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TR ALR DN

IN PREPARING this the ninth volume of the series, the
O. Henry Memorial Committee selected more than six hun-
dred stories from some twenty-five hundred published in the
year October, 1926, to September, 1927, inclusive. Of these
six hundred the best according to the votes of at least two
judges are listed in the following pages. From the fifty

stories ranking highest were chosen, in the usual process of

elulmnatlon by five final judges, the fifteen mcluded in this
volume.

“Child of God,” by Roark Bradford, received four votes for
first place, and wins by a number of points. To this story,
pubhshed in Harper's Magazine, April, 1927, 1s awarded the
first prize of $500.

Four candidates were considered for second place. One
judge preferred “Singing Woman’’; another, Shades of
George Sand” (closely followed by “The Little Girl from
Town”); another, “Fear”; two others cast votes for “The
Killers.” To this last named story, which wins by points, is

awarded the second prize of $250. “ The Killers,” by Ernest
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Hemingway, was published in Scribner’s Magasine, March,
1927.

For the special prize awarded the best short short story, the
following were nominated by one or more of the judges:
‘““ Another Wife,”” by Sherwood Anderson; “Sandoe’s Pocket,”’
by Elsie Singmaster; “ Tommy Taylor,” by Zona Gale; “The
Scarlet Woman,”” by Louis Bromfield. “The Scarlet Woman”
leads and receives therefore the award of $100. The story was
published in M cClure’s, January, 1927.

Among the fifteen stories ranking highest, four happen to
be about the American Negro. The increasing representation
of this race in brief fiction I observed in my introduction to
O. Henry Memorial Award Prize Stories of 1925. Of that year
Du Bose Heyward’s “Crown’s Bess’ and Julia Peterkin’s
“Maum Lou” were reprinted; John Matheus’s “Fog,”
Frederick Tisdale’s “The Guitar,” and Elsie Singmaster’s
‘“Elfie” were mentioned. The volume for 1926 reprinted
Arthur Huff Fauset’s “Symphonesque’” and Lyle Saxon’s
“Cane River.” The present collection offers, first, “ Child of
God.” “Never,” writes Mrs. Wood, “was the spirit of an age
and a people more happily caught than here. The old-time
darky and his tales may have been lost in a modern deluge
of the nigger minstrel type, that ‘extinct species of a race that
never existed’; but he comes back into his own in ‘Child of
God’ with his characteristic ideas of a perfect heaven.” That
the i1dea of heaven advanced is Willie’s idea appears to have
eluded those who raised a small storm when they read the
story in Harper’s. The visions Mr. Bradford spreads upon the
page with sympathy and naive simplicity are, of course, the
visions vouchsafed to Willie in the few seconds after the trap
gave way under his feet and before his body was borne out of
jail; just so Willie would have constructed those visions.
Added to the dream is something else that is greater art. The
supernatural, revealing Willie’s experiences after death, is
joined to the human dream so well as to defy detection. Who
knows when life was pronounced extinct? What part of Willie’s
dream belongs to earth and what to the heaven of his fancy?
‘““There is art, exquisite art, in the joining,” as O. Henry once
wrote of another story, and tenuous though the fabric may
be, the seam is indiscernible. And how completely the deli-
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cately woven stuff covers the hard reality of the green-eyed
man’s collapse! That ugly blue face and frothy saliva potently
declare that the hangman was neatly punished by Willie’s
ghost. “ Mr. Bradford is of course the unquestionable find of
the year,” writes Mr. Ramsay. ‘“ His ‘ Child of God’would per-
haps never have been written if Molnar had not shown us in
Liliom how interesting it may be to see heaven through a
glass very darkly; but it is an amazingly successful transcrip-
tion into terms of Negro psychology.”” The chairman suggests
that it be read side by side with Ambrose Bierce’s “An Oc-
currence at Owl Creek Bridge’”—a tale many times re-
printed— for testing its indubitable superiority.

‘““Bulldog,” like the prize winner, makes of an alleged
criminal a hero. The black giant, of square and protruding
jaw, square and receding forehead, was a fighter, one intent
upon vengeance, willing to take punishment. The brute
strength that served him falsely in his personal fracases served
him and the judge truly in the fifteen-mile odyssey to Ossa-
baw. Mr. Daniels’s use of revealing incident and character
prepares acceptance for Bulldog’s herculean feat, climax to an
escape at once logical and stirring. Call to mind all the thrills
you have enjoyed—say, from the many chases in Les Misér-
ables on—and compare with them the action from ‘““Stan’s
yo’ back!” to the “cry through the stillness of the night’’;
you will find that it survives in form, in style, in substance.
With right logic and humorous turn the author brings Bulldog
back to the opening scene and to the sentence of six months on
the farm.

“Done Got Over” dramatizes the struggle between super-
stition harnessed with petty vengeance against enlighten-
ment aided by generosity. Whoever has lived in the cotton belt
knows with what excitation of horror, with what sense of the
occult and foreboding of the mysteriously awful the old-time
Negroes await the funeral sermon over the manifest ungodly.
Intimation of a “preaching-to-hell” draws—or not many
years ago drew—an audience keyed to highest expectancy, all
sympathy lost in shuddering anticipation of the sinner’s doom.
The idea seldom occurs that the verdict of the preacher is not
irremediable. Perhaps “Done Got Over” falters at the mo-
ment of climax, perhaps one may wish that Miss Jinny Pickens
had spoken. Her simple act, however, was sufficient—one who
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knows the Pickenses testifies to this point. The local colour
witnesses the authors’ careful observation; the atmosphere
declares their participation in the drama. They must have
seen Draper’s yard of prince’s feather and dog-fennel; must
have smelled the fig leaves in Miss Jinny’s back yard, the
cape jasmines on Tampa'’s coffin; surely they felt the agony of
Tampa’s son.

““Monkey Motions,” from a seemingly casual recountal of
Sam’l, rises to the perfect description of his dancing. That
climax becomes a flashlight to illumine the backward way, to
outline clearly details unguessed as salient. Pictures of the
dance have always tempted the pen, not infrequently to fail-
ure; this instance is successful. ‘“What are you weeping
about?’” asked Tom. If you have followed with the dancer his
exposition of the “origins, methods, and significations” of the
Charleston, if through it you have followed his race’s history,
you may still have no more reason than Aunt Lady, but you
will be dropping a tear with her. And your reason may be that
so poignant a summary of race history in so short space pre-
sents the motive.

“The Killers,” second prize winner, one of three photo-
graphically realistic studies here reprinted, has been the most
talked about story of 1927. In its seeming incompleteness is its
superb completeness. Max and Al, the killers, do not get their
man this particular evening, but they will get him; and the
doom that Ole Andreson knows to be upon him when he says,
“There isn’t anything I can do about it,” is more appalling
than would be the actual shot from that sawed-off gun. Un-
known horrors are greater than known horrors, a truth of
which Mr. Hemingway has taken advantage in leaving the
reader to construct the climax. If Ole stays in the room, the
slayers will find him; if he goes out, they will find him; in
either choice, they will inevitably shoot him. Can such things
be? carries its answer: Such things are. Without a word of
preachment, the story arraigns a world of presumable law and
order. Mr. Hemingway’s dialogue, lacking specious suspense
or excitement, tells the story. Six or seven hundred words in
addition relate the bare action and sketch the setting. In trans-
ferring this narrative to the dramatic form no changes are
necessary except the conversion of non-dialogue into stage
directions; the story is economically perfect. It is not really
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a story, says Mrs. Wood, “not to be insulted as half-caste
‘realism —just a blazing bit of reality to which you are the
unwilling witness. Like the black cook, you ‘don’t like any of
it—don’t like any of it, at alll’ yet you could no more tear
yourself away from that peep-hole in the kitchen than you
could resist the weaving head of a cobra. Of course, it is stale
comparison to liken ‘The Killers’ to Greek tragedy, but smce
that is our golden milestone no other com n serves.’

Of all the stories here reprinted, Maxim Lieber thinks
““Night Club” “by far the best. It is a very swiftly moving,
sharply outlined story, and the author achieves a remarkable
effect with the utmost economy of words.” In “ Night Club”
Miss Brush purports to retail the drab evening of Mrs. Brady,
maid, and in so doing adds another instance to examples of
old truths: Romance is never at hand, but far away; the
searcher fails to see that what he seeks is near home: » life is
stranger than fiction. The parts of the story are greater than
its whole, a six-in-one marvel that tells the stories of (1)a wife
who denies her marriage tie, for reasons implied, (2) of a dope
fiend, (3) of an unfaithful husband, the wxfe, and the other
woman, (4) of a girl who finds a pair of scissors necessary with
her escort ( 5) of an elopement, (6) of a girl who marries wealth
to save her sister’s life. Even summary details convey other
stories: “she saw a yellow check W1th the ink hardly dry.”
Like “The Killers,” this story is of the immediate present.
Nothing in fiction has descnbed night-club life so deftly, much
less described it from the cubbyhole of a maid who saw noth-
ing.

Third of these photographic studies is “The Little Girl
from Town,” an exquisite picture of childhood embroidered in
tiny, colourful stitches. It reminds the chairman of nothing 50
much as a treasured piece of tapestry, bought years a%
Bath, in which thousands of stitches portray a small
dog, her parrot, and her flowers. Patricia’s beauty and help-
lessness, set off by the hardier country children’s assurance,
emphasxzed by her seeming victory, her pitiful failure, in sav-
ing the calf—this slight theme the author has embellished with
a wealth of detail. As in the grimmer realism of “The Killers,”
dialogue does most of the work. The minute accuracy of its
transcnpuon reads like a stenographic report edited by an
artist. In this story, “quiet and penetrating,” to quote Mr.
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Ramsay, and in “Eminence” (see page xxii), whose chief
character is a relative of Patricia’s, Miss Suckow has sur-
passed her former writing. Interesting by way of comparison
for similarity of theme is Nels Anderson’s “Old Whitey”
(see page xxxi).

Elisabeth Cobb Chapman’s “With Glory and Honour,”
which shares with “Night Club” the element of setting, uses
the setting for a different purpose. Hal Levering, who has
denied his race, learns by a humiliating lesson what every
man of every race must learn, that individual fulfilment de-
pends upon race, pride in race, acceptance of racial possibili-
ties. The work of Irvin Cobb’s daughter, “ With Glory and
Honour,” itself a happy testimonial to inheritance, reveals
individual power that promises well. In suggestion, choice of
detail, and rhythm, the story might be the accomplishment
of a master.

In “He Man,” Marjory Stoneman Douglas not only tells
the experiences of six in a fallen plane ending in the death of
all but two, not only describes a struggle with the sea that
lasted two days and nights; she achieves victory for endurance
and fortitude, no less tokens of manhood than sportsmanship
and courage. By vivid pictures, by the wind in the wires, by
the omnipresence of the menacing sea, the author brings near
the plight of those on the crait. Beautiful writing, forceful
writing, carries the story; for example, “Stars were quivering
in the enormous rondure of the sky that overhead took on a
strange metallic blue and cast upon them a faint luminance
that was less than light and only a little less than dark.”” Isn’t
that worthy to set beside “L’obscure clarté, qui tombe des
etoiles,”” and Milton’s light that served to render darkness
visible?

The title “Fear,” the fear of men who fly, declares com-
panionship with “He Man.” “Fear,” second on Dr. Scar-
borough’s list, has the distinction of being the one war story
chosen from scores that have done their bit to memorialize the
tenth decade after America’s entry into the conflict. “Fear”
may be, as Mr. Ramsay says, sloppily executed; but, as he
also states, it is intensely realized. Mr. Bellah’s way with
planes is the way of one who has fought in them; his analysis
of Patterson’s fear is the analysis of a warrior who knows the

X1V
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effect of war on men’s minds. Paterson weakened twice, but
he recouped in the climax of his berserker rage what he had lost
through prevmus faltenng To read “Fear” 18 to live again
the days of ’17 and ’18. The story establishes the same point
‘“He Man’’ establishes: faced by demand for courage, fear
flees.

“JTukes,” the story of a sailor by sailor Bill Adams, is the
survival of many cullings from Adventure. No other magazine
represented in this book has shown so remarkable a gain in
quality. The chairman, who read every number, marvelled at
its rapid rise and trusts the ascent is more than temporary.
Mr. Ramsay also comments that Advenfure has had an un-
usually good year. Mr. Adams, who spent eight weeks in
writing Jukes, surely had no prime intention of producing an
argument for prohibition; he was concerned to show the weak-
ness of Jukes, that weakness by which tottered Jukes’s good
resolutions, weakness abetted by crimp and board master.
“You an’ me is dogs,’”’ says one of the sailors; and * Jukes,
was you ever beat at anything?”’ draws no answer. Jukes
knows that he has never been other than beaten; his repeated
impressment will be repeated—until the end. To read * Jukes’
is to taste the ocean’s bitterest salt. Mr. Adams need not tell
us that he has sailed with many a Jukes. “All these nowadays
books about the clipper ships and the beauty of the sea rather
weary me at times. The beauty and the grandeur were there.
But what a horror was there too. Crews carted around like
dogs.” Mr. Adams, like Mr. Wetjen, relates stories of the
sea with breadth of knowledge and accuracy of detail possible
only to a seaman.

