisles of pleasant shadow, greenly roofed.

When Thyrsis sang to the goatherd
in the first idyll of Theocritus, the entranced listener breathed this prayer: —
Filled may thy fair mouth be with honey,
Thyrsis, and filled with honeycomb; and
the sweet dried fig mayst thou eat of
^gilus, for thou vanquishest the cicada in
song! Lo, here is thy cup; see, my friend, of
how pleasant a savour! Thou wilt think it
has been dipped in the wellspring of the
hours.
Pastoral tradition has lingered late;
we have many echoes in Elizabethan
England of the poet's enjoyment of
cheese and milk, honey, wild olives,
pears, plums, apples, roasted chestnuts,
and country wine. From such feasting
does the purest lyric poetry flow.
As for Shakespeare, he ate venison
pasties and drank — happy augury —
canary wine. Was it remembrance that
dictated Titania's command that, to
make Bottom like an airy spirit go, the
fairies should
Feed him with aprieocks and dewberries.
With purple grapes, green figs, and nlulberries;
The honey-bags steal from the humble-bees.
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Herrick, most gentle and deft of
lyric artists, was quite explicit about
his daily life: —
A hen
I keep, which, creaking day by day.
Tells when
She goes her long white egg to lay.

In a 'Thanksgiving' he said: —
Lord, I confess too, when I dine.
The pulse is thine.
And all those other bits that be
There placed by thee;
The worts, the pm^lane, and the mess
Of water cress.
Which of thy kindness thou hast sent;
And my content
Makes those, and my beloved beet.
To be more sweet.
' T is thou that crown'st my glittering hearth
With guiltless mirth.
And giv'st me wassail bowls to drink,
•Spiced to the brink.

The Cavalier Poets ate little, to judge
from the testimony about them; their
ways were certainly open to Amendment. After them came the age of
those who did
sometimes counsel take — and sometimes tea.

The critics have praised the liquid
note of Burns, but they have commented too exclusively upon a single source.
Let us remember that the best of the
lyrics were written in the days when
Bums was forced by poverty to partake
most frequently of
The soupe their only hawkie does afford.
That 'yont the hallan snugly chows her cood.

In the nineteenth century, the most
memorable suggestion is from Coleridge:—
For he on honey-dew hath fed
And drunk the milk of Paradise.

But to acquire this celestial drink, one
would have to traverse the Milky Way
every morning, and probably pay a
luxury tax upon return. '

What did Coleridge himself enjoy as
food? Dorothy Wordsworth's Journal
gives us occasional items about the
'plain living' he shared with them.
When Dorothy and William were together at Keswick, in 1794, Dorothy
said: 'We find our own food: our breakfast and supper are of milk, but our
dinner chiefly of potatoes, and we drink
no tea.' At Grasmere, at the height of
Wordsworth's poetic inspiration, they
had peas, kidney beans, 'spinnach,'
eggs, and cream.
Shelley was, on principle, a vegetarian ; Byron, so gossip said, had a diet of
rice and vinegar. In the year 1813 he
took six biscuit a day and tea.
For Robert Browning one thinks inevitably of pomegranates, but must be
content with less exotic food. He, an
admirer of Shelley, was for a time a
vegetarian, and wrote to Elizabeth
Barrett, in 1845, of having lived ' a
couple of years and more on bread and
potatoes.' Of the married life of the
Brownings we have charming glimpses
in Mrs. Browning's Letters: 'Miss
Boyle comes at night at nine o'clock to
catch us at our hot chestnuts and mulled wine, and warm her feet at our fire.'
(It is assumed that the feet were
poetic.)
The poem by Mr. Yeats which has
moved a host of readers to idyllic
dreams is authority on our subject: —
I will arise and go now, and go to Innisfree,
And a small cabin build there, of clay and wattles made;
Nine bean-rows will I have there, a hive for the
honeybee.
And live alone in the bee-lov'd glade.

