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The incessant raise and swing of the sea
And growl after growl of crest
The sinkings, green, seething, endless

The upheaval ha]f—corncp(fgtciesd(.:o]d ;

The seas are in the hollow of The Hand;
Oceans may be turned to a spray

Raining down through the stars

Because of a gesture of pity toward a babe.
Oceans may become grey ashes,

Die with a long moan and a roar

Amid the tumult of the fishes

And the cries of the ships, '
Because The Hand beckons the mice.

A horizon smaller than a doomed assassin’s cap,
Inky, surging tumults
A reeling, drunken sky and no].slkily ;
A pale hand sliding from a polished spar.
¥ God is cold.

The puff of a coat imprisoning air:

A face kissing the water-death

A weary slow sway of a lost harl11d

And the sea, the moving sea, the sea.
) God is cold.
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at Indiana University in 1889, but Dreiser's education was to come from experi-
ence and from independent reading and thinking. This education began in 1892
when he wangled his first newspaper job with the Chicago Globe. Over the next
decade as an itinerant journalist Dreiser slowly groped his way to authorship, test-
ing what he knew from direct experience against what he was learning from reading
Charles Darwin, Ernst Haeckel, Thomas Huxley, and Herbert Spencer, those late-
nineteenth-century scientists and social scientists who lent support to the view that
nature and society had no divine sanction.

Sister Carrie (1900), which traces the material rise of Carrie Meeber and the
tragic decline of G. W. Hurstwood, was Dreiser’s first novel. Because it depicted
social transgressions by characters who felt no remorse and largely escaped punish-
ment, and because it used “strong” language and used names of living persons, it
was virtually suppressed by its publisher, who printed but refused to promote the
book. Since its reissue in 1907 it has steadily risen in popularity and scholarly
acceptance as one of the key works in the Dreiser canon. Indeed, though turn-of-
the-century readers found Dreiser’s point of view crude and immoral, his influence
on the fiction of the first quarter of the century is perhaps greater than any other
writer's. In this early period some of his best short fictions were written, among
them Nigger Jeff and Old Rogaum and His Theresa. The best of his short stories—
like all of Dreiser’s fiction—have the unusual power to compel our sympathy for
and wonder over characters whose minds and inner life we never really enter, but
the urgency of whose desire we are made to feel. For Theresa there is at least a
temporary rescue from the potentially dangerous consequences of her strong sexual
and imaginative awakening in the beguiling city strects; for Emily, there is only
prostitution and a ghastly death.

In the first years of the century Dreiser suffered a breakdown. With the help of
his brother Paul, however, he eventually recovered and by 1904 was on the way to
several successful years as an editor, the last of them as editorial director of the
Butterick Publishing Company. In 1910 he resigned to write Jennie Gerhardt
(1911), one of his best novels and the first of a long succession of books that marked
his turn to writing as a full-time career.

In The Financier (1912), The Titan (1914), and The Stoic (not published until
1947), Dreiser shifted from the pathos of helpless protagonists to the power of
those unusual individuals who assume dominant roles in business and society. The
protagonist of this “Trilogy of Desire” (as Dreiser described it), Frank Cowperwood,
is modeled after the Chicago speculator Charles T. Yerkes. These novels of the
businessman as buccaneer introduced, even more explicitly than had Sister Carrie,
the notion that men of high sexual energy were financially successful, a theme that
is carried over into the rather weak autobiographical novel The “Genius” (1915).

The identification of potency with money is at the heart of Dreiser’s greatest and
most successful novel, An American Tragedy (1925). The center of this immense
novel’s thick texture of biographical circumstance, social fact, and industrial detail
isa young man who acts as if the only way he can be truly fulfilled is by acquiring
wealth—through marriage if necessary.

During the last two decades of his life Dreiser turned entirely away from fiction
and toward political activism and polemical writing. He visited the Soviet Union
in 1927 and published Dreiser Looks at Russia the following vear. In the 1930s,
like many other American intellectuals and writers, Dreiser was increasingly
attracted by the philosophical program of the Communist party. Unable to believe
in traditional religious credos, vet unable to give up his strong sense of justice, he
continued to seek a way to reconcile his determinism with his compassionate sense
of the mystery of life.

In his lifetime Dreiser was controversial as a man and as a writer. He was
accused, with some justice by conventional standards, of being immoral in his
personal behavior, a poor thinker, and a dangerous political radical; his style was
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said (by critics more than by authors) to be ponderous and his narrative sense weak.
As time has passed, however, Dreiser has become recognized as a profound and
prescient critic of debased American values and as a powerful novelist.

Old Rogaum and His Theresa’

In all Bleecker Street* was no more comfortable doorway than that of the
butcher Rogaum, even if the first floor was given over to meat market pur-
_poses. It was to one side of the main entrance, which gave ingress to the
butcher shop, and from it led up a flight of steps, at least five feet wide, to the
living rooms above. A little portico stood out in front of it, railed on either
side, and within was a second or final door, forming, with the outer or storm
door, a little area, where Mrs. Rogaum and her children frequently sat of a
summer’s evening. The outer door was never locked, owing to the inconven-
ience it would inflict on Mr. Rogaum, who had no other way of getting
upstairs. In winter, when all had gone to bed, there had been cases in which
belated travelers had taken refuge there from the snow or sleet. One or two
newsboys occasionally slept there, until routed out by Officer Maguire, who,
seeing it half open one morning at two o’clock, took occasion to look in. He
jogged the newsboys sharply with his stick, and then, when they were gone,
tried the inner door, which was locked.

“You ought to keep that outer door locked, Rogaum,” he observed to the
phlegmatic butcher the next evening, as he was passing, “people might get in.
A couple o’ kids was sleepin’ in there last night.”

“Ach, dot iss no difference,” answered Rogaum pleasantly. “I haf der inner
door locked, yet. Let dem sleep. Dot iss no difference.”

“Better lock it,” said the officer, more to vindicate his authority than any-
thing else. “Something will happen there yet.”

The door was never locked, however, and now of a summer evening Mrs,
Rogaum and the children made pleasant use of its recess, watching the rout of
street cars and occasionally belated trucks go by. The children played on the
sidewalk, all except the budding Theresa (eighteen just turning), who, with
one companion of the neighborhood, the pretty Kenrihan girl, walked up and
down the block, laughing, glancing, watching the boys. Old Mrs. Kenrihan
lived in the next block, and there, sometimes, the two stopped. There, also,
they most frequently pretended to be when talking with the boys in the
intervening side street. Young “Connie” Almerting and George Goujon were
the bright particular mashers® who held the attention of the maidens in this
block. These two made their acquaintance in the customary bold, boyish way,
and thereafter the girls had an urgent desire to be out in the street together
after eight, and to linger where the boys could see and overtake them.

Old Mrs. Rogaum never knew. She was a particularly fat, old German lady,
completely dominated by her liege and portly lord, and at nine o’clock regu-

|. First published as Butcher Rogaum’s Door in
Reedy’s Mirror 2 (December 12, 1901). Dreiser revised
it, as Old Rogaum and His Theresa, for inclusion in
Free and Other Stories (1918), the source of the pres-
ent text.

2. A street in Greenwich Village in New York City.

Dreiser lived in Greenwich Village during the years
191718 while he revised this story.

3. Male flirts. Charles Drouet in Sister Carrie is ini-
tially described as a masher, a man “whose dress or
manners are calculated to elicit the admiration of sus-
ceptible young women."
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larly, as he had long ago deemed meet and fit, she was wont to betake her way
upward and so to bed. Old Rogaum himself, at that hour, closed the market
and went to his chamber.