Of the four remaining stories two are of the folk. Ada Jack
Carver’s “Singing Woman,” second on Mr. Ramsay’s list,
celebrates a custom of the French mulattoes on Isle Brevelle
of the Joyous Coast. A gruesome and pathetic contest this
between Henriette and Josephine, their ninety-nine and
ninety-eight funerals proclaiming them last survivors of
walling women, rivals to the death. By easy management, the
author permits them to emerge with drawn honours in “my
fnend , You and me ull quit even’’; and, by her usual sympathy
in charactenzmg the lowly, provokes for the old brown women
admiration tempered with pity. A near relative of these wail-
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ing ones is George Allan England’s “Johnny Moaner” (see
page xxiv), whose calling led him to kill that he might be
supplied with a necessary funeral.

In “Four Dreams of Gram Perkins’” Ruth Sawyer weaves
one of the oddest yarns ever spun from dream stuff, yet as
surely of the Maine folk as “Singing Woman” 1s of the Isle
Brevelle natives. In their climactic progress Zeb Perkins’s
dreams maintain consistently the ruling passion of Gram’s
life as well as the character of Zeb himself, self-appointed
layer of Gram’s ghost. Sardonic humour saves these dreams
from the horrific as tenderness redeems Ada Jack Carver’s
song of death.

“Shades of George Sand!’’ happens to fall into a category
all its own. Mr. Lieber, placing it second, comments on its
air of savoir faire and mature quality; the chairman appreci-
ates the rebellion of Mathilde against her environment, her
escape into a pseudo-paradise and consequent descent into
limbo. Only the clever girl, apparently doomed to rusticity,
fired by ancestry, and nourished by experiences vicarious as
those which fed Mathilde, can guess with what eagerness
Mathilde set out for Chicago. The meanness of IFlora Camp-
bell’s respecta.ble boarding house and the defection of Ma-
thilde’s hero may have struck down momentarily the girl’s
aspirations; but surely the conference with her tutelary shade
gave Mathilde courage to follow her star; and if she has not
presided over a salon, she has found something better. The
mordaunt, yeasty humour of this tale should leaven the col-
lection, in general a serious collection.

“The Scarlet Woman,” in length about that of “The
Killers,” required greater skill in elimination. Whereas “The
Killers’’ belongs to the true short-story genre in brevity of
time, close circumscription of place, and sharply defined con-
flict, “The Scarlet Woman” is a novel which, paradoxically
and exceptionally, succeeds as a short short story. In its
3,000 words, the author, by concentrating the essence of
Vergie Winters’s life, has escaped a mere synopsis. To say it
differently, he has revealed by high lights the passive conflict
one woman endured with the social order, a conflict the mo-
tive of which is love. The obstacles in the way, too great to be
surmounted, Mr. Bromfield has disregarded with a featness
that recalls Columbus’s triumph with the egg.
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THE LISTS

Before consulting the appended lists, please note the follow-
ing abbreviations:

ABBREVIATIONS

Ad. Adventure

Am. American Magazine
Am. Merc. American Mercury

A. A. Argosy Allstory Magasine
Arch. Archer

Al. Atlantic Monihly

B. M. Black Mask

B. B. Blue Book Magazine
Book.

Bookman
Catholic World
Century Magazine
Chicago Tribune
Clues Magazine
College Humor
Collrer’s Weekly
Country Gentleman
Delineator
Detective Stories Magazine
Droll Stories
Echo
Elks Magazine
Everybody’s Magazine
Flynn's Weekly
Forum
Good Housekeeping
Haldeman Julius Quarterly
Harper's Bazar
Harper's Magazine
. Hearst’s International and Cosmopoliian Maga-
gine
Ladses’ Home Journal
Liberty
McCall’s Magazine
McClure’'s Magaszine
Munsey’s Magazine
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Opportunity
Pictorial Review
Popular
Red Book Magazine
Saturday Evening Post
Scribner’s Magazine

Short Stories

Special Salesman Magazine
Sunset Magazine .
Weird Tales

Western Story |
Woman’s Home Companion
Young’s Magazine
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LIST I

Stories ranking highest:

Abbot, Keene, Tree of Life (44#., Dec., 1926).

Adams, Bill, Jukes (4d., Nov. 23, 1926).

Alexander, Elizabeth, The Purest Passion (S. E. P., Feb. 3).

Alexander, Sandra, Passion (H. Apr. ).

Aley, Maxwell, Man Child (G. H., July).

Anderson, Frederick Irving, Wise Money (S. E. P., Aug. 6).

Anthony, Joseph, A Hobo He Would Be (C., Oct., 1926%.

Bailey, Margaret Emerson, Common Law (H., Apr.).

Banning, Margaret Culkin, Heads or Tails (S. E. P., May 7);
The Woman Higher Up (S. E. P., May 21).

Beer, Thomas, Piepowder Court (S. E. P., Oct. 16, 1926);
The Public Life (S. E. P., Nov. 20, 1926); Curly-
Tailed Wolf (S. E. P., Apr. 16); Cramambuli (S. E. P.,
May 7); Asthetics (S. E. P., June 11).

Bellah, James Warner, Fear (S. E. P., Nov. 6, 1926); Boppo’s
Bicycle (Col., Feb. 5); Funny Nose (S. E. P., Feb. 5);
Old Slithercheeks Takes a Bath (Col., Feb. 26);
Blood (S. E. P., Apr. 2); The Great Tradition (S. E. P.,
May 28); A Gentleman of Blades (S. E. P., June 11);
M’Givney’s Mustache (S. E. P., Aug. 20).

Blake, Clarice, The Mold (C., May).

Bradford, Roark, Child of God (H., Apr.).

Brady, Mariel, From Four Till Seven (G. H., Nov., 1926);
?pril)’s Fools (G. H., Apr.); Snips and Snails (G. H.,

une).
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Brecht, Harold W., Vienna Roast (H., Nov., 1926).
Broadhurst, George, The Motive (S. E. P., July 2).
Bromﬁgld, I)Jouis, “Let’s Go to Hinkey-Dink’s”’ (M¢Call.,
ept.).
Brush, Katharine, The Other Pendleton (P. R., Oct., 1926);
Night Club (H., Sept.).
Burlingame, Roger, Jacinth (Scr., Oct., 1926).
Burt, Katharine Newlin, Jealous Oberon (C. T., May 15). -
Burt, Struthers, Freedom (C. T., Nov. 28, 1926); C’Est La
Guerre (S. E. P., Feb. 5); Grandpa (S. E. P., Apr. 23);
Soda Bicarb (S. E. P., July 2).
Busch, Niven, Jr., The Wife and the Toreador (Col., Aug. 6).
Butler, Ellis Parker, Bruce of the Bar-None (Su#., May%
Byrne, Donn, Rivers of Damascus (McCall, Oct., 1926).
Canfield, Dorothy, Here Was Magic (W. H. C., Feb.).
Carver, Ada Jack, The Old One (H., Oct., 1926); Singing
Woman (H., May).
Chapm;.n, ;illisabeth Cobb, With Glory and Honour (C.,
une).
Clark, Valma, Candlelight Inn (Scr., Nov., 1926); The Tact
of Monsieur Pithou (Scr., May).
Clarke, James Mitchell, Punishment (4d., Apr. 1).
Cobb, Irvin S., The Wooden Decoy (H. I. and C., Dec., 1926);
This Man’s World (H. I. and C., May); Louder Than
Words (H. I. and C., June); As Brands from the Burn-
iéag (H. { and C., July); Faith with Works (4. I. and
., Aug.).
Cohen, Octavus Roy, Idles of the King (S. E. P., Aug. 6);
The Porter Missing Men (S. E. P., Aug. 20).
Connell, Richard, The Lady Killer (S. E. P., Nov. 27, 1920);
In Society (S. E. P., Mch. 3).
Cram, Mildred, From a ChAteau Kitchen (D., June).
Crowell, Chester T., The Trick (S. E. P., Apr. 2).
Daniels, Roger, Bulldog (S. E. P., Nov. 13, 1926).
Davis, Elmer, The Ruinous Woman (C., May).
Detzer, Karl W., The Superior Woman (C., Jan.).
Dickson, Harris, On the First Sand Bar (S. E. P., Jan. 15);
The Sealed Wager (S. E. P.,, May 21); Foresight
~ (S. E. P, Aug. 27).
Dobie, Charles Caldwell, Slow Poison (H., July).
Douglas, Marjory Stoneman, The Beautiful and Beloved
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(S. E. P., Apr. 2); The Third Woman (C. T., May 29);
Stepmother (S. E. P., June 4); He Man (S. E. P.,
July 30).

Dwyer, James Francis, Dreve of Virginia (R. B., Oct., 1926).

Edmonds, Walter D., Who Killed Rutherford? (Scr., Mch.).

Eliot, Ethel Cook, Heaven Knows (A4rck., Mch.).

Ellerbe, Ah)na and Paul, “Done Got Over” (Col., Nov. 27,
1020).

Fairbank, Janet, The Thin Red Line (W. H. C., Jan.).

Farnham, Walter, David (4d., Nov. 8, 1926).

Ferber, Edna, Blue Blood (H. I. and C., Mch.).

Fisher, Rudolph, Blades of Steel (44., Aug.).

Flynn, T. T., Twenty Fathoms Under (S. S., Apr. 25).

Gale, Zona, A Way of Escape (W. H. C., Oct., 1926).

Gilkyson, Phoebe, The Portrait (H., Jan.).

Gilson, Charles, Three Thieves (4d., Mch. 15).

Gordon, Eugene, Game (0p., Sept.).

Hackett, Francis, The Cinder (C., Nov., 1926).

Hartman, Lee Foster, The Reek of Limes (P. R., Apr.).

Hemm%j:zy,j tIf'llrl)lest, The Killers (Scr., Mch.); Fifty Grand

. July).

Hergesheimer, Joseph, Collector’s Blues (S. E. P., Oct. 2,
1926); Trial by Armes (Scr., Mch.); Natchez (S. E. P.,
May 21); New Orleans (S. E. P., July 23).

Hervey, Harry, The Lover of Madame Guillotine (3 cClure,

an

Jan.).

Heyward, Du Bose, The Half Pint Flask (Book., May).

Hopper, James, When It Happens (4., May).

Hughes, Rupert, They Were Americans Too (McCall, Feb.);
The River Pageant (H. I. and C., July).

Hume, Cyril, The Count’s China Teeth (C. H., Apr. 2).

Jackson, M)a.rgaret W., Birds of a Feather (McCall, Oct.,

1020).

Jaffé, Margaret Davis, Shut In (C. W., Oct., 1926).

Jordan, Elizabe)th, The Little Red-Haired Girl (C. T., Oct.
31, 1920).

Kelly, Eleanor Mercein, Monkey Motions (P. R., Oct.,
1926); Emiliana (S. E. P., Oct. 2, 1926); Féte-Dieu
(S. E. P., Dec. 18, 1926); Charivari (S. E. P., Feb.
12); Interlude (S. E. P., June 25); Nostalgia (S. E. P.,

Aug. 13).
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Kerr, Sophie, The Bad Little Egg (L., Nov. 6, 1926); Mrs.

Mather (C., June); Mister Youth (D., ;uly?.

King, Basil, The Supreme Goal (McCall, Apr.).

Kirk, R. G., Transfer (S. E. P., Oct. 9, 1926).

Krebs, Roland, The Sport of Kings’ County (C. H., June).

Kyne, Peter B., The Devil-Dog’s Pup (G. H., Nov., 1926);
The Tidy Toreador (H. I. and C., Apr.); Bread upon
the Waters (H. I. and C., Aug.).

Lane, Rose Wilder, Yarbwoman (H., July).

Logan, James T., Lawrence Avenue (Op., Aug.).

MacDougall, Sally, Wild Music (H., Sept.).

McFee, William, The Wife of the Dictator (R. B., May);

The Roving Heart (R. B., July).

MacGrath, Harold, The Fiddle String (R. B. Jan.).

McLean, Margharite Fisher, The Lonesome Christmas-Tree
(Scr., Dec., 1926).

Marquand, J. P., Lord Chesterfield (S. E. P., June 18).

Marquis, Don, When the Turtles Sing (Scr., Apr.); A Keeper
of Tradition (Scr., Aug.)

Mumford, Ethel Watts, The Ghosts of China Gardens
(P. R., Nov., 1926).

O’Reilly, Edward S., In Our Midst (2. R., Oct., 1926).

Paul, L., Heat (4d., Mch. 1).

Popowska, Leokadya, The Living Sand (H., June).

Rhodes, Eugene Manlove, The Bad Man and the Darling
of the Gods (H. I. and C., July).

Roe, Vingie, Doc Virginia (McCall, Aug.).

Saunders, Louise, Formula (H., Oct., 1926).

Sawyer, Ruth, Four Dreams of Gram Perkins (4m. Merc.,
Oct., 1926).

Scobee, Barry, Monotony (4d., Nov. 8).

Scoggins, C. E., White Fox (S. E. P., Sept. 17).

Shay, Frank, Little Dombey (Scr., Jan.).

Singmaster, Elsie, The Fiery Cross (44., Oct., 1926); Pomp
an’ Glory (S. E. P., Oct. 9, 1926); Aged One Hundred
and Twenty (S. E. P., Mch. 12).

Smith, Garret, Sitting Pretty for Life (L., Feb. 3).

Spears, Raymond S., On Getting Acquainted (4d., Feb. 15).

