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Chapter |

In the darkness of the country road after midnight the car was
speeding, but the three young men jammed together in the one seat
did not worry. They were exhilarated by the violence of the speeches
they had heard at the strikers' mass meeting in the factory town of
Cathay. When the car skidded slightly on a turn and the left-hand
wheels crunched on the gravelled shoulder, the driver yelped, 'Hey,
whoa-up!' But she did not whoa-up.

They were not drunk, except with high spirits. They had had a few
bottles of beer, but what intoxicated them was the drama of thick-
necked, bright-eyed strike leaders denouncing the tyranny of the
bosses, the press, the taxpayers and all other oppressors. Two of the
young men were juniors in Truxon College, and as they considered
themselves to have been frequently and ludicrously misjudged by
their own bosses, their parents and professors, they would (they told
themselves) have stayed on in Cathay, joined the picket line, brave
with bricks and pick handles, and probably have been gloriously
killed, had it not been for a critically important fraternity dance at
Truxon next evening.

As a substitute for thus entering the martyrs' profession, they now
howled a song which stated that Labour was a Mighty Giant which
was going to smash all its foemen immediately.

The third young man did not sing with them. He was a radical
agitator; his name was Eugene Silga; he was slim and taut, with skin
the colour of a cigar; and he had had quite enough singing in Cathay
County Jail, a month ago. When the students stopped for breath, he
protested, in the easy voice of a professional speaker, "You seem to
think it's going to be a cinch to overthrow the exploiting capitalist



class--your own class, remember, you cursed sons of aristocrats. It's
not! It'll take a lot more than singing to make Wall Street apologize to
the Proletariat and go crawl in a hole.'

'Hurray! Wall Street in a hole! Lez go dig the hole!" bawled the driver.

This driver was a tall, wide young man, with wavy hair of red gold, a
Norse god with eyes like the Baltic Sea in summer, and a face
handsome as a magazine cover and stupid as a domesticated carp.
His name was Howard Cornplow, and he was an adept in football, in
golf, and in finding reasons why, at any particular recitation hour, he
knew nothing whatever about the epistemology of Plato's Meno. He
did know a great deal about the crawl stroke, however, which may
have been just as well.

Howard Cornplow was a hearty young man, and he loved to argue.
Accelerating a little, occasionally looking away from the road toward
the agitator Silga, who sat in the dimness over beside the right-hand
door, he shouted, 'Oh, rats, Gene! Don't you think if all us educated
guys gang up on our folks, theyll snap out of their fool ex-up-
expropriating attitude?'

'l do not!"

'Now look here. You take my dad. Old Fred. | can argue him down till
he skips out and slams the door.'

As Howard continued, it was revealed that this 'dad’, motor dealer in
the city of Sachem Falls, N.Y., was an acceptable fellow, and that he
was chronically overcome by his son's eloquence. Just to clarify it,
Howard gave samples of the eloquence, and during the spirited
recital he forgot that he was driving an automobile, and at sixty-five
miles an hour.



The other student, Guy Staybridge, scrawny, big-nosed, spectacled,
eager, wailed, 'Hey, watch what you're doing, will you, young
Cornplow?'

'Don't you worry. I'm a careful driver,' clucked the Norse god, as he
happily developed his theme that, in order to be converted to loving
communism, the stuffy, prosperous, middle-class merchants like
Fred Cornplow needed nothing more than friendly tips from such up-
to-date examples of the Youth Movement as Howard Cornplow,
Eugene Silga, and Guy Staybridge, with a few explanations about
how the economic system really worked.

The car swayed on an abrupt turning. Howard kept it snugly to the
right. But this was an S-curve, and as Howard looked away from the
road towards Eugene, accelerating a little in his triumphant high
spirits, the car, in a hundredth of a second, in a madness of speed
that had nothing to do with time by the watch, bolted across the ditch,
bounded on turf, twisted--crushing the three young men closer
together--half swung around, grazed a birch tree, smashed a fender
and a headlight and half the hood, and came up short, while the
huddle of three were jerked sidewise, then hurled toward the
windshield.

Instantly, an incredible silence of night. The car's lights were gone.
Stillness and darkness clothed them in unreality. Nothing had
happened. They were dead, worried Eugene Silga, as slowly he
came to believe that he was not dead.

He was on his hands and knees on the wet turf of early winter; his
cheek seemed to be bleeding, and his left shoulder stung; he could
feel that his sleeves had been slashed to rags. But Gene Silga had
been through riots, through club and paving-stone battles between
strikers and policemen; he had been beaten by deputies; he was a
veteran: and for all the reeking ache of his shoulder, he was not



hysterical as he decided that the right-hand door must have burst
open and himself been hurled out. He crawled to his feet, more
conscious of the cold grass than of his pain, and sloped toward the
car. No sound save hoarse breathing in this obscene silence.