Before that all the children were called sharply, once from the doorstep
below and once from the window above, only Mrs. Rogaum did it first and
Rogaum last. It had come, because of a shade of lenience, not wholly apparent
in the father’s nature, that the older of the children needed two callings and
sometimes three. Theresa, now that she had “got in” with the Kenrihan
maiden, needed that many calls and even more.

She was just at that age for which mere thoughtless, sensory life holds its
greatest charm. She loved to walk up and down in the as yet bright street where
were voices and laughter, and occasionally moonlight streaming down. What
anuisance it was to be called at nine, anyhow. Why should one have to go in
then, anyhow. What old fogies her parents were, wishing to go to bed so early.
Mrs. Kenrihan was not so strict with her daughter. It made her pettish when
Rogaum insisted, calling as he often did, in German, “Come you now,” in a
very hoarse and belligerent voice.

She came, eventually, frowning and wretched, all the moonlight calling
her, all the voices of the night urging her to come back. Her innate opposition
due to her urgent youth made her coming later and later, however, until now,
by August of this, her eighteenth year, it was nearly ten when she entered, and
Rogaum was almost invariably angry.

“Lvill lock you oudt,” he declared, in strongly accented English, while she
tried to slip by him each time. “I vill show you. Du sollst* come ven I say, yet.
Hear now.”

“I'll not,” answered Theresa, but it was always under her breath.

Poor Mrs. Rogaum troubled at hearing the wrath in her husband’s voice. It
spoke of harder and fiercer times which had been with her. Still she was not
powerful enough in the family councils to put in a weighty word. So Rogaum
fumed unrestricted.

There were other nights, however, many of them, and now that the young
sparks of the neighborhood had enlisted the girls’ attention, it was a more
trying time than ever. Never did a street seem more beautiful. Its shabby red
walls, dusty pavements and protruding store steps and iron railings seemed bits
of the ornamental paraphernalia of heaven itself. These lights, the cars, the
moon, the street lamps! Theresa had a tender eye for the dashing Almerting,
a young idler and loafer of the district, the son of a stationer farther up the
street. What a fine fellow he was, indeed! What a handsome nose and chin!
What eyes! What authority! His cigarette was always cocked at a high angle,
in her presence, and his hat had the least suggestion of being set to one side.
He had a shrewd way of winking one eye, taking her boldly by the arm, hailing
her as, “Hey, Pretty!” and was strong and athletic and worked (when he
worked) in a tobacco factory. His was a trade, indeed, nearly acquired, as he
said, and his jingling pockets attested that he had money of his own. Altogether
he was very captivating.

“Aw, whaddy ya want to go in for?” he used to say to her, tossing his head
gayly on one side to listen and holding her by the arm, as old Rogaum called.
“Tell him yuh didn’t hear.”

4. You shall (German).
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“No, I've got to go, ” said the girl, who was soft and plump and fair—a Rhine
maiden type.

“Well, yuh don’t have to 80 just yet. Stay another minute. George, what
was that fellow’s name that tried to sass us the other day?”

“Theresa!” roared old Rogaum forcefully. “If you do not now come! Ve
vill see!”

“T've got to go,” repeated Theresa with a faint effort at starting. “Can’t you
hear? Don’t hold me. I haf to.”

“Aw, whaddy ya want to be such a coward for? Y’ don’t have to go. He
won't do nothin’ tuh yuh. My old man was always hollerin’ like that up tuha
coupla years ago. Let him holler! Say, kid, but yuh got sweet eyes! They're as
blue! An’ your mouth . '

“Now stop! You hear mel” Theresa would protest softly, as, swiftly, he
would slip an arm about her waist and draw her to him, sometimes in a vain,
sometimes in a successful effort to kiss her.

As a rule she managed to interpose an elbow between her face and his, but
even then he would manage to touch an ear or a cheek or her neck—some-
times her mouth, full and warm—before she would develop sufficient energy
to push him away and herself free. Then she would protest mock earnestly or
sometimes run away.

“Now, I'll never speak to you any more, if that's the way you’re going to do.
My father don't allow me to kiss boys, anyhow,” and then she would run, half
ashamed, half smiling to herself as he would stare after her, or if she lingered,
develop a kind of anger and even rage.

“Aw, cut it! Whaddy ya want to be so shy for? Dontcha like me? What's
gettin” into yuh, anyhow? Hey?”

In the meantime George Goujon and Myrtle Kenrihan, their companions,
might be sweeting and going through a similar contest, perhaps a hundred feet

Almerting and Goujon as well as Myrtle Kenrihan would follow her to the
corner, almost in sight of the jrate o]d butcher.

“Let him call,” young Almerting would insist, laying a final hold on her soft
white fingers and causing her to quiver thereby.

“Oh, no,” she would gasp nervously. “I can’t.”

“Well, go on, then,” he would say, and with a flip of his heel would turn
back, leaving Theresa to wonder whether she had alienated him forever or no.
Then she would hurry to her father’s door.

“Muss ich all my time spenden calling, mit you on de streeds oudt?” old

own house, aber! Komst du vun minute nach® ten to-morrow und you vill see
vot you vill get. I vill der door lock. Du sollst not in kommen. Marki Oudt
sollst du stayen—oudt!” and he would glare wrathfully at her retreating figure.

Sometimes Theresa would whimper, sometimes cry or sulk. She almost
hated her father for his cruelty, “the big, fat, rough thing,” and just because

5. After (German
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she wanted to stay out in the bright streets, too! Because he was old and stout
and wanted to go to bed at ten, he thought every one else did. And outside
was the dark sky with its stars, the street lamps, the cars, the tinkle and laughter
of eternal life!

“Oh!” she would sigh as she undressed and crawled into her small neat bed.
To think that she had to live like this all her days! At the same time old
Rogaum was angry and equally determined. It was not so much that he imag-
ined that his Theresa was in bad company as yet, but he wished to forefend
against possible danger. This was not a good neighborhood by any means. The

again. Had not his wife told him so? If he had thought upon what far pilgrim-
age her feet had already ventured, or had even seen the dashing Almerting
hanging near, then had there been wrath indeed. As it was, his mind was more
or less at ease.

On many, many evenings it was much the same. Sometimes she got in on
time, sometimes not, but more and more “Connie” Almerting claimed her for
his “steady,” and bought her ice-cream. In the range of the short block and jts
confining corners it was all done, lingering by the curbstone and strolling a
half block either way in the side streets, until she had offended seriously at
home, and the threat was repeated anew. He often tried to persuade her to go
on picnics or outings of various kinds, but this, somehow, was not to be
thought of at her age—at least with him. She knew her father would never
endure the thought, and never even had the courage to mention it, let alone
run away. Mere lingering with him at the adjacent street corners brought
stronger and stronger admonishments—even more blows and the threat that
she should not get in at all.

Well enough she meant to obey, but on one radiant night late in June the
time fled too fast. The moon was so bright, the air so soft. The feel of far
summer things was in the wind and even in this dusty street. Theresa, in a
newly starched white summer dress, had been loitering up and down with
Myrtle when as usual they encountered Almerting and Goujon. Now it was
ten, and the regular calls were beginning.

“Aw, wait a minute,” said “Connie.” “Stand still. He won’t lock yuh out.”

“But he will, though,” said Theresa. “You don’t know him.”

“Well, if he does, come on back to me. I'll take care of yuh. I'll be here.,
But he won't though. If you stayed out a little while he'd letcha in all right.
That's the way my old man used to try to do me but it didn’t work with me. I
stayed out an’ he let me in, just the same. Don’tcha let him kidja.” He jingled
some loose change in his pocket.