Springer, Fleta Campbell, Severson (., June).

Starrett, Vincent, The Incomplete Angler (S. S., Aug. 10).

Steele, Wilbur Daniel, Autumn Bloom (P. R., Nov., 1926);
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A Drink of Water (H., Jan.); Sailor! Sailor! (P. R.,
July); New Deal (Scr., Aug); Sooth (H., Aug.);
Speed (P. R., Aug.).

Stone, Elinore )Cowa.n, An Hour Before Dinner (Col., Dec.
18, 1920).

Suckow, Ruth, Eminence (Am. Merc., Mch.); The Little
Girl from Town (H., Aug.).

Synon, Mary, Amy Brooks (G. H., Mch.).

Tarkington, Booth, Mr. White (S. E. P., Mch. 12); Hell
(S. E. P., July 16).

Tarleton, Fiswoode, Eloquence (4d., Oct. 8, 1926).

Taylor, Ellen du Pois, Nostalgia (H., Feb.); Shades of George
Sand! (H., Mch.).
Torrey, Grace B., One Medium-Sized Dog (W. H. C., Oct.,
1926); Bartley, B. A. (S. E. P., Oct. 30, 1920).
Tupper, Tristram, Three Episodes in the Life of Timothy
Osborn (S. E. P., Apr. 9).

Welles, Harriet, The Stranger Woman (Scr., Dec., 1926);

Her Highness’ Hat (W. H. C., Aug).

Wetjen, Albert Richard, Shingles out of Bandon (4d., Oct.
8, 1926); The Covenant of the Craddocks (44d.,
Feb. 1); The Strange Adventure of Tommy Lawn
(Ad., Mch. 15).

Wiley, Hugh, The Patriot (R. B., June).

Williams, Ben Ames, Coconuts (S. E. P., Oct. 9, 1926);
Opportunity (S. E. P., Jan. 8); Altitude (S. E. P.,
Jan. 15); A Needful Fitness (C. T., Jan. 23).

Williams, Jesse Lynch, A Man’s Castle (R. B., Feb.).

Wister, Owen, The Right Honorable the Strawberries (H. I.
gnd )C., Nov., 1926); Lone Fountain (H. I. and C.,

pr.).
Wrylie, Elinor, King’s Pity (W. H. C., Sept. ).

LIST II

Stories ranking second:
Adams, Frank R., Love’s Pair o’ Dice (L., Feb. 26); Oysters
in Season (L., Apr. 2).
Addington, Sarah, Mr. Dickens’ Little Boy (D., Dec., 1926);
Tornado (D., July); Clodhopper (D., Sept.).
Aldrich, Bess Streeter, “He Whom a Dream Hath Possest’’
(Am., June).
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Aley, Maxwell, Mr. Petty’s Garden (W. H. C., Apr.).

Anderson, I; rederick Irving, Finger Prints (S. E. P., Oct. 23,
1926).

Andrews, G. G., Fire (C. T., Mch. 6).

Avery, Stephen Morehouse, Where Angels Fear to Tread
(Col., Sept. 25, 1926); “Circle Wide, We’ll Meet
above the Clouds” (McCall, May).

Bailey, Temple, So This Is Christmas! (McCall, Dec., 1926).

Balmer, Edwin, The Round Bullet (L., Jan. 29); Double

Exposure (L., Sept. 3).

Banning, Margaret Culkin, Amateur (H., Dec., 1926);

Not in Politics (S. E. P., Dec. 25, 1926); The Favorite

Daughter (Col., May 28).

Barker, Elsa, The Jade Earring (R. B., Nov., 1926).

Bechdolt, F )rederick, For the Girl Back Home (H. I. and C.,

May).

Bellah, James Warner, Boppo and the Awful Whiffs (Col.,

Mch. 12); The Silly Major (Col., Apr. 9); The Gods

of Yesterday (S. E. P., Apr. 30); Boppo Refuses (Col.,
June 11).

Benét, Stephen Vincent, The Amateur of Crime (4m., Apr.).

Blochman, L. G., Ways That Are Dark (Ev., Mch.).

Borden, Mary, An Accident on the Quai Voltaire (F., Mch.).

Borland, Hal, The Heifers (Book., Oct., 1926).

Boyd, Thomas, The Fickle Jade (C. H., Dec., 1926); The

Fighting Face (S. S., Dec. 25, 1926); Old Timers

(C. G., Mch.); Grandfather’s Dog (Sc¢r., July).

Brackett, Charles, The Monster’s Child (S. E. P., Oct. 23,
1926); As Suggested (S. E. P., Jan. 22).

Brady, Mariel, Georgia Washington (G. H., Feb.).

Brown, Bernice, Marie Celeste (D., Aug.).

Brown, Royal, The Sixth Hat (L., Mch., 19).

Buckley, F. R., Peg Leg Retires (W. S., Apr. 2).

Burt, Ka)tharine Newlin, Heartbreak Homestead (L., Apr.

23).

Burt, Struthers, Masquerade (C. T'., Oct. 3, 1926).

Butler, Ellis Parker, I Beg Your Pardon (W. H. C., June);
Happy Harry (Mun., June); Mad Marix (Mwun.,

Canfield, Dorothy, A Basque Windfall (W. H. C., Apr.).
Carman, Dorothy Walworth, Every Thursday (H., Jan.).

teo
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Chamberlain, George Agnew, The Red, Red Tree (S. E. P.,
« Nov. 13, 1926).

Child, Maude Parker, Diamonds in the Rough (S. E. P.,
Dec. 4, 1926).

Child, i{lcha;d Washburn, When I’'m Rich Enough (Col.,

pr. 2).

Clearing, Robert, Mother Cuts Loose (W. H. C., Mch.).

Cockrell, Stephena, Lafayette’s Sheets (G. H., Sept.).

Connell, Ca)thaﬁne, Life Isn’t Like That, Father! (W. H. C.,
Aug.).

Connell, Richard, Room at the Top (Col., Feb. 19).

Cooper, Mary Lispenard, Moth-Mullein (H., Nov., 1926).

Cross, Ruth, Mr. Tightwad Meets His Match (P. R., Jan.)

Croy, Homer, Wilkie’s Unforgivable Sin (P. R., Apr.).

Davenport, Walter, Dr. Lysander (Col., Nov. 6, 1926).

Davis, Aaron, The Armored Heart (W. H. C., Sept.).

Davis, Elmer, The $125,000 Marriage License (McClure,
Nov., 1926).

Davron, Mary Clare, Icebergs (R. B., Feb.).

Delano, Edith Barnard, Enough Is Enough (S. E. P., July 16).

Delmar, Vina, The Belle of Barnesville (L., Aug. 6).

Detzer, Karl, A Call for the Doctor (S. S., Sept. 25).

Dickson, Harris, Two of a Trade (S. E. P., Nov. 20, 1926).

Douglas, Marjory Stoneman, Guinevere (S. E. P., Jan. 1);
You Can Have Three Wishes (W. H. C., June).

Edgar, Day, The Last Patrician (S. E. P., May 14); Sic
Semper (S. E. P., Aug. 13).

Egan, Cyril B., Passion Play (C. W., Sept.).

England, George Allan, Johnny Moaner (Ev., June).

Erskine, John, Nausicaa Receives (Col., July 16).

Evans, Ida M., Mrs. Galahad (C. T., Nov. 7, 1926).

Falkner, Leonard, Corpus Delicti (D. S. M., Oct. 30, 1926).

Ferber, Edl)la, Perfectly Independent (H. 1. and C., Dec.,
1020).

Fitzgerald, F. Scott, Jacob’s Ladder (S. E. P., Aug. 20).

Flynn, T. T., Mountain Top Mystery (Ciues, Mch.); Through

thg Red Death (S. S., July 10); Peg Leg (C. T., Aug.

14).

Ford, Sewell, The Woman Who Never Forgot (H. I. and C.,

Dec., 1926).
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Fowler, Richard B., Practicality in Practice (Scr., Feb.);
Elmer’s Imperfect Day (W. H. C., Sept.).

Frost, Meigs, O., They’s Always Thoroughbreds (Ev., Jan.).

Gale, Zona, A Winter’s Tale (H. 1. and C., June).

Gelzer, Jay, Man’s Size (G. H., Feb.).

Gilbert, Kenneth, Strength of the Hills (Sun., Sept.).

Gould, Bruce, Sky Scrapes (B. B., Oct., 1926).

Hallet, Richa§d Matthews, Theed Harlow’s Cadenza(S. E. P.,
Apr. 2).

Hergesheimer, Joseph, A Further Study of Plants (S. E. P.,

Oct. 16, 1026); Albany (S. E. P., May 7); Washington

(S. E. P., June 4); Lexington (S. E. P., June 18);

Charleston (S. E. P., July 9).

Hopper, James, Stilts and a Complex (R. B., Nov., 1926);
The Derringer (L., May %).

Hughes, James Perley, The Glass Stalker (Mun., May).

Hughes, Rupert, The Big Boob (L., May 14).

Humphreys, Ray, In All His Glory (W. S. M., Apr. 2).

Huse, Harry G., Red Symbols (4d., June r1).

Huston, McCready, The Lamp (Ser., Dec., 1926).

Irwin, Wallace, American Beauty (S. E. P., Jan. 8); Thanks
for the Buggy Ride (S. E. P., Jan. 15).

Irwin, Will, Through a Loophole in the Law (L., Feb. 12).

Jackson, Charles Tenney, Big Timber (S. S., Feb. 25);
Fingers (S. S., Sept. 25).

James, Will, The Young Cowboy (Scr., Jan.).

Jerard, Elise Jean, The Treat (Col., May 14).

Johnson, Nunnally, A Portrait of the Writer (S. E. P.,
Oct. 16, 1926).

Johnston, Isabel, The Lavender-Flowered Crime (McCall,

Oct., 1926).
Jordan, Elizab)eth, John Henry’s Inferiority Complex (C. T.,
July 10).

Kahler, Hugh MacNair, The Puppet (S. E. P., Oct. 16);
Elbrowroom (S. E. P., Aug. 20).

Kelly, Eleanor Mercein, Las Sefioritas (S. E. P., Mch. 26);
Sky Pastures (S. E. P., Apr. 23).

Kerr, Sophie, The Sloane Temper (Am., Mch.); Hush-Me-

Dear (L., Feb. 19); Mimi-Mary (Col., Nov. 13, 1926);

They Told Her Everything (D., May).
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Kilbourne, Fannie, If We Have Each Other (S. E. P., Dec.
11, 1926); Red Hair (McCall, Jan.); With a Modern
Leading Lady (S. E. P , July 9); A Married Man’s
Job (S. E. P., Aug. 2

Lardner, Ring, Fun Cured (H I.and C., Jan.); Hurry-Kane

(H. I. and C., May); Then and Now (H. I. and Ly

June); The Spmmn Wheel (H. I., and C., July).

Lea, Fannie Heaslip, That’s Life (G. H. Feb), On the Air

(G. H., Aprf Caprice Itself (McC all June).

Leach, Paul R. , Miscellany (L., Dec., 1926)

meoln ]osep)h C., An Honest Man’s Business (S. E. P.,
]uly 23).

Lloyd, Beatrix Demarest, Villa Beata (S. E. P., Apr. 30);
Alimentation’s Artful Aid (S. E. P., June 11); A
Tlsimess in the Affairs of Mr. Tracy (S E. P., Aug.
27

Looms, George, The Lights of the Harbour (E., Aug).

McBlair, Robert, One Chnstlm.s Morning (Elks, Dec 1926);
Twisted Gun Gap (Elks, Mch.).

McCarter, Margaret I-hll The Guardian of the Jack Oaks
(M cCall, Dec., 1926)

McCulloch, F. H,, The Code of Boys and Dogs (McCall,
Nov., 1926)

McKenna, Edward L. , Hardware (4d., Apr. 1).

McMorrow, Will, Battle Honors (Po3., Feb. 7).

Marmur, Jacland, Copra (4d., Jan. 1).

Marquand, J. P., Good Mormng, Major (S. E. P., Dec. 11,
1926); The Cinderella Motif (S. E. P., Mch. 5).
Mason, Grace Sartwell, The Way to Heaven (H Dec 1926).

Means, E. K., A Farewell Tour (Mun., Dec., 1926).

Merrill, Kenneth Griggs, The Cross (Scr., Dec., 1926).

Merwin, Samuel, The Million-Dollar Buckwheats (MecCall,

Oct., 1926) ; The Cat Jumps Quick (McCall, July);

The Morning Star (Col., Aug. 27).

Mitchell, Ruth Comfort Of the Fittest (R. B., Oct., 1926);
Dangerous but Passable (W.H.C.,, N ov 1926)

Montague, Margaret Prescott, The Golden Moment (41l.,
Oct., 1926); The Last Tenth (H., Nov., 1926).

Montross, Lois Seyster, Iron Dogs (L. H. i Nov. ., 1026).

Montross, Lynn, The Vulgar Boatman (Col., Aug 13).

Morton, Leigh, A Poor Man’s Cottage (M aCalI May).
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Mumford, Ethel Watts, The Scales of Justice (Mun., July).
Nason, Leo)nard H., The General’s Aide (S. E. P., Nov. 6,
10920).
Neidig, William J., Rubies of Mogok (S. E. P., Oct. 9, 1926);
The Dagga Smokers (S. E. P., Dec. 11, 1926).
Norris, Kat)hleen, The Irish Song Bird (H. I. and C., Dec.,
1020).