Since writing the above, we have had
a lyric poet as guest at luncheon. When
we sat down at the table, I was pleased
to observe that our hostess, herself a
poet, had included among the offerings
to the singer a glass of creamy milk and
a jar of liquid golden honey. This is
conclusive.
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WHAT I S IN BLUEBEARD S
CHAMBER?
T H E R E are people whom one sometimes meets on the street who, when
they nod a recognition, or (if they
belong to the un-hatpinned sex) take
off their hats, seem at the moment of
greeting to open wide a hospitable door,
and to be saying in a smile without
words,' I know you have n't time to-day
to come into the house where my personality lives; but at least I want you
to understand that, for you, the latchstring is always out.'
More familiar, alas, than this unspoken greeting, is the grudging sign of
recognition bestowed upon us by certain of our acquaintance, as if the personality hidden inside the house of
flesh and blood were peeking distrustfully through the windows of the eyes,
instead of opening a smiling door of
welcome; and that, by the lowering of
eyelids, the shades had been hastily
pulled down, lest a passer-by might
think one's personality too accessible.
The policy of the open door, as symbolized by lips parted in a hospitable
smile, has suggested to me a harmless
diversion which perhaps others who
are interested in human nature may
like to share. I t consists in going over
a list of my acquaintances, and deciding just how much of the house of
Individuality they throw open.
There are certain New Englanders —
and others — who seem always to leave
us in the outer vestibule of their good
graces; and although they occasionally
permit us t o ' be seated' in the receptionrooms of their minds, we are almost
never invited to the intimacy of a heartto-heart talk before the fire of real
friendliness. But these inexpressive,
yet perfectly well-intentioned, natures
should not be confused with genuinely
inhospitable persons who, from behind
shuttered casements on the top floor of
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their own superiority, glower at all who
venture beyond the 'No Admittance'
signs that appear on every hand.
Of course, we all know the delightful
type of person who, with great cordiality of manner, rushes to her front door
—•metaphorically speaking — and invites us to come in and have a chat.
Immediately we find ourselves sitting
on her pleasant piazza, with chairs
pulled up to a cozy neighborliness, and,
before we know it, her sympathy of
manner beguiles us into talking about
ourselves, or about impersonal matters
— but never about herself. The conversation does not flag; we leave her
with a warm hand-clasp, and a pleasant
flow of friendliness surges around our
hearts. It is only when we go down the
steps that we realize that we have not
crossed the threshold of her personality.
Then we all know and admire that
best type of the Woman of the World,
whose conventionally perfect manners
make you feel that you are being received in a drawing-room, tastefully
and luxuriously furnished, where the
right thing is always said, and the correct thing is always done. This hostess
never takes you into a less formal apartment, yet her gracious bearing does not
allow you to feel that she is holding you
off. A sense of the social fitness of
things governs her actions. The salon
is the room for social intercourse, and
more domestic doors are closed. The
conversational coinage used by hostess
and guest is the same, and neither
party gains or loses by the exchange
of mutual confidences which are only
skin-deep. Perhaps sometimes her wellmodulated voice drops to a less formal
pitch, and a soft silken portiere seems
to swing gently aside, revealing a vista
of an inner room, with books and photographs, and other symbols of the daily
life of this finished hostess.
Then there are other persons with
whom we may be no more intimate,
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who — when they see us approaching
the house of their ego — fling open all
visible doors, welcome us in, light a fire
in the cozy sitting-room, turn switches
that illuminate the entire house, and,
with truly Spanish hospitality, make us
feel that the mansion and everything in
it is ours. Yet even here we are conscious that there are hidden doors.
Of course, in all personalities there
are attics and cellars, filled with private
relics and personal rubbish — storerooms of memories, where angels, fools,
and even intimate friends should fear to
tread. The Skeleton in the Closet is apt
to be a family skeleton, whose presence
is recognized, and whose precincts are
visited and dusted out from time to
time by the relatives of the deceased.
And if we sometimes, as privileged
friends, come down from someone else's
attic, or up from someone else's cellar,
we feel a little like housebreakers, even
if we have been admitted by the key of
a confiding member of the family.
But there is still — thank Heaven
for it! — one small locked door in the
centre of every personality, and to that
Bluebeard's Chamber the key should
never be given, although the room is not
necessarily decorated with one's dead
wives, nor even inevitably paved with
good intentions. If a psychoanalyst
should get hold of this key, he should
obtain it only over the hypnotized body
of poor Bluebeard, who certainly has a
right to this one small closet of absolute
privacy. For in this chamber one does
not put away one's treasures or one's
trash — it contains no cherished memories, no lost illusions, no broken ideals.
Behind that black curtain of mystery
lies hidden the answer to the riddle of
each individual life; perhaps it has to
do with a twist of temperament, a handicap of heredity, a circumstance — fortunate or calamitous — of environment.
The attempt to guess the riddle of
our neighbor's character is one of the