Never in his life had he had a girl on his hands at any unseasonable hour,
but it was nice to talk big, and there was a club to which he belonged. The
Varick Street Roosters, and to which he had a key. It would be closed and
empty at this hour, and she could stay there until morning, if need be or with
Myrtle Kenrihan. He would take her there if she insisted. There was a sinister
grin on the youth’s face.

By now Theresa’s affections had carried her far. This youth with his slim
body, his delicate strong hands, his fine chin, straight mouth and hard dark
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eyes—how wonderful he seemed! He was but nineteen to her eighteen but
cold, shrewd, daring. Yet how tender he seemed to her, how well worth hav-
ing! Always, when he kissed her now, she trembled in the balance: There was
something in the iron grasp of his fingers that went through her like fire. His
glance held hers at times when she could scarcely endure it.

“I'll wait, anyhow,” he insisted. .

Longer and longer she lingered, but now for once no voice came.

She began to feel that something was wrong—a greater strain than if old
Rogaum’s voice had been filling the whole neighborhood.

“I've got to go,” she said. ,

“Gee, but you're a coward, yuh are!” said he derisively. “What 'r yuh, always
so scared about? He always says he'll lock yuh out, but he never does.’

“Yes, but he will,” she insisted nervously. “I think he has this time. Ygu
don’t know him. He’s something awful when he gets real mad. Oh, Connie,
I must go!” For the sixth or seventh time she moved, and once more he caught
her arm and waist and tried to kiss her, but she slipped away from him.

“Ah, yuh!” he exclaimed. “I wish he would lock yuh out!”

At her own doorstep she paused momentarily, more to so&en her progress
than anything. The outer door was open as usual, but not the inner. She tried
it, but it would not give. It was locked! For a moment she paused, cold fear
racing over her body, and then knocked.

No answer.

Again she rattled the door, this time nervously, and was about to cry out.

Still no answer.

At last she heard her father’s voice, hoarse and indifferent, not addressed to
her at all, but to her mother.

“Let her go, now,” it said savagely, from the front room where he supposed
she could not hear. “I vill her a lesson teach.”

“Hadn’t you better let her in now, yet?” pleaded Mrs. Rogaum faintly.

“No,” insisted Mr. Rogaum. “Nefer! Let her go now. If she vill alvays stay
oudt, let her stay now. Ve vill see how she likes dot.”

His voice was rich in wrath, and he was saving up a good beating for her
into the bargain, that she knew. She would have to wait and wait and Plead,
and when she was thoroughly wretched and subdued he would let her in and
beat her—such a beating as she had never received in all her born days.

Again the door rattled, and still she got no answer. Not even her call brought
a sound. .

Now, strangely, a new element, not heretofore apparent in her nature buﬁt
nevertheless wholly there, was called into life, springing in action as Dlana,
full formed. Why should he always be so harsh? She hadn'.t done anything bpt
stay out a little later than usual. He was always so anxious to keep her in
and subdue her. For once the cold chill of her girlish fears left her, and she
wavered angrily. o ) ’

“All right,” she said, some old German stubbornness springing up, “I won't
knock. You don’t need to let me in, then.”

A suggestion of tears was in her eyes, but she backed ﬁ.rm]y out onto the
stoop and sat down, hesitating. Old Rogaum saw her, lowering down from the
lattice, but said nothing. He would teach her for once what were proper hours!

6. A Roman deity, goddess of the moon, hunting, and women in childbirth.
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At the corner, standing, Almerting also saw her. He recognized the simple
white dress, and paused steadily, a strange thrill racing over him. Really they
had locked her out! Gee, this was new. It was great, in a way. There she was,
white, quiet, shut out, waiting at her father’s doorstep.

Sitting thus, Theresa pondered a moment, her girlish rashness and anger
dominating her. Her pride was hurt and she felt revengeful. They would shut
her out, would they? All right, she would go out and they should look to it
how they would get her back—the old curmudgeons. For the moment the
home of Myrtle Kenrihan came to her as a possible refuge, but she decided
that she need not go there yet. She had better wait about awhile and see—or
walk and frighten them. He would beat her, would he? Well, maybe he would
and maybe he wouldn’t. She might come back, but still that was a thing afar
off. Just now it didn’t matter so much. “Connie” was still there on the corner.
He loved her dearly. She felt it.

Getting up, she stepped to the now quieting sidewalk and strolled up the
street. It was a rather nervous procedure, however. There were street cars still,
and stores lighted and people passing, but soon these would not be, and she
was locked out. The side streets were already little more than long silent walks
and gleaming rows of lamps.

At the corner her youthful lover almost pounced upon her.

“Locked out, are yuh?” he asked, his eyes shining.

For the moment she was delighted to see him, for a nameless dread had
already laid hold of her. Home meant so much. Up to now it had been her
whole life.

“Yes,” she answered feebly.

“Well, let’s stroll on a little,” said the boy. He had not as yet quite made up
his mind what to do, but the night was young. It was so fine to have her with
him—his.

At the farther corner they passed Officers Maguire and Delahanty, idly
swinging their clubs and discussing politics.

“'Tis a shame,” Officer Delahanty was saying, “the way things are run
now,” but he paused to add, “Ain’t that old Rogaum’s girl over there with
young Almerting?”

“It is,” replied Maguire, looking after.

“Well, I'm thinkin’ he’d better be keepin’ an eye on her,” said the former.
“She’s too young to be runnin’ around with the likes o’ him.”

Maguire agreed. “He’s a young tough,” he observed. “I never liked him.
He's too fresh. He works over here in Myer's tobacco factory, and belongs to
The Roosters. He’s up to no good, I'll warrant that.”

“Teach "em a lesson, I would,” Almerting was saying to Theresa as they
strolled on. “We'll walk around a while an’ make ’em think yuh mean busi-
ness. They won’t lock yuh out any more. If they don’t let yuh in when we
come back I'll find yuh a place, all right.”

His sharp eyes were gleaming as he looked around into her own. Already he
had made up his mind that she should not go back if he could help it. He
knew a better place than home for this night, anyhow—the club room of the
Roosters, if nowhere else. They could stay there for a time, anyhow.

By now old Rogaum, who had seen her walking up the street alone, was
marveling at her audacity, but thought she would soon come back. It was
amazing that she should exhibit such temerity, but he would teach her! Such
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a whipping! At half-past ten, however, he stuck his head out of the open
window and saw nothing of her. At eleven, the same. Then he walked the
floor.

At first wrathful, then nervous, then nervous and wrathful, he finally ended
all nervous, without a scintilla of wrath. His stout wife sat up in bed and began
to wring her hands.

“Lie down!” he commanded. “You make me sick. I know vot I am doing!”

“Is she still at der door?” pleaded the mother.

“No,” he said. “I don't tink so. She should come ven I call.”

His nerves were weakening, however, and now they finally collapsed.

“She vent de stread up,” he said anxiously after a time. “I vill go after.”

Slipping on his coat, he went down the stairs and out into the night. It was
growing late, and the stillness and gloom of midnight were nearing. Nowhere
in sight was his Theresa. First one way and then another he went, looking
here, there, everywhere, finally groaning.

“Ach, Gott!” he said, the sweat bursting out on his brow, “vot in Teufel’s’
name iss dis?”

He thought he would seek a policeman, but there was none. Officer Ma-
guire had long since gone for a quiet game in one of the neighboring saloons.
His partner had temporarily returned to his own beat. Still old Rogaum hunted
on, worrying more and more.