Osborne, V\Sllha.m Hamilton, A Rum Proposal (R. B., Oct.,
1026).

Pangborn, ()}eorgia Wood, The North Wind (C. T., Dec. 19,
1920).

Parker, Maude, Raise or Quit (S. E. P., Mch. 5); Exploration
(S. E. P., June 11).

Patterson, Norma, Ships That Pass (G. H., Jan).

Pattullo, George, Eels (S. E. P., Mch. 12).

Pelley, William Dudley, The Prodigal Angel (L., June 18).

Perry, Peter, the State’s Witness (Fl., Oct., 23, 19260).

Post, Melville Davisson, The Leading Case (4Am., June).

Pulver, Mary Brecht, They Knew What They Wanted
(S. E. P., Dec. 4, 1926).

Reese, Lowell Otus, Fool Ridge (S. E. P., Nov. 6, 1926).

Ritchie, Robert Welles, Rapahoe Bob (C. G., Jan.).

Roche, C{\rthug )Somers, Love Was Different Then (H. I. and

., Feb.).

Roe, Vingie E., Smoke in the Gulch (McCall, Jan.).

Rose, Will, Splurgin’ (Scr., Jan.).

Ross, Mary Lowry, The Real Mrs. Alward (S. E. P., Nov.
20, 1926) ; Three Husbands in Paris (S. E. P., May 21).

Russell, John, The Bright Reversion (Col., May 14).

Rutledge, Maryse, Skyscrapers (5. E. P., Apr. 16).

Sangster, Margaret E., Mountains (G. H., May); Loveliness
(G. H., Aug.).

Savell, Morton, The Wings of a Lark (S. S., Feb. 25); Bird
in Hand (C. T., Sept. 18).

Saxby, Charles, The Little Mercy of Men (Col., Feb. 19).

Schisgall, Oscar, Come On, Row! (D. S. M., Oct. 30, 1920);
In Kashla’s Garden (W. T., May).

Scott, R. T. M., Peter’s Tower (4Am., Mch).

Scoville, Sa;nuel Jr., The Mouse and the Lion (Col., Oct. 30,
1926).

Seifert, Shirley, Dumb Bunnies (Col., Nov. 27, 1926).
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SheehaJJ:l, Perle)y Poore, A Feud of the High Sierras (S. S.,

une 25).

Shenton, Edward, All the Boats to Build (Ser., Oct., 1926).

Singmaster, Elsie, There Was Joan of Arc (L. H. J., Mch.).

Skerry, Frederick, Touched in Passing (Col., Feb. 12).

Squier, Emma-Lindsay, The Room of the Golden Lovers
(Col., Mch. 19); The Bells of Culiacin (G. H., May);
The Gipsy Road (D., May).

Starrett, Vincent, The Woman in Black (S. S., Dec. 10, 1926);
The Murder on the Ace’s Trick (S. S., June 10).

Stone, Elinore Cowan, Be My Valentine (W. H. C., Feb.).

Storm, Marian, Discovery (F., Nov., 1926).

Stribling, T. S., It Don’t Mean Nothin’ to Men (P. R,,

Oct., 1926).

Synon, Mary, You Meet Such Nice People (G. H., July).

Tarleton, Fiswoode, Miracles (4d., Mch.).

Terhune, Albert Payson, Early Birds (Col., Oct. 16, 1926);

The True Romance (D., Nov., 1926); The Battle of

the Gods (Col., Dec. 4, 1926); Loot (Col., Aug. 13);

The Short Cutters (L., Aug. 27).

Terrill, Lucy Stone, Sidewalks? Yes (S. E. P., Oct. 16, 1926).

Thomas, Elizabeth Wilkins, Deer (W. H. C., June).

Tisdale, Frederick, Down to Babylon (P. R., Dec., 1926).

Train, Arthur, The Viking’s Daughter (S. E. P., Feb. ).

Triem, Paul Ellsworth, Will Morning Never Come? (D. S. M.,
Nov. 13, 1926).

Turnbull, Agnes Sligh, Flood-Gates (McCall, Nov., 1926);
Holly at the Door (McCall, Dec., 1926).

Valensi, Marion Poschman, The Girl Who Set Out to Marry
Money (Am., Nov., 1926); Roseleaves and Moonlight
(McCall, Mch.).

Van de Water, Virginia Terhune, How It Worked (Mun.,
Dec., 1926).

Waldron, Webb, Jim Comes Home (W. H. C., Mch.).

Wallace, S. E., Kenyon Stands by (S. S. M., Aug.)

Warren, Lella, The Wrong Twin (H. I. and C., July).

Watkins, Maurine, Alimony (H. I. and C., July).

Watkins, Richard Howells, The Ace of Aerobats (Mun.,
Sept.); Conover Crashes in (S. S., Sept., 10); Fly-by-

Night (4d., Sept. 15).
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Weiman, Rita, Dinner Is Served (R. B., Dec., 1026); Slow
Torture (L., Apr. 16).

Wetjen, Albert Richard, The First Law of Nature (Col.,
June 11); The Mate Stands by (Col., July 23).
White, latew)a.rt Edward, “Free, Wide, and Handsome”’ (4m.,

ay).
Wiley, Hugh, The Power of the Press (S. E. P., Oct. 9, 1026).
Williams, Ben Ames, Skins (S. E. P., Oct. 23, 1026); Aside
after Lucre (S. E. P., Dec. 4, 1926).
Williams, Valentine, The Thumb of Fat’'ma (C. T., Aug. ¥).
Williams, Wythe, En Garde (S. E. P., Oct. 30, 1926) ; Destiny
(S. E. P., Nov. 20, 1926).
Wilson, Mary Badger, Dust Behind the Sofa (S. E. P.,
Dec. 4, 1920).
Worts, George F., The Nimble Snail (Mu#., Oct., 1926).

LIST III

Stories ranking third.

Abbott, Eleanor Hallowell, The Steps That Went up into
the Sky (G. H., Nov., 1926); Turkey in the Oven
(W. H. C., Nov., 1926).

Banning, Margaret Culkin, Rich Man, Poor Man (S. E. P.,
Oct. 9, 1926); Delicatessen Love (C. T., Apr. 24).

Bari, Valeska, the Goddess of Liberty (F., July).

Barnard, Leslie Gordon, The Guest of Honor (L. H. J., July).

Barretto, Larry, The Phantom Major (4d., Nov. 23, 19263’.

Bellah, James Warner, Boppo Takes a Bird’s-Eye View
(Col., May 7); Old Waffle Ear (Col., July 2).

Benét, Stephen Vincent, Miss Willie Lou and the Swan
(C. G., Nov., 1926).

Benson, Stuart, Ramadin’s Daughter (Col., Oct. 9, 1926).

Boyd, Thomas, Dark in a Shell Hole (S. S., Feb. 10); Two
Lean and Hungry Looks (S. S., Apr. 10); Shootin’

Keno (C. G., June).

Bretherton, Vivien R., Trinket (McCall, May).

Caffrey, Andrew A., Aerial Blue (4d., Nov. 23, 1926).

Clausen, Carl, On the Midnight Tide (B. B., Nov., 1926);

Around the Horn (C. T'., June 12); The Shining Door

(R. B., July); The Father of His Son (C. T., Aug. 21);

The Three of Us (P. R., Sept.).
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Douglas, Marjory Stoneman, Too Much Class (S. E. P.,
Oct. 9, 1926).

Edward, Cecil A., The Russian (44., June).

Elliott, Stuart E., Whom the Gods Love (L. H. J., June).

Franken, Rose L., The Lady in the Back (C. T., July 31).

Gale, Zona, Heart of Youth (L. H. J., Oct., 19206).

Goodman, Blanche, Nocturne (Book., Feb.).

Hamilton, H. M., Liberty (4. A., Oct. 23, 1926).

Jones, Vara Macbeth, Danny Goes Druid (C. W., Mch.).

Kroll, Harry Harrison, Good to the Last Drop (Ev., Jan.).

Lea, Fannie Heaslip, The Brute (G. H., Oct., 1926).

Lovelace, Delos, Toe of the Stocking (C. G., Dec., 1926).

McMorrow,) Thomas, Hinkle against Fayne (S. E. P., Oct. 30,
1920).

Marquis, Don, The High Pitch (Col., May 28).

Mason, Grace Sartwell, Sweet Tooth (W. H. C., May).

Miller, Helen Topping, A Bird Flies Over (G. H., Oct., 1926).

Monta.%;e, AMa,;'garet Prescott, Hog’s Eye and Human

., Aug.).

Montross, Lois Seyster, The Golden Legend (L. H. J., Apr.).

Moravsky, Maria, The Ode to Pegasus (W. T., Nov., 1926).

Nebel, Frederick L., Grain to Grain (B. M., Nov., 1926).

Parmenter, Christine Whiting, David’s Star of Bethlehem
(Am., Jan.).

Pelley, William Dudley, Martin’s Tree (Am., Apr.).

Perry, Lawrence, Barbed Wire (Col., Oct. 16, 1926).

Portor, Laura Spencer, One Night (W. H. C., May).

Post, Melville Davisson, The Survivor (Am., Oct., 1926).

Pruden, Oliver, Black Salve (S. S., July 10).

Ritchie, Robert Welles, You Take ’Em as They Flies (S. S.,

Jan. 25). . .
Sears, Zelda, Out of the Fourth Dimension (Mwu»n., Oct.,

1920).

Shore, Vi()li)l Brothers, A Handy Manuel (S. E. P., Oct. 2,
10926).

Shore, Viola Brothers and Fort, Garrett, The Prince of Head-
waiters (L., Apr. 9).

Singer, Mary, Fathers (G. 4., Aug.).

Singmaster, Elsie, Finis (Book., Aug.).
Speare, Dorothy, Sweet but Dumb (P. R., Apr.).
Steele, Harwood, An Affair of Courage (S. S., Mch., 25).
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Synon, Mary, A Girl Called Stella (P. R., Nov., 1926).

Taggard, Genevieve, The Shirt (Book., Nov., 1926).

Tilden, Freeman, The Two-Browning Man (L. H. J., May).

Topham, Thomas, In All His Glory (D. S. M., Oct. 16, 1926).

Treleaven, Owen Clarke, Vengeance (S. 5., May 253).

Van de Water, Frederic F., Angels and Yellowjackets

fgL' ? J., Oct., 1926); He Sendeth His Rain (C. G.,

pr.).

Vance, Louis Joseph, Base Metal (Col., Oct. 30, 1926).

Ware, Edmund, The Boy and the Wind (4m., Aug.); So-Long,

- Old Timer (L. H. J., Aug.).

Weadock, Louis, Bottles and Stoppers (Clues, Nov., 1926).

White, Ared, The Watch on the Rhine (Zv., Mch.).

White, f eli;). Gardner, “Treasures’’ (Am., Jan.); Helga (4m.,
ug.).

Whitehead, Henry S., The Left Eye (W. T'., June).

Wolff, William Almon, A Lady of Leisure (L., June 18).

LIST IV

Of short short stories the following rank highest:

Anderson, Nels, Old Whitey (Am. Merc., Jan %

Benson, Stuart, A Soldier (Col., July 2).

Bromfield, Louis, The Scarlet Woman (M cClure, Jan.).

Child, Richarcg Washburn, The Man at the Bottom (Col.,
Aug. 13).

Cohen, Octavus Roy, Stamped Out (Col., Oct. 9, 1926);
Sunset (Col., Oct. 23, 1926).

Crawford, Nelson Antrim, Frock Coats (H. J. Q., January).

Davenport, Walter, All Aboard (Col., Sept. 17).

Davis, Bob, The Hard-Boiled Egg (Col., Aug. 6).

Dell, Floyd, The Blanket (Col., Oct. 16, 1926).

Doyle, Lynn, Smoke (Mun., Dec., 1926).

Edholm, Cl;arlton Lawrence, The Fame of Usskar (C., Oct.,

1020).

Fagin, N. Bryllion, The Queerness of Kate (E., Feb.).

Farrar, John, Primrose Pavilion (Cel., Jan. 13).

Gale, Zona, Another Lady Bountiful (H. I. and C., Feb.); Blue
Velvet (P. R., June); Tommy Taylor (R. B., June).

Hare, Amory, Three Lumps of Sugar (H. I. and C., May).

Hecht, Ben, The Lifer (R. B., Feb.); Don Juan’s Rainy Day
(C. H., May).
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Hoyt, Nancy, Things Like That Happen Only in Dreams
(C. H., Dec., 1926).

Kniffin, Harry A., Aftermath (C. W., July).

Kyne, Peter B., The Devil Drives (Col., Dec. 18, 1926).

Martin, Helen R., The Wooing of Weesie (L. H. J., Jan.).

Merwin, Samuel, The Old Blood (Col., Jan. 22).

Mish, Charlotte, A Woman Like That (¥., Apr.); Pretenders
(Y., June); The Moment of Triumph (D. S., June).

Nelson, Gaylord, Moonshine (C., Oct., 1926).

Norris, Kathleen, The Ring (H. B., Oct., 1926).

O’Donnell, Jack, The Killer (L., Jan. 1).

Phillips, Michael J., Back to Apple Harbor (R. B., Oct., 1926).