chief entertainments of social life; but
we are not playing the game fairly if we
make use of the key, however obtained,
to see if our solution of the mystery be
correct. The answer to a riddle is almost
always a disappointment; it is the attempt to guess it that is amusing.
In one of Chesterton's books there is
a man of mystery who never removes
from his face a pair of enormous and
perfectly black glasses, which totally
conceal his eyes and all the lines of expression around them. It is imagined,
from the circimistantial evidence of his
other features, that, if his eyes were revealed, the horror of their evil light
would blast all who looked upon them.
The Chestertonian truth is that, when
the man does remove his sf)ectacles, they
are found to conceal blue eyes of childlike simplicity and innocence!
Does the Bluebeard's Chamber of
our neighbor really contain the bodies
of his victims? Is it a vault containing
sepulchres of whitening bones, over
which he malevolently gloats when he
is alone? Is his secret room, perchance,
hung with mirrors, that he may know
himself from every angle, as he stands
alone with his own soul? Does he retire
to a cold, bleak, barren place, which
exists only that people may wonder
what it contains and never guess the
blighting truth that it is empty?
Does Bluebeard's Chamber, perchance, contain a shrine? Is it a chapel
to which he retires for prayer? To these
speculations we have no right to know
the answer. We have only the eternal
pleasure of guessing. But Life gives us
a hint, when she reminds us that Human Nature is as much ashamed of its
hidden virtues as of its secret vices. So
the answer to the riddle of 'What is
in Bluebeard's Chamber?' is the same
as the answer to the Mad Hatter's famous conundrum, 'Why is a raven like
a writing-desk?' — ' I have n't the
slightest idea!'
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Vernon Kellogg has returned from his
mission to Poland under the American Relief Administration to become the executive
secretary and chairman of the division
of educational relations of the National
Research Council, with headquarters in
Washington, D. C. His paper, 'Being Born
Alike But Different,' and a second on the
same theme to app)ear later are companionpieces to his essays on Death, printed in the
Atlantic in 1921. Atlantic readers may know
that Ellen N. La Motte is the author of a
book on the Opium Monopoly. Of her paper
on 'America and the Opium Trade' she assures us that she can quote chapter and verse
as to the sources from which she obtained her
facts. Girja Shankar Bajpai was engaged,
with others, in drawing up a report for the
League of Nations on the opium question.
But he contributes to the Atlantic's discussion of the opium trade as an individual, and
not as an official. Mr. Bajpai is a graduate
of Allahabad University and of Merton College, Oxford, and a member of the Indian
Civil Service.
* * *
Our old friend, James Norman Hall,
sends us some 'adventures of a bookish
nature' which he has had in his wanderings
in the South Seas.' Harold Trowbridge
Pulsifer is a member of the editorial staff of
the Outlook. Lucy Furman's second paper
from the Kentucky mountains throws more
light upon the doings of the Quare Women.
Gino Speranza is a New York lawyer and
a Connecticut Yankee born of Italian parents. His 'acquired American conscience'
has been stirred by Mrs. Cannon's 'American Misgivings,' and he writes, ' I feel that
those of the "New Stock" who have had
certain cultural advantages should cast aside
all reticence and speak with the utmost
frankness. For we too have our misgivings
about certain "alien influences" operating
disintegratingly on American civilization;
and for some of us such misgivings are
more heavUy burdened with anxiety than
those so far made vocal by writers of the

"Old Stock."' The poems on Washington
and Lincoln were written by a young Polish
boy, Sam Cohen, in the Americanization
School at Washington.
* **
We have the assurance of the founder of
the American Journal of Psychology, the
distinguished President-Emeritus of Clark
University, G. Stanley Hall, that his study
in Flapper psychology is based at every
point on factual data. Charles Rumford
Walker, having successfully faced the fires
of a steel mill, is now a member of the Atlantic's staff. It was to Amory Hare Cook
that John Masefield wrote the following
lines: —
There was a young girl from Philadelphia
Who wrote little 'pomes' very well-phia.
It ever she should die,
I would lay me down and cry.
And gloomily toll a little bell-phia.
James Boyd writes us from Southern Pines,
North Carolina, that ' U a n ' is Irish for a
Iamb, and of course everyone knows that
'fey' means enchanted or doomed to die.
Henderson Daingerfield Norman, who
was bom in Virginia and married to a
Kentuckian, is now living in Tacoma,
Washington. She is best known by her
translation of Rostand's plays. Carl W.
Ackennan brings to an end, in this number, the exciting story of his share in the
negotiations between England and Ireland
leading to the formation of the Irish Free
State. Joseph Husband sails from many
ports: in May from Chicago's inland harbor;
in June from the Golden Gate.
* **
Alexander Kaun, to whom we were
indebted for' The Last Days of Leo Tolstoy,'
in the March Atlantic, gives us this opportunity to print extracts from six letters
of Vladimir Korolenko — an indictment of
the Bolshevist regime written to Anatoly
VasUyevitch Lunacharsky at the latter's
suggestion. Mr. Kaun is a member of the
Slavic Department of the University of
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