Finally he bethought him to hasten home again, for she must have got
back. Mrs. Rogaum, too, would be frantic if she had not. If she were not there
he must go to the police. Such a night! And his Theresa——This thing could
not go on.

As he turned into his own corner he almost ran, coming up to the little
portico wet and panting. At a puffing step he turned, and almost fell over a
white body at his feet, a prone and writhing woman.

“Ach, Gott!” he cried aloud, almost shouting in his distress and excitement.
“Theresa, vot iss dis? Wilhelmina, a light now. Bring a light now, I say, for
himmel’s sake! Theresa hat sich umgebracht.® Help!”

He had fallen to his knees and was turning over the writhing, groaning
figure. By the pale light of the street, however, he could make out that it was
not his Theresa, fortunately, as he had at first feared, but another and yet there
was something very like her in the figure.

“Um!” said the stranger weakly. “Ah!”

The dress was gray, not white as was his Theresa’s, but the body was round
and plump. It cut the fiercest cords of his intensity, this thought of death toa
young woman, but there was something else about the situation which made
him forget his own troubles.

Mirs. Rogaum, loudly admonished, almost tumbled down the stairs. At the
foot she held the light she had brought—a small glass oil-lamp—and then
nearly dropped it. A fairly attractive figure, more girl than woman, rich in all
the physical charms that characterize a certain type, lay near to dying. Her soft
hair had fallen back over a good forehead, now quite white. Her pretty hands,
well decked with rings, were clutched tightly in an agonized grip. At her neck

a blue silk shirtwaist and light lace collar were torn away where she had
clutched herself, and on the white flesh was a yellow stain as of one who had

7. The Devil's. 8. Theresa has killed hersell (German).

s i 2 St i

OLb Rocaum anp His THERESA 1659

been burned. A strange odor reeked in the area, and in one corner was a
spilled bottle.

“Ach, Gott!” exclaimed Mrs. Rogaum. “It iss a vooman! She haf herself
gekilt. Run for der police! Oh, my! oh, my!”

Rogaum did not kneel for more than a moment. Somehow, this creature’s
fate seemed in some psychic way identified with that of his own daughter. He
bounded up, and jumping out his front door, began to call lustily for the
police. Ofﬁcer Maguire, at his social game nearby, heard the very first cry and
came running.

“What's the matter here, now?” he exclaimed, rushing up full and ready for
m%.rder, robbery, fire, or, indeed, anything in the whole roster of human cala-
mities.

“A vooman!” said Rogaum excitedly. “She haf herself umgebracht. She iss
dying. Ach, Gott! in my own doorstep, yet!”

“Vere iss der hospital?” put in Mrs. Rogaum, thinking clearly of an ambu-
lance, but not being able to express it. “She iss gekilt, sure. Oh! Oh!” and
banding over her the poor old motherly soul stroked the tightened hands, and
trickled tears upon the blue shirtwaist. “Ach, vy did you do dot?” she ’said
“Ach, for vy?” ' ‘

Qfﬁcer Maguire was essentially a man of action. He jumped to the sidewalk
amid the gathering company, and beat loudly with his club upon the stone
flagging. Then he ran to the nearest police phone, returning to aid in any
other way he might. A milk wagon passing on its way from the Jersey ferry
with a few tons of fresh milk aboard, he held it up and demanded a helping.

“Give us a quart there, will you?” he said authoritatively. “A woman’s swal-
lowed acid in here.”

“Sure,” said the driver, anxious to learn the cause of the excitement. “Got
a glass, anybody?”

Maguire ran back and returned, bearing a measure. Mrs. Rogaum stood
looking nervously on, while the stocky officer raised the golden head and
poured the milk.

“Here, now, drink this,” he said. “Come on. Try an’ swallow it.”

The gitl, a blonde of the type the world too well knows, opened her eyes
and looked, groaning a little. ,

“Dlr]ilnk it,” shouted the officer fiercely. “Do you want to die? Open your
mouth!”

Used to a fear of the law in all her days, she obeyed now, even in death.
The lips parted, the fresh milk was drained to the end, some spilling on neck
and cheek.

While they were working old Rogaum came back and stood looking on, by
the side of his wife. Also Officer Delahanty, having heard the peculiar wooden
ring of the stick upon the stone in the night, had come up.

“Ach, ach,” exclaimed Rogaum rather distractedly, “und she iss oudt yet. |
could not find her. Oh, oh!”

There was a clang of a gong up the street as the racing ambulance turned
rapidly in. A young hospital surgeon dismounted, and seeing the woman’s
condition, ordered immediate removal. Both officers and Rogaum, as well as
the surgeon, helped place her in the ambulance. After a moment the lone
bell, ringing wildly in the night, was all the evidence remaining that a tragedy
had been here.
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“Do you know how she came here?” asked Officer Delahanty, coming back

to get Rogaum’s testimony for the police. ) ,
’ §No ngo " answered Rogaum wretchedly. “She va]ss heSrE a!retty. | vass for
sghte i t. She iss avay.
daughter loog. Ach, himmel, I haf my daughter los ,
m);\‘lrs. gRogaum also chattered, the significance of Theresa’s absence all the
ainfully emphasized by this. . . .
m?;igofﬁcer did not at first get the import of this. He was only interested in
the facts of the present case. . )

“You say she was here when you come? Where was you? )

“I say I vass for my daughter loog. I come here, und der vooman vass here
now alretty.” -

“Yes. What time was this? Ehous.”

“Only now yet. Yussed a half-hour. .

Officer Maguire had strolled up, after chasing away a small crowd t'ha:] }:Ed
gathered with fierce and unholy threats. For the first time now he noticed the
peculiar perturbation of the usually placid German couple. .

“What about your daughter?” he asked, catching a word as to that.

Both old people raised their voices at once. .

“She hafpgoxl:e. She haf run avay. Ach, himmel, ve must for her loog.

M . t. ”
ck—she could not get in. Ve had der door shu . .
QL‘]‘lLocked her out, eh?” inquired Maguire after a time, hearing much of the

t of the story. .
l’es“Yc')es " exp];,ined Rogaum. “It was to schkare her a liddle. She vould not

me ven [ called.” - . -
co“Sure that's the girl we saw walkin’ with young Almerting, do ye mind

' i " sai Maguire.
The one in the white dress,” said Delahanty to o

“iNhite dress, yah!” echoed Rogaum, and then the fact of her walking with

e one came home like a blow. e
SOI‘TIDid you hear dot?” he exclaimed even as Mrs. Rogaum did likewise. “Mein
ngQ
Gott, hast du das gehoert? .

He fairly jumped as he said it. His hands flew up to his stout and ruddy
head. ) . -

e‘a}Whaddy ya want to let her out for nights?” asked Magu.lre roughly, catch

ing the drift of the situation. “That’s no time for young girls to be out,hany-
how, and with these toughs around here. Sure, I saw her, nearly two hours
ag‘o‘;\ch " groaned Rogaum. “Two hours yet. Ho, ho, ho!” His voice was
ite hysteric. ‘ , -
qu‘I‘We])] go on in,” said Officer Delahanty. “There’s no use ye]]uy1 outbfierf.
Give us ; description of her an’ we'll send out an alarm. You won't be able to
find her walkin’ around.” .
nHer parents described her exactly. The two men turned to tbe nearest pollci_
box and then disappeared, leaving the old German cpuple in the thr:i)i; 0
distress. A time-worn old church-clock nearby now chimed out one 31{1 en
two. The notes cut like knives. Mrs. Rogaum began fearfully to cry. Rogaum

-alked and blustered to himself. . .