Powel, Harford, Jr., The Finest Lie in the World (Col.,

Mch. 19).

Singmaster, Elsie, Sandoe’s Pocket (W. H. C., Oct., 1926);
Miss Glynn (Col., Oct. 9, 1926); The Christmas Guest
(P. R., Dec., 1926); The Legacy (D., May).

Toohey, John Peter, The Trouper (Col., Apr. 23{.

Way, Isabella, Sachet (E., July).

Wetjen, Albert Richard, A Loyal Man (Col., Jan. 15).

White, Owen P., The Simpleton (Col., Nov. 27, 1926).

Williams, Ben Ames, Victory (Col., Apr. 30); Red Hair
(Col., July 2).

Worts, George F., Woman’s Work Is Never Done (Col.,
Mch. 19).

The short story has known better seasons, says a reader
who, moved by indigestion and nausea, forswears the maga-
zine tale of to-day as food unfit. The trouble with this reader
lies partly in his having the world too much with him, late and
soon. He finds no recreation in reading contemporary fiction-
ists, or fiction about the present of which he is integrally
a part. He believes he laments the Stocktonand Bunner model;
rather he laments the day of Stockton and Bunner. This
nostalgia for the dear, dead days that are no more demands a
superfiction, a glorification of the past. The demand is satis-
fied best by fictive biography, which has never known a better
season. Because the satiated reader has no desire for short
stories, he should condemn them all no more than one who
has eaten too many clams condemns all clams.

Yet too many stories of to-day are like O. Henry’s clam
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shells “from which the succulent and vital inhabitants’ have
forever departed. A critical reader finds himself saying, ““This
tale was made on order from the editor,” or “So-and-so is
writing under too great pressure; he is tired.” A disturbing
fact is the absence of humour, for humour is the unfailing
index to superabundance of vitality.

Among hopeful signs may be mentioned, first, a number of
new writers appearing in the better as well as the humbler
magazines; several are represented in this volume. Second,
from what has been called the incoherent left side and the
technically correct right side, a new form may be emerging;
I suggest tentatlvely “The Mold ” by Clarice Blake (Century,
May), and “Sooth,” by Wilbur Daniel Steele (Harper’s,
August). Third, the war story is slowly developing out of that
emotion remembered in tranquillity which, on occasion, is as
necessary to prose as to poetry. The nod of recollection has
produced good results, clneﬂy in the work of Thomas Beer,
Thomas Boyd, Leonard N ason, and James Warner Bellah.
Finally, a number of veterans are creating with undiminished
vigour: Irvin S. Cobb, tales of the Tennessee River; Harris
Dickson, reminiscences of Mississippi River gambling days;
Booth Ta.rkington , adventures in the supernatural.

In the eight years of O. Henry Memorial Prize Stories, no
reviewer of the annual collection—so far as I have discovered
—has ever suggested a better story of a given year than those
included between its covers. The fact is either gratifying or
amusing; gratifying if the reviewer recognizes the selections
as one of the best possible in the premises; amusing if the
reviewer damns the whole lot—unless, to be sure, he damns
all stories published in the period.

The Comm1ttee know what they demand in a story and
read hundreds to salvage the compa.ratively few which best
meet the demand. The first desideratum is a narrative con-
structed about characters in a struggle or complication having
a definite outcome expressed or implied. Every story in this

book satisfies this first test. In “Child of God” the strugg

le 1s
Willie’s against the social order; the order crushes him, but
by his death he wins; The Killers are out for their man and,
though they fail this time, ultimately they will not fail; the
Scarlet Woman is at odds with society; Jukes agonizes to
escape from the sea—he never will escape; “Fear” is nothing
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less at bottom than the conflict in Paterson’s soul; on the
surface it offers a display of spectacular conflicts between
enemy planes; “Night Club’ hints at a half-dozen conflicts
(see page 84); “Singing Woman”’ relates the final stages in a
lifelong rivalry; “He Man’’ instances a struggle with the sea
and hunger; I have spoken of the struggle in “Done Got
Over”’ as one between superstition and enlightenment; of that
in “Shades of George Sand!” as one between the individual
and environment; “ With Glory and Honour” implies pretty
strongly that Hal Levering conquered himself before he
changed his ways; ‘“ Monkey Motions” reveals awkwardness
and genius working to final expression; ‘“ Four Dreams” re-
lates four vain efforts of Gram; Bulldog’s fights and his escape
lead to his climactic rescue of the judge; “The Little Girl”
symbolizes the helplessness of all childhood through the con-
crete instance of Patricia’s failure.
All writers and all critics are agreed upon other well-known
desiderata, which neither the author nor the critic needs
consciously to enumerate. Familiarity with the laws and limi-
tations of the art is as necessary to judging fiction as insistence
upon them is deplorable if such insistence means undervaluing
a narrative that may smash all laws and succeed, it may so
happen, because of t.he fact. He who follows an uncharted
way may discover, or he may not discover, new lands.

That standards of reviewers differ may be illustrated by
the following quotations drawn from reviewers of O. Henry

Memorial Prize Stories, 1926:

‘ Miss Williams’s introduc-
tion is of great interest, as it
takes us behind the scenes
with the judges . . . but still
the collection itself remains
disappointing.”’ — Hartford

Courant, January 23, 1927.

“Miss Williams in her in-
troduction considers each
story with critical serious-
ness, and analyzes, and
praises, and compares, till

“The introduction 1is, it
must be said, an unpleasant
piece of work . . . in a style
whose lack of d15tmct10n 1S in
marked contrast to the stories
that follow.”— New York

Sun, January 18, 1927.

“It is at least refreshing
after the monotones of praise
to which introducing editors
have almost invariably
treated us; and even though
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one can’t help wondering
what she would say of a
Chekhov or a Maupassant.”

XXXV

one may not always agree

with the specific comment
. . that fact need not detract

from one’s approval of this
tempered, tentative editorial
attitude as constituting a
salutary and genuinely re-
spectable criticism.” — New
York Herald-Tribune, Janu-

—The Saturday Remew of
Literature, May 28, 1927.

“If Wilbur Daniel Steele
had never written a better
story than ‘Bubbles’ he
would never have achieved
the fame and popularity
which he not unjustly en-
joys.” — Richmond (Va.)
News Leader, January 17,
1927.

‘““To me the story [Bubbles]
i1s not convincing enough to
be really successful. Despite
deft craftsmanship the story
fails to become important,
and even its pattern is beauti-
ful artifice rather than art.”
—The Saturday Review of
Literature, May 28, 1927%.

““Sherwood Anderson wins
the second prize with a story
called ‘Death in the Woods’

in which he is at his worst.”
—Richmond News Leader,

January 17, 1927.

“‘Death in the Woods’ has
the curious distinction no
story of Mr. Anderson’s could

ary 30, 1927.

“All competent readers
will agree with the official
judges as to the wisdom of
their first choice. ‘Bubbles’
is a profound, subtle, and
highly finished piece of work.”
—New York Sun, January
18, 1927.

“Mr. Steele’s really stu-
pendous story, ‘Bubbles—
it is difiicult not to overdo
superlatives in writing of this
appalling little masterpiece
. . . i1s one of Mr. Steele’s
supreme achievements.” —
Hartford Cowrant, January

23, 1927.

“Of the stories 1n this
book, that by Sherwood An-
derson [Death in the Woods]

is the most important.””—
New York World, January

19, 1927.

“Mr. Anderson’s story

strikes the authentic Ander-
son note. He has seldom done
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lack, but would have hardly
made him the reputation he
so magnificently deserves.”’—
New York Post, February s,

1927.

The New York Times re-
viewer (January 23, 1927) re-
marks, “The relegation of
Mary Heaton Vorse’s story
[The Madelaine] to the back
of the book makes the reader
wonder if these authorities
on the short story . . . really
know a story when they see
it.”

anything more poweriul
within its limits and never
anything more characteris-
tic.”—New York Sun, Janu-

ary 18, 1027.

The order of the stories
(see the table of contents for
the 1926 collection) is, after
the three prize stories, al-
phabetical by authors.



CHILD OF GOD
By ROARK BRADFORD

From Harper's

HEN Willie told the preacher that morning that
‘“ev’ything is all O.K., Revund,’”’ he meant it from the
bottom of his heart. The hawking of the rain crow from the
Iimb of the dead cottonwood. sounded like the song of a
mocking bird. The monotonous patter of rain on the tin roof
lulled him into gentle restfulness. The damp, dirty stench that
floated up from the dark closeness of the cells below him was
like a sedative. Even the lyelike coffee served to remind him
that the jailer was his friend.

“Cap’m Archie tole me I could have ev’ything I wanted
fer brekfus,” he explained as he caught the minister sniffing
and eyeing the scant remains of the meal. “An’ I tole him I
b’lieve I'd take some po’k chops an’ cawfee, ef’n hit wuz all
right. An’ hyar it is.”

“You mean dar hit wuz,”” admonished the preacher. “ Now

yo’ flesh is fed, Willie, whut ’bout yo’ soul?”
Willie beamed a broad, knowing smile. ‘“ My soul,” he said
tolerantly, “is all O.K. An’ Revund,” he continued jubilantly,
“Cap’m Archie say he gonter bring me a ten-cent cigar to
go walkin’ up de gallows wid in my mouf.”’” The minister’s
face was a study in expression. “An’ I makes me a speech up
yonder’—jerking his arm toward the gallows high in the
roof of the jail—‘“an’ den——?”

“Den which, son?”’ Preacher Moore was eager to find a
pomt of contact at which he could begin his prepared message
of consolation.

“I’se Glory bound!” Willie declared with enthusiasm.

While the condemned man talked and the preacher listened,
the Great State of Louisiana prepared to exact its penalty
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in the form of the life of Willie Malone because “he did fe-
loniously, wilfully, and of his deliberately premeditated malice
aforethought, make an assault on one Thurston. Gibbs, and a
certain gun which then and there was loaded with gunpowder
and buckshot and was by him, the said Willie Malone, had and
held in both hands, he, the said Willie Malone, did then
and there felomously and of malice aforethought shoot off and

e at and upon the said Thurston Gibbs thereby,
and by thus striking the said Thurston Gibbs with the buck-
shots inflicting on and in the body one mortal wound of which
said mortal wound the said Thurston Gibbs then and there
instantly died. And so the said Willie Malone did in the man-
ner and form aforesaid, feloniously and of deliberately pre-
meditated malice aforethought, kill and murder the said
Thurston Gibbs in the Parish of Wilton aforesaid, against
the peace and dignity of the Great State of Louisiana.”

It all came out at the trial. Hogs had been running in
Willie’s cornfield. The hogs belonged to Mr. Gibbs. And when
Willie asked him to keep them home Mr. Gibbs had cursed
him. Willie then bought a shotgun and some buckshot. Every-
body agreed upon that much of it. Willie said he aimed to
shoot the hogs and that when he heard something rustling
the long blades he fired, thinking it was a hog. The district
attorney pointed out that it was impossible to get a witness
who could say what was in a man’s mind and, therefore,
he’d leave it to the jury as to whether Willie was hog hunting
or man hunting.

The jury was divided upon the point, but all agreed that
no nigger had any right to shoot a white man’s hogs, anyway,
much less shoot a white man. So they found him guilty as
charged.

Willie had rather enjoyed his stay in jail. Two or three
times his lawyer came and talked to him in a low voice and
had him make his cross mark on many important-looking
pieces of paper. It all gave him a feeling of importance hitherto
not experienced.
He liked “Cap’m Archie,”” too—Cap’m Archie was always
making jokes, and didn’t make him do any work around the
jail except a little sweeping. And during the long cool spring
evenings, when the stars twinkled in the sky and the fiddling
of the katydids out in the weed patch back of the jail floated
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in between the long iron-barred windows, Cap’m Archie
would have one of the short-time prisoners drag his chair
back to Willie’s own private cage and Willie would sing for
him.

Willie did like to sing—church songs, mostly. But some-
times when he felt sad and lonesome he’d sing the one that
began:

“Thirty days in ]a.xl
Baby, don’t soun’ so long

But de las’ frien’ I got m dlS worl’,
Done shuck her la.lg an’ gone.”

There were many verses, and to these Willie had added
a hundred others. He was good at that. When they locked up
that Caldonie for cutting her husband because he stole one
of her hens and a chicken brood and gave it to another
woman, Willie celebrated the occasion by adding:

“He might er stole yo’ chickens,
He might er stole yo’ cow,

Hit don’ t make no diffunce what he stole,
You'’s in de jail-house now.”

; Cap’m Archie had laughed at that one and it made Willie
appy-

Not long after that Cap’m Archie sent for him to come to
the office. Cap’m Archie looked sad that day, and it made
Willie feel sad. So when Cap’m Archie told him the Supreme
Court had turned him down and that he would have to hang
Willie was much relieved.

“Shuh! Cap’m Archie,” Willie consoled, ‘“dat ain’ nothin’
to go worryin’ ’bout. I thought hit mought er been somethin’
wrong, de way you had yo’ face strung out. Shuh! Ain’ dat de
same as de jedge done tole me?”