“a“lte's a queer case, that,” said Officer Delahanty to Maguire after hzvmg
reported the matter of Theresa, but referring solely to the outcast of the door-

9. My God, did you hear that? (German).
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way so recently sent away and in whose fate they were much more interested.
She being a part of the commercialized vice of the city, they were curious as
to the cause of her suicide. [ think | know that woman. I think [ know where
she came from. You do, too—Adele’s, around the corner, eh? She didn’t
come into that doorway by herself, either. She was put there. You know how
they do.”

“You're right,” said Maguire. “She was put there, all right, and that’s just
where she come from, too.”

The two of them now tipped up their noses and cocked their eyes signifi-
cantly.

“Let’s go around,” added Maguire.

They went, the significant red light over the transom at 68 telling its own
story. Strolling leisurely up, they knocked. At the very first sound a painted
denizen of the half-world opened the door,

“Where’s Adele?” asked Maguire as the two, hats on as usual, stepped in.

“She’s gone to bed.”

“Tell her to come down.”

They seated themselves deliberately in the gaudy mirrored parlor and
waited, conversing between themselves in whispers. Presently a sleepy-looking
woman of forty in a gaudy robe of heavy texture, and slippered in red,
appeared.

“We're here about that suicide case you had tonight. What about it? Who
was she? How'd she come to be in that doorway around the corner? Come,
now,” Maguire added, as the madam assumed an air of mingled injured and
ignorant innocence, “you know. Can that stuff! How did she come to take
poison?”

“I don’t know what you're talking about,” said the woman with the utmost
air of innocence. “I never heard of any suicide.”

“Aw, come now,” insisted Delahanty, “the girl around the corner. You
know. We know you've got a pull, but we've got to know about this case,
just the same. Come across now. It won'’t be published. What made her take
the poison?”

Under the steady eyes of the officers the woman hesitated, but finally
weakened.

“Why—why—her lover went back on her—that’s all. She got so blue we
just couldn’t do anything with her. I tried to, but she wouldn't listen.”

“Lover, eh?” put in Maguire as though that were the most unheard-of thing
in the world. “What was his name?”

“I'don’t know. You never can tel] that.”

“What was her name—Annie?” asked Delahanty wisely, as though he knew
but was merely inquiring for form’s sake.

“No—Emily.”

“Well, how did she come to get over there, anyhow?” inquired Maguire
most pleasantly.

“George took her,” she replied, referring to a man-of-all-work about the
place.

Then little by little as they sat there the whole miserable story came out,
miserable as all the wilfulness and error and suffering of the world.

“How old was she?”

“Oh, twenty-one.”
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“Well, where'd she come from?”

“Oh, here in New York. Her family locked her out one night, I think.”

Something in the way the woman said this last brought old Rogaum and his
daughter back to the policemen’s minds. They had forgotten all about her by
now, although they had turned in an alarm. Fearing to interfere too much
with this well-known and politically controlled institution, the two men left,
but outside they fell to talking of the other case.

“We ought to tell old Rogaum about her some time,” said Maguire to Dela-
hanty cynically. “He locked his kid out to-night.”

“Yes, it might be a good thing for him to hear that,” replied the other.
“We'd better go round there an’ see if his girl’s back yet. She may be back by
now,” and so they returned but little disturbed by the joint miseries.

At Rogaum’s door they once more knocked loudly.

“Is your daughter back again?” asked Maguire when a reply was had.

“Ach, no,” replied the hysterical Mrs. Rogaum, who was quite alone now.
“My husband he haf gone oudt again to loog vunce more. Oh, my! Oh, my!”

“Well, that’s what you get for lockin’ her out,” returned Maguire loftily, the
other story fresh in his mind. “That other girl downstairs here tonight was
locked out too, once.” He chanced to have a girl-child of his own and some-
how he was in the mood for pointing a moral. “You oughtn’t to do anything
like that. Where d’yuh expect she’s goin’ to if you lock her out?”

Mrs. Rogaum groaned. She explained that it was not her fault, but anyhow
it was carrying coals to Newcastle to talk to her so. The advice was better for
her husband.

The pair finally returned to the station to see if the call had been attend-
ed to.

“Sure,” said the sergeant, “certainly. Whaddy ya think?” and he read from
the blotter before him:

“ ‘Look out for girl, Theresa Rogaum. Aged 18; height, about 5, 3; light
hair, blue eyes, white cotton dress, trimmed with blue ribbon. Last seen with
lad named Almerting, about 19 years of age, about 5, 9; weight 135 pounds.” "

There were other details even more pointed and conclusive. For over an
hour now, supposedly, policemen from the Battery to Harlem, and far beyond,
had been scanning long streets and dim shadows for a girl in a white dress with
a youth of nineteen,—supposedly.

Ofhcer Halsey, another of this region, which took in a portion of Washing-
ton Square, had seen a good many couples this pleasant summer evening
since the description of Theresa and Almerting had been read to him over the
telephone, but none that answered to these. Like Maguire and Delahanty, he
was more or less indifferent to all such cases, but idling on a corner near the
park at about three a.m., a brother officer, one Paisly by name, came up and
casually mentioned the missing pair also.

“I bet | saw that couple, not over an hour ago. She was dressed in white,
and looked to me as if she didn’t want to be out. I didn’t happen to think at

the time, but now I remember. They acted sort o’ funny. She did, anyhow.
They went in this park down at the Fourth Street end there.”

“Supposing we beat it, then,” suggested Halsey, weary for something to do.

“Sure,” said the other quickly, and together they began a careful search,
kicking around in the moonlight under the trees. The moon was leaning mod-
erately toward the west, and all the branches were silvered with light and dew.
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Among the flowers, past clumps of bushes, near the fountain, they searched
ea.ch one going his way alone. At last, the wandering Halsey pushed beside z;
thlck.c]ump of flaming bushes, ruddy, slightly, even in the light. A murmur
of voices greeted him, and something very much like the sound of 2 sob

:What's that?” he said mentally, drawing near and listening, '

YVhy don’t you come on now?” said the first of the voices heard. “They
won't let you in any more. You're with me, ain’t you? What's the use cryin’?”

‘I‘\Io answer to this, but no sobs. She must have been crying silently. .

Come on. I can take care of yuh. We can live in Hoboken.!' I know a place
where we can go to-night. That's all right.”

There was a movement as if the speaker were patting her on the shoulder.

What's the use cryin’? Don’t you believe [ love yuh?”

The officer who had stolen quietly around to get a better view now came
cl'oser. He wanted to see for himself. In the moonlight, from a comfortable
distance, he could see them seated. The tall bushes were almost all about the
bench. In the arms of the youth was the gitl in white, held very close. Leaning
over to get a better view, he saw him kiss her and hold her—hold her in such
a way that she could but yield to him, whatever her slight disinclination.

It was a common affair at earlier hours, but rather interesting now. The
officer was interested. He crept nearer.

“What are you two doin’ here?” he suddenly inquired, rising before them
as though he had not seen. ,

. The girl tumbled out of her compromising position, speechless and blushin
violently. The young man stood up, nervous, but still defiant. *

“Aw, we were just sittin’ here,” he replied.

“Yes? Well, say, what's your name? [ think we're lookin’ for you two any-
how. Almerting?” ’

“That’s me,” said the youth.

:‘And yours?” he added, addressing Theresa.

“Theresa Rogaum,” replied the latter brokenly, beginning to cry.

‘er]], you two'll have to come along with me,” he added ]acor{ica]]y. “The
CziPtaln wants to see both of you,” and he marched them solemnly away.

“What for?” young Almerting ventured to inquire after a time, blanched
with fright. ’

“Never mind,” replied the policeman irritably. “Come along, you'll find out
at the station house. We want you both. That’s enough.”

At.the other end of the park Paisly joined them, and, at the station-house
the glrl was given a chair. She was all tears and melancholy with a modicum
pgssxb]y of relief at being thus rescued from the world. Her companion, for all
hlS‘ youth, was defiant if circumspect, a natural animal defeated of its a’im.

‘Be.tter go for her father,” commented the sergeant, and by four in the
moming old Rogaum, who had still been up and walking the floor, was rush-
ing stationward. From an earlier rage he had passed to an almost ki’]]ing grief,
but now at the thought that he might possibly see his daughter alive and we]i
once more he was overflowing with a mingled emotion which contained rage
fear, sorrow, and a number of other things. What should he do to her if shé

were alive? Beat her? Kiss her? Or what? Arrived at the station, however, and
seeing his fair Theresa in the hands of the police, and this ’young str;nger

I A seaport in northcastern New Jersey, opposite New York City.
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lingering near, also detained, he was beside himself with fear, rage, affection.

“You! You!” he exclaimed at once, glaring at the imperturbable Almerting,
when told that this was the young man who was found with his girl. Then,
seized with a sudden horror, he added, turning to Theresa, “Vot haf you done?
Oh, oh! You! You!” he repeated again to Almerting angrily, now that he felt
that his daughter was safe. “Come not near my tochter any more! I vill preak
your effery pone, du teufel, du!”

He made a move toward the incarcerated lover, but here the sergeant inter-
fered. ’

“Stop that, now,” he said calmly. “Take your daughter out of here and go
home, or I'll lock you both up. We don’t want any fighting in here. D’ye hear?
" Keep your daughter off the streets hereafter, then she won’t get into trouble.
Don'’t let her run around with such young toughs as this.” Almerting winced.
“Then there won'’t anything happen to her. We'll do whatever punishing’s to
be done.”

“Aw, what’s eatin’ him!” commented Almerting dourly, now that he felt
himself reasonably safe from a personal encounter. “What have I done? He
locked her out, didn’t he? I was just keepin’ her company till morning.”

“Yes, we know all about that,” said the sergeant, “and about you, too. You
shut up, or you'll go downtown to Special Sessions. I want no guff out o’ you.”
Still he ordered the butcher angrily to be gone.

Old Rogaum heard nothing. He had his daughter. He was taking her home.
She was not dead—not even morally injured in so far as he could learn. He
was a compound of wondrous feelings. What to do was beyond him.

At the corner near the butcher shop they encountered the wakeful Maguire,
still idling, as they passed. He was pleased to see that Rogaum had his Theresa
once more. It raised him to a high, moralizing height.

“Don't lock her out any more,” he called significantly. “That's what brought
the other girl to your door, you know!”

“Vot iss dot?” said Rogaum.

“I say the other girl was locked out. That's why she committed suicide.”

“Ach, I know,” said the husky German under his breath, but he had no
intention of locking her out. He did not know what he would do until they
were in the presence of his crying wife, who fell upon Theresa, weeping. Then
he decided to be reasonably lenient.

“She vass like you,” said the old mother to the wandering Theresa, ignorant
of the seeming lesson brought to their very door. “She vass loog like you.”

“I vill not vip you now,” said the old butcher solemnly, too delighted to
think of punishment after having feared every horror under the sun, “aber, go
not oudt any more. Keep off de streads so late. I von'’t haf it. Dot loafer, aber—
let him yussed come here some more! I fix him!”

“No, no," said the fat mother tearfully, smoothing her daughter’s hair. “She
vouldn't run avay no more yet, no, no.” Old Mrs. Rogaum was all mother.

“Well, you wouldn’t let me in,” insisted Theresa, “and I didn’t have any
place to go. What do you want me to do? 'm not going to stay in the house
all the time.”

“I fix him!” roared Rogaum, unloading all his rage now on the recreant
lover freely. “Yussed let him come some more! Der penitentiary he should
haf!”

“Oh, he’s not so bad,” Theresa told her mother, almost a heroine now that
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she was home and safe. “He’s Mr. Almerting, the stationer’s boy. They live
here in the next block.”

“Don’t you ever bother that girl again,” the sergeant was saying to young
Almerting as he turned him loose an hour later. “If you do, we'll get you, and
you won't get off under six months. Y’ hear me, do you?”

“Aw, I don’t want ’er,” replied the boy truculently and cynically. “Let him
have his old daughter. What'd he want to lock "er out for? They'd better not
lock "er out again though, that’s all I say. | don’t want er.”

“Beat it!” replied the sergeant, and away he went.
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his time. By his twenty-eighth birthday The Call of the Wild had made him
famous.

London said he disliked his profession and claimed that he wrote for money, but
he was also a methodical and careful craftsman who produced a minimum of a
thousand publishable words a day six days a week. He wrote on many subjects,
from agronomy to penal reform, from astral projection to warfare. The most endur-
ingly popular of his stories involved the primitive (and melodramatic) struggle of
strong and weak individuals in the context of irresistible natural forces such as the
wild sea or the Arctic wastes. At a time when.America’s frontier was closing and
President Theodore Roosevelt was urging the strenuous life, London adapted the
physical ruggedness and psychological independence of Rudyard Kipling’s heroes
to the American experience in The Call of the Wild, The Sea-Wolf, and White
Fang (1906). Like his contemporaries Stephen Crane and Frank Norris (and like
Hemingway a generation later), London was fascinated by the way violence tested
and defined human character, though he was much more interested in ideas than
Crane and less sentimental than Norris. Thus, in The Law of Life, the tribal patri-
arch’s death is depicted both as an illustration of the law that all living things die
and in terms of the particular psychological state of the individual facing his end.

London continued to write until his death in 1916 from a “gastrointestinal type
of uraemia,” widely supposed to have been suicide. But the bulk of his best work
had been done by 1910. He had written too much too fast, with too little concern
for the stylistic and formal refinement and subtlety of characterization that rank
high with critics. He had not, moreover, reconciled his contradictory views of
humanity’s nature and destiny. But London’s stories of humanity in and against
nature continue to be popular all over the world. In them, London strips every-
thing down to the symbolic starkness of dream, to a primordial simplicity that has
the strange and compelling power of ancient myth.

The Law of Life!

Old Koskoosh listened greedily. Though his sight had long since faded, his
hearing was still acute, and the slightest sound penetrated to the glimmering
intelligence which yet abode behind the withered forehead, but which no
longer gazed forth upon the things of the world. Ah! that was Sit-cum-to-ha,
shrilly anathematizing the dogs as she cuffed and beat them into the harnesses.
Sit-cum-to-ha was his daughter’s daughter, but she was too busy to waste a
thought upon her broken grandfather, sitting alone there in the snow, forlomn
and helpless. Camp must be broken. The long trail waited while the short day
refused to linger. Life called her, and the duties of life, not death. And he was
very close to death now.