That afternoon Reverend Moore, Negro preacher, was
ushered into Willie’s cell, and under his exhortatmns Willie
was converted. He had been converted annually ever since
he could remember but he always had been too busy to follow
1t up. This time he had ample leisure in which to contemplate
Chnsuéa:gt y and draw mental pictures of it. Willie was keenly
interes

The preacher had spared no detail his imagination could
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supply as to the glories of heaven, and these Willie supple-
mented with the colourful pigments of his own imagina-
tion. Heaven was a wonderful place. Willie wanted to go

there.
“Hyar dey comes, son,” the preacher said kindly. “Git up
off’n yo’ knees.”

Cap m Archie unlocked the cage door with keys that rattled
nervously in his hand. Behind the jailer were half a dozen
others—the doctor, two brothers of the man he had killed,
the editor of the Wilton Parish Gazetle, and a short, stubby,
mean-looking man that Willie disliked instinctively. He had
never seen him before, and the pale-green, watery eyes that
squinted out at him through shaggy eyelashes made Willie
feel bad. “I loves him too,” Willie insisted under his breath.
“Got ter love him. ‘Makes me love ev'ybody—hit’s good
ernuff fer me’”’—Willie recalled the words from the old song.
“An’ I guess he is somebody. But I be dog ef’n he looks like
much, Ole Green Eyes.”

“Ready to go, Willie?” It was Cap’m Archie. His voice
was kind and filled with sorrow. Willie hated to see Cap’m
Archie like that. But when the jailer’s teeth clicked together
and he said briskly, “Here, slip your hands into these,” it
did not sound so sad, and Willie obeyed with alacrity.

“1 bet you ferglts my cigar, Cap’m Archie,” Willie coun-
tered as his arms were pinioned behind him.

“Cut out that damned foolishness! Come on here, nigger.
I ain’t got all day to fool.” It was the stubby little man who
assumed charg

“Makes me love ev'ybody,” Willie hummed desperately
under his breath. *“ Hit’s good ernuff for me.’

“Good ernuff fer anybody,” seconded the preacher loudly,
happy that he had found some place to enter into the cere-
mony with the dignity of his cal]mg “Hit’s de ole time re-
ligion, and hit’s good ernuff fer me!”’

As the party marched up the narrow steps to the gallows,
the Negro prisoners on the lower tier of cells caught up the
refrain and the brick walls of the little jail reverberated with:

“ Gimme dat ole time religion,

Gimme dat ole time religion,
Gimme dat ole time religion, Lawd,
Hit’s good emuff fer me.
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‘““Hit will take you home to Glory,
Hit will take you home to Glory,
Hit will take you home to Glory, Lawd,
Hit’s good ernuff fer me.”

The climb to the gallows took a remarkably short time and
Willie noticed that as soon as they arrived there “Ole Green
Eyes” rushed to the rope that was lying handy and began
making a loop in the end of it.

‘“ Makes me love ev’ybody,” Willie insisted.

Everybody seemed nervous. Cap’m Archie couldn’t look
at him. The editor was talking with big words to the elder
of the Gibbses and said something about ‘“dancing on the
air.” Willie didn’t understand it but he knew he wasn’t going
to dance on anything. Dancing would send him straight to
hell. He had the preacher’s word for it.

He edged over toward Cap’m Archie.
‘“When does I make my speech, Cap’m Archie?’’ he asked.

The jailer did not look up. “In a minute,” he replied.
“When you are ready to—when they stand you over there.”
He pointed to the trapdoor with his foot.

“Come over here, nigger.” It was “Ole Green Eyes” again.
Willie stood on the trapdoor.

“Makes me love ev’ybody,” he kept repeating as the knot
was being drawn close to his ear. “ Makes me love ev’ybody.”
When the knot was finished the little stubby man slipped
a black hood over Willie’s head and stepped back. A jay-
bird on a dead limb of the cottonwood broke out in a scathing
chatter of malediction at the crow. A dog howled mournfully
In the jail yard below. The katydids in the weed patch opened
with a wild symphony of fiddling. “ Somethin’ ’bout to hap-
pen,” Willie concluded. “I guess I better make my speech.”

He threw back his shoulders and raised his chin as though
about to address a large congregation.

“Folkses,” he began in a clear, strong voice, “I has a few
words I wants to say to y’all—"

“Too late now, nigger.” It was that stubby little man.
And even as the trap gave way under his feet Willie began:
“Makes me love ev’ybody.”

~ Willie did not finish that line, however. He was interrupted
in the midst of it by a long blast on a horn. It was a loud,
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thundering blast and it startled him. He looked into the direc-
tion from which it came and there, charging down the road,
he saw four prancing horses drawing a snow-white chariot.
It was a beautiful sight. He had seen some such rig the time
when he went to the circus at Baton Rouge. But this rig was
even prettier than the circus carriages. Big white plumes
bobbed from the crown-pieces of the bridles, and the horses
pranced and danced along, raising a terrible dust.

““Great day!” he exclaimed. “Class sho’ is comin’ down de
road to-day.”

In a minute the carriage was in front of him, and with much
suddenness it came to a halt, the horses falling back on their
haunches to check the momentum.

“Git up hyar, boy, an’ le’s git goin’,” the driver called
down. “Us is late, as it is or—else you is early.”

Willie scrambled to the seat beside the driver. As the horses
raced onward he enjoyed the thrill of the speedy ride, the wind
rushing by his ears, the sparkle of the gold and silver harness,
the dexterity with which the driver held the horses in the road
thhth one hand and cracked the whip over their heads with the
other.

“You drives right well, boy,” he observed. “ What’s yo’
name?’’

“ Jehu,” replied the driver.

“ Jehu-which?”

“ Jest Jehu,” replied the driver.

::gabi?’lq;at boy wid de hawn in his han’?”

The monosyllabic replies of his companion irritated Willie.
He wanted conversation and he intended to have it.

“How long you been——"" he began, but suddenly Gabnel
raised his trumpet to his lips and blew a deafening blast
which almost lifted Willie from his seat.

“Hol’ tight,” cautioned Jehu, and the chariot stopped
suddenly.

Willie saw an old man in a black slouch hat and cutaway
coat, walking very alertly toward the carriage. His face was
cleanly shaven except for a moustache and goatee which gave
him a distinguished appearance. Willie instinctively knew
that this quality-gentleman was going to ride on the plush
seats inside, so he leaped down and opened the door of the

6
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carriage. The old man halted a few paces from him and cast
a surveying glance at the horses.

“That checkrein is too tight on that ofi-lead horse,’” he said.
“It is a pity that I have to ’tend to these trifles, but damn it
all, I can’t stand to see fine horseflesh suffer on account of
tnﬂ.m niggers.”’

Willie quickly ran and lowered the checkrein and climbed
back to his seat.

““You oughter know better’n to check up dat hoss so high,”
he admonished Jehu with a proprietary air. “Us likes our
hosses to have a heap er room.”

Jehu did not reply. He held steadily to the reins, and the
carriage fairly flew through the misty haze. Willie wanted
to ask for the reins himself. He felt he could drive much more
to his own satisfaction but, withal, he admitted, Jehu was
doing very well. A minute later, however, when the lead
horse bolted just as they approached a long bridge, and Jehu
prevented a crash by expert manceuvring of the reins, Willie
was glad he was not driving.

‘“Does dat ev’y time at the bridge,” Jehu volunteered as the
team settled down to a long gallop across the structure. ‘“ Lots
er times us misses an’ de folks in de chariot gits drownded
tryin’ to cross Jurdan.”

“Dat de Jurdan, huh?’’ asked Willie. “I be dog.” and he
gripped tightly to the seat.

The chariot rolled off the bndge and up to the iront of a
white pearly gate where it stopped. Willie dropped confidently
to the ground, opened the chariot door, and assisted the dis-
tinguished old passenger to alight. St. Peter swung the big
gate open.

“Welcome, Colonel,” he said. “It gives me great pleasure
to greet you personally after ha.vmg known you indirectly
for these many years. She’s waiting for you under the crépe
myrtles. Cherub, escort the Colonel to Miss Julia.”

Willie thought that was great, and he was thrilled almost
to ecstasy when the old gentleman gave him a curt nod in
recognition of his service.

As soon as the old man had disappeared behind the cherub,
St. Peter dropped his air of formality.

“Well, well,” he said, “if it ain’t that worthless Willie Ma-
lone. Wllhe, how’d you gxt here, son?”’
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That was language Willie could understand and appreciate.

. - St; Peter,” he replied, “I jes’ got on de chariot an’ rid up
yar.’

“Well,” said St. Peter, “I guess you better try on a pair
of wings, then. Here, Cherub. Bring out a pair of wings for
old Willie Malone.”

St. Peter helped the cherub adjust the wings.

““Now you’re fixed, son,” he announced. “Fly away!”
And Willie flew. He flew among the golden clouds and down
long narrow golden streets. He flew over mansions of gold
and sparkling rivers. into the air and close to the ground
he flew. He tried a few fancy turns, such as he had seen birds
perform among the chinaberry trees. He dived at the surface
of the water and grabbed at the golden fish and then climbed
again by lusty flaps of his wings, as pelicans do. And he did it
perfectly.
one my hide,’’ he exclaimed, ‘‘ dis is somethin’ like!”’

“Dogg
After a few hours the novelty to wear off. He was high

in the air, maybe a mile high, he estimated. So he pointed
one wing at an angle and began gliding down, making a huge
spiral as he descended. Halfway down, he reversed the cant
of his wings and came down the rest of the way, flying back-

wards.

He landed right in the midst of a group of other angels who
were seated a.round the Great Throne. Upon the throne sat
the Great Lord God. Willie recognized him instantly because
of the distinction with which he sat upon his throne and by
the carefree tilt of his huge, bejewelled crown almost hiding one
eye and by the angle at which the ten-cent cigar was cocked.
Willie was a little frightened, and dazzled by the regal splen-
dour of it all, but he settled down noiselessly to the ground,
and was made *> feel perfectly at home, by the informal greet-
ing he received.

“I bet you want to hear some music, don’t you, Willie? ”’
asked the Great Lord God and, without waiting for Willie’s
reply, he continued, “Little Dawid, play on your harp.”

‘“What shall I play, Great Lord God?’’ asked Little David.

“Play something calm and low, Little David,” said the

Great Lord God. “ Do not alarm my people.”
David struck a chord or two on his harp. It was beautiful.

The mellow music floated straight to Willie’s heart. One or
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two of the other angels started humming with the music and,
almost unconscious of where he was, Willie added his low,

rich bass to the chorus:

‘“When dat big T#anic sunk down in de sea,

All de brass bands played ‘Nearer My God to Thee.’
Out on de deep blue ocean de people sleep

In a cold wet cradle, three miles deep.

It’s yo’ las’ trip, Tilanic.”

After several verses Willie began to feel a personal sorrow
for the passengers of the T'itanic. The music stopped suddenly,
and the Great Lord God commanded, “Little David, play
something quick and lively. Let the skies rock with mirth.
Let the heavens open wide. Let the stars and the moon shine
out. Let my people shout with joy.”

And as soon as the command was issued all the angels be-

gan dancing and singing as Little David played:

“Two little babies a-layin’ in de bed,
One of’m sick an’ de yuther mos’ dead.
Sont fer de doctor an’ de doctor said,
‘Give dem babies some shortnin’ bread.’
So put on de skillet an’ thow way de led,
Cause mammy gonter make a little shortnin’ bread.”

Several more songs followed and finally Willie began to
tire of singing. The party broke up, the angels flying away in
groups of twos and threes. Soon no one was left before the
throne except Willie.

Willie felt slightly embarrassed there, with no one around
except the Great Lord God. He figured he might be intruding
or something, or that perhaps he’d better go out and fly
some more. But as he was turning over the idea a tall, kindly
looking angel, more strikingly handsome than any he had
ever seen, strolled up and sat down familiarly by the side of
the Great Lord God. At first Willie thought it was Cap’m
Archie. There was kindness and understanding in his face,
just like Cap’m Archie’s face. But it wasn’t Cap’m Archie.
Cap’;n Archie had no scars on his hands and feet as had this
angel.

As he puzzled over the matter he faintly remembered a
story his old mammy had told him about a man with scars




10 PRIZE STORIES OF 1927

on his hands and feet, and he recalled the lines of a song that
Cap’m Archie used to make him sing:

“They nailed His hands and they nivet His feet,
An’ de hammers wuz heard in Jerusalem street.”

Some way, Willie could not place him. But he felt much
more at ease for his presence.

“What you thinking about, Willie?” the kindly angel
asked. *“ You don’t seem to be enjoying yourself so much.”

Willie did not know exactly what to reply. He rummaged
through his mind hastily. He had been entirely happy for
ever so long, not a thing had gone wrong. Everybody had
been so nice to him. The music had been beautiful and just
the songs he liked to sing. His wings fitted perfectly and St.
Peter had been wonderful. So had Jehu. And Cap’m Archie
—he had given him everything he could think of and a heap
he did not think of. Of course there was the matter of the
cigar. He wanted to go to the gallows with a cigar in his
mouth. But that wasn’t Cap’m Archie’s fault . . . and, too,
maybe Cap’m Archie had forgotten the cigar. He had so many
things to think about. Willie concluded that if it were the
cigar he would say nothing about it to the kind angel because
he did not want to embarrass Cap’m Archie. He did not really
want to go to the gallows with a cigar, anyway, he decided.
“But I did want ter make dat speech,” he concluded.
““What speech is that?’’ asked the kindly faced angel.
Willie explained in great detail, and the angel and the
Great Lord God listened intently.