The thought made the old man panicky for the moment, and he stretched
forth a palsied hand which wandered tremblingly over the small heap of dry
wood beside him. Reassured that it was indeed there, his hand returned to the
shelter of his mangy furs, and he again fell to listening. The sulky crackling of
half-frozen hides told him that the chief’s moose-skin lodge had been struck,
and even then was being rammed and jammed into portable compass. The
chief was his son, stalwart and strong, head man of the tribesmen, and a
mighty hunter. As the women toiled with the camp luggage, his voice rose,
chiding them for their slowness. Old Koskoosh strained his ears. It was the last

1. This story was first printed in McClure's Magazine (March 1901) and was included in the collection Children
of the Frost (1902); the present text is a reprint from McClure's.
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time he would hear that voice. There went Geehow's lodge! And Tusken’s!
Seven, eight, nine; only the Shaman’s could be still standing. There! They
were at work upon it now. He could hear the Shaman grunt as he piled it on
the sled. A child whimpered, and a woman soothed it with soft, crooning
gutturals. Little Koo-tee, the old man thought, a fretful child, and not over
strong. It would die soon, perhaps, and they would burn a hole through the
frozen tundra and pile rocks above to keep the wolverines away. Well, what
did it matter? A few years at best, and as many an empty belly as a full one.
And in the end, Death waited, ever-hungry and hungriest of them all.

What was that? Oh, the men lashing the sleds and drawing tight the thongs.
He listened, who would listen no more. The whip-lashes snarled and bit
among the dogs. Hear them whine! How they hated the work and the traill
They were off! Sled after sled churned slowly away into the silence. They were
gone. They had passed out of his life, and he faced the last bitter hour alone.
No. The snow crunched beneath a moccasin; a man stood beside him; upon
his head a hand rested gently. His son was good to do this thing. He remem-
bered other old men whose sons had ‘not waited after the tribe. But his son
had. He wandered away into the past, till the young man’s voice brought
him back.

“Is it well with you?” he asked.

And the old man answered, “It is well.”

“There be wood beside you,” the younger man continued, “and the fire
burns bright. The morning is gray, and the cold has broken. It will snow
presently. Even now is it snowing.”

“Ay, even now is it snowing.”

“The tribesmen hurry. Their bales are heavy, and their bellies flat with lack
of feasting. The trail is long and they travel fast. I go now. It is well?”

“It is well. T am as a last year’s leaf, clinging lightly to the stem. The first
breath that blows, and I fall. My voice is become like an old woman’s. My
eyes no longer show me the way of my feet, and my feet are heavy, and [ am
tired. It is well.”

He bowed his head in content till the last noise of the complaining snow
had died away, and he knew his son was beyond recall. Then his hand crept
out in haste to the wood. It alone stood betwixt him and the eternity which
yawned in upon him. At last the measure of his life was a handful of fagots.
One by one they would go to feed the fire, and just so, step by step, death
would creep upon him. When the last stick had surrendered up its heat, the
frost would begin to gather strength. First his feet would yield, then his hands;
and the numbness would travel, slowly, from the extremities to the body. His
head would fall forward upon his knees, and he would rest. It was easy. All
men must die.

He did not complain. It was the way of life, and it was just. He had been
bomn close to the earth, close to the earth had he lived, and the law thereof
was not new to him. It was the law of all flesh. Nature was not kindly to the
flesh. She had no concern for that concrete thing called the individual. Her
interest lay in the species, the race. This was the deepest abstraction old
Koskoosh’s barbaric mind was capable of, but he grasped it firmly. He saw it
exemplified in all life. The rise of the sap, the bursting greenness of the willow
bud, the fall of the yellow leaf—in this alone was told the whole history. But
one task did nature set the individual. Did he not perform it, he died. Did he
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perform it, it was all the same, he died. Nature did not care; there were plenty
who were obedient, and it was only the obedience in this matter, not the
obedient, which lived and lived always. The tribe of Koskoosh was very old.
The old men he had known when a boy, had known old men before them.
Therefore it was true that the tribe lived, that it stood for the obedience of all
its members, way down into the forgotten past, whose very resting places were
unremembered. They did not count; they were episodes. They had passed
away like clouds from a summer sky. He also was an episode, and would pass
away. Nature did not care. To life she set one task, gave one law. To perpetu-
ate was the task of life, its law was death. A maiden was a good creature to
look upon, full-breasted and strong, with spring to her step anq light in her
eyes. But her task was vet before her. The light in her eyes br.lgl.ltened, her
step quickened, she was now bold with the young men, now tlml.d, and she
gave them of her own unrest. And ever she grew fairer and yet fairer to loqk
upon, till some hunter, able no longer to withhold himself, toolf her to his
lodge to cook and toil for him and to become the mother of his children. And
with the coming of her offspring her looks left her. Her ]imbs dragged a.nd
shuffled, her eyes dimmed and bleared, and only the little children found joy
against the withered cheek of the old squaw by the fire. Her task was done.
But a little while, on the first pinch of famine or the first long trail, and she
would be left, even as he had been left, in the snow, with a little pile of wood.
Such was the law. . .

He placed a stick carefully upon the fire and resumed his medltatlpns. It
was the same everywhere, with all things. The mosquitos vanished with the
first frost. The little tree-squirrel crawled away to die. When age settled upon
the rabbit it became slow and heavy, and could no longer outfoot its enemies.
Even the big bald-face grew clumsy and blind and quarrelsome, in the end to
be dragged down by a handful of yelping huskies. He remembered ho.w he had
abandoned his own father on an upper reach of the Klondike one winter, th'e
winter before the missionary came with his talk-books and his box of .medx-
cines. Many a time had Koskoosh smacked his lips over tbe fecoyl,lectlon of
that box, though now his mouth refused to moisten. The “painkiller” had been
especially good. But the missionary was a bother after all, for he brought no
meat into the camp, and he ate heartily, and the hunters grumbled. But he
chilled his lungs on the divide by the Mayo, and the dogs afterwards nosed the
stones away and fought over his bones. .

Koskoosh placed another stick on the fire and harked back deeper into the
past. There was the time of the Great Famine, when thg pld men crouched
empty-bellied to the fire, and from their lips fell dim traditions of the ancient
day when the Yukon ran wide open for three winters, and then lay frozen for
three summers. He had lost his mother in that famine. In the summer the
salmon run had failed, and the tribe looked forward to the winter and the
coming of the caribou. Then the winter came, but with it there were no cari-
bou. Never had the like been known, not even in the lives of the old men:
But the caribou did not come, and it was the seventh year, and the rabbits had
not replenished, and the dogs were naught but bundles of bones. And through
the long darkness the children wailed and died, and the women, and the old
men; and not one in ten of the tribe lived to meet the sun when it came back
in the spring. That was a famine! .

But he had seen times of plenty, too, when the meat spoiled on their hands,
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and the dogs were fat and worthless with over-eating—times when they let the
game go unkilled, and the women were fertile, and the lodges were cluttered
with sprawling men-children and women-children. Then it was the men
became high-stomached, and revived ancient quarrels, and crossed the divides
to the south to kill the Pellys, and to the west that they might sit by the dead
fires of the Tananas. He remembered, when a boy, during a time of plenty,
when he saw a moose pulled down by the wolves. Zing-ha lay with him in the
snow and watched—Zing-ha, who later became the craftiest of hunters, and
who, in the end, fell through an air-hole on the Yukon, They found him, a
month afterward, just as he had crawled half-way out and frozen stiff to the ice.

But the moose. Zing-ha and he had gone out that day to play at hunting
after the manner of their fathers. On the bed of the creek they struck the fresh
track of a moose, and with it the tracks of many wolves. “An old one,” Zing-
ha, who was quicker at reading the sign, said—“an old one who cannot keep
up with the herd. The wolves have cut him out from his brothers, and they
will never leave him.” And it was so. It was their way. By day and by night,
never resting, snarling on his heels, snapping at his nose, they would stay by
him to the end. How Zing-ha and he felt the blood-lust quicken! The finish
would be a sight to seel

Eager-footed, they took the trail, and even he, Koskoosh, slow of sight and
an unversed tracker, could have followed it blind, it was so wide. Hot were
they on the heels of the chase, reading the grim tragedy, fresh-written, at every
step. Now they came to where the moose had made a stand. Thrice the length
of a grown man’s body, in every direction, had the snow been stamped about
and uptossed. In the midst were the deep impressions of the splay-hoofed
game, and all about, everywhere, were the lighter footmarks of the wolves.
Some, while their brothers harried the kill, had lain to one side and rested.
The full-stretched impress of their bodies in the snow was as perfect as though
made the moment before. One wolf had been caught in a wild lunge of the
maddened victim and trampled to death. A few bones, well picked, bore
witness.