“But hit wa’n’t Cap’m Archie’s fault,” he declared.
G;Whose fault was it, then?” demanded the Great Lord

‘ Hit mought er been—onderstan’, I ain’ s’cusin’ nobody,”
Willie faltered, “but hit mought er been Ole Green Eyes.
But I loves ev’ybody—him, too,” he added hastily.

“I know t.he scoundrel » declared the Great Lord God.
‘““He’s been plaguing me for years and years. But this is too
much.’”’ The brow of the Great Lord God clouded in anger and
he shouted with a ternble roar, like seven peals of thunder,
““ Cherub, bring me a bolt of forked hghtmng that I may strike
that man from the face of the ea
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The cherub brought the lightning, and the Great Lord God

was about to hurl it. But the kind angel touched his arm
ently.

& I wouldn’t, Father,” said the angel. “ He might not have

understood that the speech was to have been the biggest

thing in Willie’s life.”

The Great Lord God stayed his hand and turned upon the
kind angel. “Of course he understood. That’s why he didn’t
let him make it. He’s just low-down mean. I've put up with
enough of it.”

‘“But,” insisted the kind angel, “it will do no good to
strike him down with lightning. It would frighten many
people. And it would start new arguments over religion and
that would lead to controversies and they would lead to
hatreds and hatreds lead to——"

“I’ve heard that speech a million times, Son,” said the
Great Lord God, “and you needn’t go into details. I admit
you are right,”’ and he handed the lightning bolt back to the
cherub. “But,” continued the Great Lord God, “I will not
let this thing pass.”” His brow clouded in anger again. “I am
the Great I am,” he roared, “and my commands shall be
obeyed.” The kind angel sat meekly and argued no further.

‘“Willie Malone,” commanded the Great Lord God ina
tone of thunder.

. ‘““Yassuh, Great Lord God,” replied Willie, jumping to his
eet.

“You go right back down yonder and make that speech.
He’s sitting in the jail office right now with Captain Archie.
Now go and do my commands.”

Willie lost no time in getting to the jail. As he approached,
he noticed a half-dozen Negroes—ifriends of his—standing in
the rain about the big steel door entry to the lower cells. But
he hurried by them with only a curt “hy-dy, boys.” The fact
that they ignored him stung a little but he had no time to
lose. He went straight to the office entrance.

The green-eyed man was seated at a table fingering five
new ten-dollar bills. The coroner was scratching away with a
Pen on a big official-looking document. The editor and the
two Gibbses were talking in low tones. Cap’m Archie was
hunched down in his chair at his desk, looking at the floor.
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Willie stood a minute respectfully, hoping Cap’m Archie
would notice him and inquire what he wanted.

But Cap’m Archie did not look toward him and Willie
tiied a scheme that had worked many times for him.

“Cap’m, suh,” he said, “don’ you want dis ole dirty flo’
swep’ up er somethin’?”

But Cap’m Archie acted as though he did not hear.

Willie cogitated. Maybe he was worrying about forgetting
the cigar.

But as the thought came to Willie Cap’m Archie slowly
reached to his vest pocket and drew out a single long black
cigar and studied it intently.

“You got the mate to that’n, Sheriff?”’ Ole Green Eyes
quit shuffling the new bills and directed his attention toward
the cigar.

“Nope,” replied Cap’m Archie, “I ain’t got the mate to
this’n.”” And he tightened his grip on the cigar until he had
broken and crushed it. “And if I did have 1t,”” he added, “I'd
damn well keep it.”

“No hard feelings, Shenff,” offered Green Eyes. “I see
you ain’t used to it. Cheer up. It’s just another nigger less.”

A scraping of feet in the jail hall at the side of the office
attracted the attention of both Cap’'m Archie and Green
Eyes. Willie followed their gaze through the barred hall door
and saw six Negroes carrying a long black box toward the big
jail door. Behind the box marched Preacher Moore, directing
and exhorting as he went.

“There he goes now—out of yer jail and out of yer life.
It’s all over and yer duty’s done.”

Cap’m Archie squeezed the cigar tightly, crumbling it into
tiny bits.

The green-eyed man essayed a cackling laugh. “ And so’s
mine,”” he continued, picking up the five bills, “so I guess I'll
be gOing-”

Willie had been standing by in respectful silence since
the white folks had indicated by ignoring him that they
were too busy to talk to him. White people are that way,
Willie had learned. Sometimes they will talk with you and
laugh with you. And sometimes when they are busy they won’t
pay any attention to you unless you get in their way or some-
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thing. Then they will curse you. Willie knew how to get along
with white folks. :

But things were different now. He had business with Mister
Green Eyes.

‘““Wait a minute, Cap’m, suh,” he addressed the green-eyed
man.

Green Eyes stiffened, blinked his eyes, passed his hand
across his forehead, and frowned. He stuck the money into
his pocket quickly and grabbed for his hat.

‘“Wait a minute, Cap’m,” Willie pleaded. “I got ter make
my speech.”

The green-eyed man turned pale and shut his eyes tightly,
gritting his teeth and shaking his head as if in an effort to
clear his brain.

‘“‘Sheriff,” he said with a great struggle for calmness in his
voice, “I need a drink. I—I—I’m sort of nervous, I reckon.”

““There’s the doctor,” Cap’m Archie replied calmly, nod-
ding toward the coroner.

‘“But, Cap’m, suh, wait,” interjected Willie, “lemme make
my speech——"’

The green-eyed man yelled and ran to the doctor.

“Get me a drink, Doctor!” he begged. “A drink! For
quc;f sake. I'm all shot to hell, Doctor. Get me a dnnk,
qul '”

‘“‘What’s the matter, man?” demanded the doctor. “ What

18 it?”’
“That damned nigger, Doctor. I'm seein’ things. So help

me. He wants to make a speech, Doctor——"

“Dat’s all right, Cap’m,” Willie insisted. “Hit ain’t no
mean speech.”

“O-ww-w-w—Doctor,” screamed the green-eyed man.
“There he is again.”

The coroner and Cap’m Archie caught the hangman and
led him to a chair.

“Calm down, man,” said the doctor. “Your nerves are
upset.”
“But that nigger, that damned nigger! I see him."”
““Well, he isn’t going to hurt you, man. He's——"
“Nawsuh, I wa’n’t gonter hurt nobody,” Willie assured
him. “I jes’ was gonter say a few words.”
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The man struggled wildly, and it was only with the added
strength of the two Gibbses and the editor that they succeeded
in holding him in his chair. He was alternately crying and
cursing, trembling weakly and fighting wildly.

‘““That damned nigger! I see him! I see him!’’ he kept shout-

ing. “He wants to make a speech!”
‘““Hold him until I can fix a hypodermic,”’ ordered the doc-

tor.

“I jes’ gonter make my speech,” Willie pleaded again in an
effort to calm the green-eyed man. “I ain’ gonter do nothin’
but jes’ tawk.”

But instead of being soothed, the man became more vio-
lent and but for the utmost strength of four men, he would
have escaped. They held him, though. Held him in the chair
while his eyes glared in wild frenzy, his huge neck swelled
even bigger, his face turned purple, and his breath came in
short rasping gasps. “Git away, damned nigger. I see you.
Ow-ww-ww' ?

“I1 jes’ on’y got a few words I wanner say,” Willie began
again. And after one lunge at the sound of Willie’s voice the
man quieted down, and his eyes stared glassily at nothing,
although his neck still bulged. The colour of his face changed
to an ugly blue and his mouth dropped open and dripped
frothy saliva. And while the green-eyed man sat limp in the

chair Wﬂhe Malone completed his speech:
“I jes’ wanner say I ain’t got no hard feelin’s agin nobody

an’ I don’ want nobody to has no hard feelin’s agin me. An’
I wants to meet you all in heaven.”




THE KILLERS
By ERNEST HEMINGWAY
From Scribner’s

\HE door of Henry’s lunch room opened and two men
came in. They sat down at the counter.

“What’s yours?’ George asked them.

“I don’t know,’’ one of the men said. “ What do you want

to eat, Al?”
“I don’t know,” said Al. “I don’t know what I want to

eat.”

Outside it was getting dark. The street-light came on out-
side the window. The two men at the counter read the menu.
From the other end of the counter Nick Adams watched
them. He had been talking to George when they came in.

“I'll have a roast pork tenderloin with apple sauce and
mashed potato,” the first man said.

“It 1sn’t ready yvet.”

““What the hell do you put it on the card for?”

“That’s the dinner,” George explained. ‘“ You can get that
at six o’clock.”

George looked at the clock on the wall behind the counter.

“It’s five o’clock.”

“The clock says twenty minutes past five,” the second
man said. i

“It’s twenty minutes fast.”

“Oh, to hell with the clock,” the first man said. “ What
have you got to eat?”’

“I can give you any kind of sandwiches,” George said.
“You can have ham and eggs, bacon and eggs, liver and
bacon, or a steak.”

““Give me chicken croquettes with green peas and cream
sauce and mashed potatoes.”

“That’s the dinner.”

15
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we want’s the dinner, eh? That’s the way you

16

“E
work it.”
“I can give you ham and eggs, bacon and eggs, liver——"’

“I'll take ham and eggs,” the man called Al said. He wore
a derby hat and a black overcoat buttoned across the chest.
His faoe was small and white and he had tight lips. He wore
a silk muffler and gloves.

““Give me bacon and eggs,” said the other man. He was
about the same size as Al. Their faces were different, but
they were dressed like twins. Both wore overcoats too tight
for them. They sat leaning forward, their elbows on the
counter.

“Got anything to drink?” Al asked.

‘“Silver beer, bevo, ginger ale,” George said.

“I mean you got anythmg to drink?”

“ Just those I sai
. ‘:’This is a hot town,” said the other. “What do they call
1':?“'Summil:.”

‘““Ever hear of it?” Al asked his friend.

““No,” said the friend.

‘““What do you do here nights?’’ Al asked.

‘“They eat the dinner,” his friend said. ‘“They all come here
and eat the big dinner.”

“That’s right,” George said.

“go you think that’s right?”’ Al asked George.

(14 ure. )

‘“You’re a pretty bright boy, aren’t you?”

“Sure,” said George.

‘“‘Well, you’re not,” said the other little man. “Is he, Al?”

‘“He’s dumb,’’ said Al. He turned to Nick. ‘“ What’s your
namer”

({4 Adams.”
M“A?not.her bright boy,” Al said. “Ain’t he a bright boy,

ax )

‘“The town’s full of bright boys,’”” Max said.

George put the two tgla,ttf:rs, one of ham and eggs, the other
of baoon and eggs, on the counter. He set down two side dishes
of fried potatoes and closed the wicket into the kitchen.

““Which is yours?”’ he asked Al.

“Don’t you remember?”’
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‘“ Ham and eggs.”

““ Just a bright boy,” Max said. He leaned forward and took
the ham and eggs. Both men ate with their gloves on. George
watched them eat.

‘“What are you looking at?” Max looked at George.

‘““ Nothing.”

‘““The hell you were. You were looking at me.”

‘“Maybe the boy meant it for a joke, Max,” Al said.

George laughed.

‘“You don’t have to laugh,” Max said to him. “ ¥ou don’t
have to laugh at all, see?”

“All right,” said George.

. “So he thinks it’s all right.” Max turned to Al. “ He thinks
it’s all right. That’s a good one.”

“Oh, he’s a thinker,’’ Al said. They went on eating.

‘“What’s the bright boy’s name down the counter?” Al
asked Max.

- “Hey, bright boy,” Max said to Nick. “ You go around on
the other side of the counter with your boy friend.”

““What’s the idea?’’ Nick asked.

““There isn’t any idea.”

“You better go around, bright boy,” Al said. Nick went
around behind the counter.

“What’s the idea?” George asked.

‘““None of your damn business,” Al said. “ Who's out in the
kitchen?”

““The nigger.”

“What do you mean the migger?”

““The nigger that cooks.”

“Tell him to come in.”

““What’s the 1dear”

“Tell him to come in.”

‘““Where do you think you are?”

“We know damn well where we are,”’ the man called Max
said. “Do we look silly?”

“You talk silly,” Al said to him. “What the hell do you
argue with this kid for? Listen,” he said to George, “tell the
nigger to come out here.”

‘““What are you going to do to him?”

‘““Nothing. Use your head, bright boy. What would we do

to a nigger?”’
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George opened the slit that opened back into the kitchen.
“Sam,” he called. ¢ Come in here a minute.”

The door to the kitchen opened and the nigger came in.
“What was it?”’ he asked. The two men at the counter took

a look at him.

“All right, nigger. You stand right there,” Al said.

Sam, the nigger, standing in his apron, looked at the two
men sitting at the counter. * Yes, sir,” he said. Al got down
from his stool.

“T’'m going back to the kitchen with the nigger and bright
boy,” he said. “Go on back to the kitchen, nigger. You go
with him, bright boy.” The little man walked after Nick and
Sam, the cook, back into the kitchen. The door shut after
them. The man called Max sat at the counter opposite George.
He didn’t look at George but looked in the mirror that ran
along back of the counter Henry’s had been made over from
a saloon into a lunch-counter.

“Well, bright boy,” Max said, looking into the mirror,
“why don’t you say something?”’

“What’s it all about?”

“Hey, Al,”” Max called, “bright boy wants to know what
it’s all about.”

“Why don’t you tell him?” Al’s voice came from the
kitchen.

‘“What do you think it’s all about?”’

“I don’t know.”

“What do you think?”

Max looked into the mirror all the time he was talking.

“I wouldn’t say.”
‘“Hey, Al, bright boy says he wouldn’t say what he thinks
it’s all about.”

“I can hear you, all right,” Al said from the kitchen. He
had propped open the slit that dishes passed through into the
kitchen with a catsup bottle. ““Listen, bright boy,” he said
from the kitchen to George. ‘‘Stand a little further along the
bar. You move a little to the left, Max.” He was like a photog

rapher arranging for a group plcture
“Talk to me, bright boy,” Max said. “ What do you think’s

going to happen?”’
George did not say anything.




THE KILLERS 19

“I'll tell you,” Max said. “We’re going to kill a Swede.
Do ){[ou know a big Swede named Ole Andreson?”

4 | es. y?

‘““He comes here to eat every night, don’t he?”

“Sometimes he comes here.”

‘““ He comes here at six o’clock, don’t he?”

“If he comes.”

“We know all that, bright boy,” Max said. “Talk about
something else. Ever go to the movies?”

“Once in a while.”

“You ought to go to the movies more. The movies are fine
for a bright boy like you.”

““What are you going to kill Ole Andreson for? What did
he ever do to you?”’

‘““He never had a chance to do anything to us. He never
even seen us.”

“And he’s only going to see us once,” Al said from the

kitchen.

‘““What are you going to kill him for, then?”” George asked.

“We're knllmg him for a friend. Just to obhge a friend,
bright boy.”

“Cihut up,”’ said Al from the kitchen. “ You talk too goddam
much.”
bo“Well, I got to keep bright boy amused. Don’t I, bright

y? b}

“You talk too damn much,” Al said. “The nigger and my
bright boy are amused by themselves. I got them tied up
like a couple of girl friends in the convent.”

“I suppose you were 1n a convent.”

““You never know.”

“You were in a kosher convent. That’s where you were.”

George looked up at the clock.

“If anybod comes in you tell them the cook is off, and if
they keep after it, you tell them youll go back and cook
yourself. Do you get that, bright boy? o

“All nght,” George said. “What you going to do with us
afterward?”

“That’ll depend,” Max said. “That’s one of those things

you never know at the time.”
George looked up at the clock. It was a quarter past six.
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The door from the street opened. A street-car motorman
came in.

‘“ Hello, George,” he said. “Can I get supper?”

“Sam’s gone out,” George said. “He’ll be back in about
half an hour.”

“I’d better go up the street,” the motorman said. George
looked at the clock. It was twenty minutes past six.

“That was nice, bright boy,” Max said. “ You’re a regular
little gentleman.”

‘““He knew I'd blow his head off,” Al said from the kitchen.

“No,” said Max. “It ain’t that. Bright boy is nice. He’s a
nice boy. I like him.”

At six-fifty-five George said: ‘“‘ He’s not coming

Two other people had been in the lunch room. Once George
had gone out to the kitchen and made a ham-and-egg sand-
wich “to go’’ that a man wanted to take with him. Inside
the kitchen he saw Al, his derby hat tipped back, sitting on a
stool beside the wicket with the muzzle of a sawed-off shot-
gun resting on the ledge. Nick and the cook were back to back
in the corner, a towel tied in each of their mouths. George had
cooked the sa.ndmch wrapped it up in oiled paper, put it
in a bag, brought it in, and the man had paid for it and gone
out.

‘“ Bright boy can do everything,” Max said. “He can cook
zﬁd everything. You’d make some girl a nice wife, bright

y.’!

“Yesr” George said. ‘““Your friend, Ole Andreson, isn’t

oing to come.”

‘“We’ll give him ten minutes,” Max said.

Max watched the mirror and the clock. The hands of the
clock marked seven o’clock, and then five minutes past seven.

“Come on, Al,” said Max. “We better go. He’s not com-
2 ' 4

ing.

‘“ Better give him five minutes,” Al said from the kitchen.

In the five minutes a man came in, and George explained
that the cook was sick.

" y the hell don’t you get another cook?” the man
asked. “Aren’t you running a lunch counter?’’ He went out.
‘““ Come on, Al Max said.

“What about the two bri right boys and the nigger?”
“They’re all right.”

b
]
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“You think so?”

““Sure. We’re through with it.”

“I don’t like it,” said Al. “It’s sloppy. You talk too much.”

““Oh, what the hell,” said Max. “We got to keep amused,
haven’t we?’’

“You talk too much, all the same,” Al said. He came out
from the kitchen. The cut-off barrels of the shotgun made a
slight bulge under the waist of his too tight-fitting overcoat.
He straightened his coat with his gloved hands.

f‘l‘ Sc(;: long, bright boy,” he said to George. “ You got a lot
of luck.”

“That’s the truth,” Max said. “You ought to play the
races, bright boy.”

The two of them went out the door. George watched them
through the window pass under the arc light and cross the
street. In their tight overcoats and derby hats they looked
like a vaudeville team. George went back through the swing-
ing door into the kitchen and untied Nick and the cook.

“I don’t want any more of that,” said Sam, the cook. “I
don’t want any more of that.”

f Nick stood up. He had never had a towel in his mouth be-
ore.

- ﬁSay,,” he said. “ What the hell?” He was trying to swagger
it off.

“They were going to kill Ole Andreson,” George said.
“They were going to shoot him when he came in to eat.”

“Ole Andreson?”

éé Sure.”

The cook felt the corners of his mouth with his thumbs.

“They all gone?” he asked.

““Yeah,” said George. ‘“ They’re gone now.”
nll“”I don’t like it,” said the cook. “I don’t like any of it at

“Listen,” George said to Nick. “You better go see Ole
Andreson.”

‘“All right.”

“You better not have anything to do with it at all,” Sam,
the cook, said. ““You better stay way out of it.”

“Don’t go if you don’t want to,” George said.

““Mixing up in this ain’t going to get you anywhere,” the
cook said. “ You stay out of it.”
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. “g’ll go see him,” Nick said to George. “ Where does he
ve 3

The cook turned away.

“Little boys always know what they want to do,” he said.
N'“dfle lives up at Hirsch’s rooming house,” George said to

ick.

“I'll go up there.”

Outside the arc light shone through the bare branches of a
tree. Nick walked up the street beside the car tracks and
turned at the next arc light down a side street. Three houses
up the street was Hirsch’s rooming house. Nick walked up the
two steps and pushed the bell. A woman came to the door.

“Is Ole Andreson herer”’

“Do you want to see him?”’

“Yes, if he’s in.”

Nick followed the woman up a flight of stairs and back to
the end of a corridor. She knocked on the door.

“Who is it?”

f(‘iIt’s somebody to see you, Mr. Andreson,” the woman
said.

“It’s Nick Adams.”

“Come m.”

Nick opened the door and went into the room. Ole Andre-
son was lying on the bed with all his clothes on. He had been
a heavy-weight prizefighter and he was too long for the bed.
He lay with his head on two pillows. He did not look at Nick.

“What was it?”’ he asked.

“I was up at Henry’s,” Nick said, “and two fellows came
in and tied up me and the cook, and they said they were
going to kill you.”

It sounded silly when he said it. Ole Andreson said nothing.

“They put us out in the kitchen,” Nick went on. “They

were going to shoot you when you came in to supper.”
Ole Andreson looked at the wall and did not say anything.
‘“ George thought I better come and tell you about it.”
“There isn’t anything I can do about it,” Ole Andreson
said.

“I’ll tell you what they were like.”

“T don’t want to know what they were like,” Old Andreson
sal;i;l. He looked at the wall. “Thanks for coming to tell me
about it.”




THE KILLERS 23

“That’s all right.”

Nick looked at the big man lying on the bed.

“Don’t you want me to go and see the police?”’

“No,” Ole Andreson said. “That wouldn’t do any good.”

“Isn’t there something I could do?”

““No. There ain’t anything to do.”

““Maybe it was just a bluff.”

“No. It ain’t just a bluff.”

Ole Andreson rolled over toward the wall.

“The only thing is,” he said, talking toward the wall,
;I just can’t make up my mind to go out. I been in here all

9 .”

XCouldn’t you get out of town?r”

““No,” Ole Andreson said. “I’'m through with all that run-
ning around.”

He looked at the wall.

““There ain’t anything to do now.”

““Couldn’t you fix it up some way?”’

““No. I got in wrong.” He talked in the same flat voice.
““There ain’t anything to do. After a while I'll make up my
mind to go out.”

““I better go back and see George,” Nick said.

“So long,” said Ole Andreson. He did not look toward
Nick. “Thanks for coming around.”

Nick went out. As he shut the door he saw Ole Andreson,
with all his clothes on, lying on the bed looking at the wall.

‘““He’s been in his room all day,’”’ the landlady said down-
stairs. “I guess he don’t feel well. I said to him: ‘ Mr. Andreson,
you ought to go out and take a walk on a nice fall day like
this,” but he didn’t feel hke it.”

‘““He doesn’t want to go out.”

“I’'m sorry he don’t feel well,” the woman said. “He’s an
awfully nice man. He was in the ring, you know.”

“I know it.”

“You’d never know it except from the way his face is,”
the woman said. They stood talking just inside the street door.
“He’s just as gentle.”

“Well, good-night, Mrs. Hirsch,” Nick said.

“I’'m not Mrs. Hirsch,” the woman said. “She owns
the place. “I just look after it for her. I'm Mrs. Bell.”

‘““Well, good-night, Mrs. Bell,”” Nick said.
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‘““ Good-night,” the woman said.

Nick walked up the dark street to the corner under the
arc light, and then along the car tracks to Henry’s eating
house. George was inside, back of the counter.

“Did you see Oler”
“Yes,” said Nick. “He’s in his room and he won’t go out.”

The cook opened the door from the kitchen when he heard
Nick’s voice.
“I don’t even listen to it,”’ he said, and shut the door.
“Did you tell him about it?’’ George asked.
“Sure. I told him, but he knows what it’s all about.”
“What’s he going to do?”
“ Nothing.”
“They’ll kill him.”
“I guess they will.”
‘‘He must have got mixed up in something in Chicago.”
“I guess so,” said Nick.
“It’s a hell of a thing.””’
“It’s an awful thing,” Nick said.
They did not say anything. George reached down for a
towel and wiped the counter.
‘T wonder what he did?”’ Nick said.
‘“Double-crossed somebody. That’s what they kill them

for.”

“I’m going to get out of this town,” Nick said.

“Yes,” said George. “That’s a good thing to do.”

“I can’t stand to think about him waiting in the room and
knowing he’s going to get it. It’s too damned awful.”
“Well,” said George, “you better not think about it.”




THE SCARLET WOMAN
By LOUIS BROMFIELD
From McCilure’s

CAN see her now as she used to come down the steps of
her narrow house between the printer’s office and the little
shop of Rinehart, the German cobbler—Ilittle, rickety steps
never in too good repair, especially as she grew older and the
cost of everything increased and that mysterious money of
hers seemed to go less and less far in the business of meeting
the necessities of life. It was a house but one room wide, of
wood painted a dun colour; the most ordinary and common-
place of houses which a stranger would not even have noticed
—yet until yesterday, when they pulled it down, a house in-
vested with a terrific glamour and importance. It was a house
of which no one 5poke a house which the Town, in its lon-
ate desire to forget (wh1ch was really only a hypocrisy ;
into such importance that one thought of it when one forgot
the monuments which had been ralsed to the leading citi-
zens of the community: to the bankers, to the merchants,
to the politicians who had made it (as people said with a
curious and non-committal tone which might have meant
anything at all) “what it was to-day.” One remembered
it even when one forgot the shaft of granite raised in the
public square to remind the Town that John Shadwell had
been one of its leading citizens.
I can see her now—Vergie Winters—an old woman past
eighty, coming painfully down those rickety steps, sur-
rounded always by that wall of solitude which appeared to
shut out all the world Old Vergie Winters, whose dark
eyes at eighty carried a look of tranquil, defiant victory.
Vergie Winters, of whose house no one spoke; whose door
had been stoned by boys who knew nothing of her story
but sensed dimly that she was the great pariah of the Town.
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Old Vergie Winters went on and on, long after John Shadwell
was in his grave, refusing to give way, living there on the
main street of the Town as if she were alone in the vast
solitude of a desert. Sometimes she spoke to Rinehart, the
cobbler, and sometimes to her neighbour on the other side;
and of course in the shops they were forced to sell her things,
though in one or two places they had even turned her away—
and she had gone without a word, never trying to force her
way anywhere.

It all began almost a century ago, before the Civil War,
when one day in April Vergie Winters, tall and dark, with
great, burning dark eyes set in a cool, pale face, opened the
door of her father’s house to John Shadwell, tall and hand-
some and blond, the youngest lawyer in the Town. It hap-
pened so long ago that it seems now to have no more reality
than a legend, especially when one remembers Vergie only
as an immensely old woman coming painfully down her
narrow, crooked steps. But it happened; it must have hap-
pened to have made of Vergie Winters so great a character
in all the community. It must have been the rare sort of<ns1:XMLFault xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat"><ns1:faultstring xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat">java.lang.OutOfMemoryError: Java heap space</ns1:faultstring></ns1:XMLFault>