Again, they ceased the uplift of their snowshoes at a second stand. Here the
great animal had fought desperately. Twice had he been dragged down, as the
snow attested, and twice had he shaken his assailants clear and gained footing
once more. He had done his task long since, but none the less was life dear to
him. Zing-ha said it was a strange thing, a moose once down to get free again;
but this one certainly had. The Shaman would see signs and wonders in this
when they told him.

And yet again, they came to where the moose had made to mount the bank
and gain the timber. But his foes had laid on from behind, till he reared and
fell back upon them, crushing two deep into the snow. It was plain the kill
was at hand, for their brothers had left them untouched. Two more stands
were hurried past, brief in time-length and very close together. The trail was
red now, and the clean stride of the great beast had grown short and slovenly.
Then they heard the first sounds of the battle—not the full-throated chorus of
the chase, but the short, snappy bark which spoke of close quarters and teeth
to flesh. Crawling up the wind, Zing-ha bellied it through the snow, and with
him crept he, Koskoosh, who was to be chief of the tribesmen in the years to
come. Together they shoved aside the under branches of a young spruce and
peered forth. It was the end they saw.
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The picture, like all of youth’s impressions, was still st.rong with him,.and
his dim eyes watched the end played out as vividly as in that far-off time.
Koskoosh marveled at this, for in the days which followed, when he was a
leader of men and a head of councilors, he had done great deeds and made
his name a curse in the mouths of the Pellys, to say naught of the strange
white man he had killed, knife to knife, in open fight. .

For long he pondered on the days of his youth, till the fire died down and
the frost bit deeper. He replenished it with two sticks this time, and gauged his
grip on life by what remained. If Sit-cum-to-ha had only remembered her
grandfather, and gathered a larger armful, his hours would have been longer.
it would have been easy. But she was ever a careless child, and honored not
her ancestors from the time the Beaver, son of the son of Zing-ha, ﬁr.st cast
eves upon her. Well, what mattered it? Had he not done likewise in his own
quick youth? For a while he listened to the silence. Perhaps the beart of his
son might soften, and he would come back with the dogs to take his old father
on with the tribe to where the caribou ran thick and the fat hung heavy upon

hem.

t He strained his ears, his restless brain for the moment stilled. Not a stir,
nothing. He alone took breath in the midst of the great silence. I't.was very
lonely, Hark! What was that? A chill passed over his body. The familiar, long-
drawn howl broke the void, and it was close at hand. Then on his darkened
eyes was projected the vision of the moose—the old bull moose.—the torn
flanks and bloody sides, the riddled mane, and the great branching homs,
down low and tossing to the last. He saw the flashing forms of gray, t_he gleam-
ing eyes, the lolling tongues, the slavered fangs. And he saw the inexorable
circle close in till it became a dark point in the midst of the stamped snow.

A cold muzzle thrust against his cheek, and at its touch his soul legped back
to the present. His hand shot into the fire and dragged out a burning fagot.
Overcome for the nonce by his hereditary fear of man, the brute rc.streatt.ad,
raising a prolonged call to his brothers; and greedily they answered, till a ring
of crouching, jaw-slobbered gray was stretched round about. The old man
listened to the drawing in of this circle. He waved his brand wildly, and sniffs
turned to snarls; but the panting brutes refused to scatter. Now one \Yormed
his chest forward, dragging his haunches after, now a second, now a third; but
never a one drew back. Why should he cling to life? he asked, and dropped
the blazing stick into the snow. It sizzled and went out. The circle grunted
uneasily, but held its own. Again he saw the last stand of the glq bull moose,
and Koskoosh dropped his head warily upon his knees. What did it matter after
all? Was it not the law of life?

1901, 1902

NATIVE AMERICAN CHANTS AND SONGS

THE NAVAJO NIGHT CHANT

The Navajo migrated to the American Southwest from points further north some-
where between a.p. 1000-1300. Once settled, the Navajo learned farming and
weaving from the Pueblo peoples; they later acquired livestock from the Spanish
and developed silver-working skills from contact with the Mexicans. When the
United States took possession of the southwestern territories in 1848 after the Mexi-
can war, it inherited the problem of raiding Navajos. In 1863, the government
hired the well-known scout Kit Carson to subdue the Navajo by destroying their
crops and livestock. One year later starving Navajo people began to make their way
into Fort Defiance. Later that vear, some eight thousand Navajo were forced to
make the Long Walk from Fort Defiance in western Arizona three hundred miles
to Fort Sumner in east-central New Mexico, where they were imprisoned. This
traumnatic event is remembered by the Navajo as the Trail of Tears is remembered
by the Cherokee and Wounded Knee by the Sioux. In 1868 a new treaty estab-
lished a three-million-acre reservation for the Navajo in New Mexico and Ari-
zona—and the people began to return to their homes. Despite food shortages,
drought, and further land cessions, the Navajo gradually grew in number. Today
they are the most populous American Indian group in the United States.

Ceremonies are a central part of Navajo culture. They are used to enhance
life—to promote a successful hunt and good crops—to cure physical illness, and
to remedy misfortunes of all kinds—a fire or miscarriage, lightning striking sheep.
Although songs, dances, and sand paintings are important parts of Navajo ceremo-
nies, it was the intoning of long, complex prayers that led the first recorders of
these ceremonies to call them chants. An individual desiring that a ceremony be
performed first consults with a seer, a ritual diagnostician who determines which
chant is likely to address the problem at hand. The initiator of the ceremony is
referred to as the “patient,” regardless of whether she or he is sick in the Western
sense. The chants may last from one to nine nights. They are conducted by an
expert in a particular ceremonial, a person endowed not so much with special
power (as is the seer) as with special knowledge. Each ceremonial requires elaborate
preparation by the chanter and the patient’s family. The chanter must renew or
refresh ritual objects to be used during the ceremony—masks, prayer sticks, and
the like—and the family must provide such things as the baskets used as drums
that the chanter will require and food for the many invited guests.

The Night Chant is one of the most elaborate of Navajo ceremonials, taking a
full nine nights to perform. It begins at sunset, when the chanter enters the house
of the patient and a crier, standing at the door, calls, Biké hatdli haki (“Come on
the trail of song”), enjoining both the patient and the guests to participate. The
patient seats himself or herself west of a fire that has been kindled for the ceremony:
the place of honor. At sunrise on the ninth day, after an elaborate series of songs,
dances, and chanted prayers, the patient is invited to look eastward and greet the
dawn in newfound health and wholeness.

The earliest and still most detailed version of the Navajo Night Chant was pub-
lished in 1902 by Washington Matthews (1843-1905), an army surgeon assigned
to Fort Wingate, New Mexico, in the 1880s. Drawn to the culture of the Navajo,
Matthews learned their language and published his first study of a Navajo ceremo-
nial, The Mountain Chant, in 1887. After witnessing a Night Chant in the fall of
1854, Matthews devoted the last twenty vears of his life to its study. Although he
worked with many priests of the Night Chant, one in particular, Hatali Natloi
(Laughing Chanter), contributed to the version Matthews published in 1902.
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