He lit a cigar lighter—it was a trinket of gold--foppish and expensive
for an agitator like Gene Silga; and the wife of a cement
manufacturer had given it to him when he was abetting a strike
against her husband.He saw that Howard Cornplow and Guy
Staybridge were bleeding from cut foreheads, both of them
unconscious, both alive.

He felt them over. He quietly set the flaming cigar lighter in a crevice
of the crumpled dashboard, and with his handkerchief and others
from the boys' pockets, bound their heads. He tugged Howard out of
the car and laid him on the earth, his own coat under the Norse god's
head. He propped up Guy in the seat. He stepped down from the
running board, wincing as, to his sick fancy, his shoulder seemed to
howl with pain. He staggered into the road and looked methodically
back and ahead.

He made out a tiny light back along the road and went swaying
toward it, his thin hand pressed tight to his shoulder. As he plodded,
he hummed the 'Internationale’, though it was punctuated with small
groans.

The source of the light was a farmhouse, a bulk of darkness--and
instantly there was a hateful dog pattering toward him, snarling. Gene
kicked to right and left, felt a stone with his toe, stooped, cringing with
pain, to pick up the stone, and marched on to meet the coming dog...
For more than a year, once, Gene had been a hobo and learned the
harsh wisdom of outfacing dangers: deppities and railroad dicks and
their relatives, the savage dogs. He gushed, in the tone of a spinster



lady addressing her Pekinese: "Why Towser I'm tho ashamed of youl!
Don't oo remember 00's old friend Gene, oo sweet dirty son of a so
and so, darling?'

The dog was puzzled. In a truce, but a truce still armed, it sniffed at
Gene and followed him to the farmhouse door, from which an old man
was peering.

Gene droned, 'Motor accident--smash-up--got a telephone | can
use?'

'Guess so. Thought | heard a crash. Come in, boy.'

Gene telephoned on to Truxon village, site of the college, for an
ambulance, a doctor. When he turned, the farmer called from an
adjoining room, 'Be right with you, soon's I dress.'

"Thanks, sir. I'l go ahead.’
'Want a flashlight?"

The question seemed to stir in Gene Silga some startling thought,
and he sounded doubtful as he muttered, 'Oh. Oh, sure, you bet.
Thanks.'

He was too reflective, as he trembled out of the house, to pay much
heed to the still grumbling dog; he absently patted its head, while its
tail wagged as finally it recognized a fellow killer.

On his way to the car, Gene thought angrily: 'Well, why not? Why
shouldn't I? These snobs like Howard--oh, theyll buy you a dinner,
yes, with beer and highballs, if they've recently gouged any money out
of their slave-drivers of dads. That's so they can show off how liberal
and brave they are. But do they care a hoot whether an organizer has



one cent for breakfast--whether you sleep in a lousy lodging house--
whether you have to hitch-hike to the next town? They do not! They've
got to be MADE to care, and to pay. lt's not for me personally. It's for
the Revolution... Stealing?... Nothing but a word. One of my last
holdovers from bourgeois morals... Didn't Stalin himself; and
mentally, Gene crossed himself, 'didn't he rob banks, as a youngster,
to get money for the Cause?... Of course [l do it.'

He had reached the wrecked car.

He ran the glow of the flashlight over Howard and Guy Staybridge.
They were still out. With fingers sensitive as those of a miniature
painter, or even a pickpocket, he searched them.From inside
Howard's coat he took a billfold which contained three ten- dollar
bills, six ones and a five. He removed one ten and three ones; with
precise care he folded them small and tucked them into his shoe;
and more delicately than ever he slid the billfold back into the pocket
where (but only according to outmoded bourgeois ethics, of course) it
belonged.

He examined Howard's bandage, straightened it a little, and sat on
the running board till the farmer and the ambulance should come. He
had already forgotten the pleasant addition to his war chest. He was
thinking of the editorial on the flimsiness of college courses in
economics which he was going to write as soon as he succeeded in
founding a communist magazine.

The farmer loomed up, grunted, looked, exhibited the proper
pleasure at seeing a real accident so near his hearthstone, made
sure that he got his flashlight back from Gene and went away after,
surprisingly, asking no questions beyond: Who were these three
young men? Their occupations? Their parentage? Dates of birth?
Place of birth? Their opinions of Franklin D. Roosevelt? And where
had they been going, and why were they going so fast, considering



that the farmer himself never drove over 30 m.p.h.-- though, course, it
was true that he didn't have no car like this Triumph Special, a dandy
job that Special was, and how many m.p.h. did Gene, upon reasoned
opinion, think a Triumph could do?

The coming ambulance smashed the grateful peace after the farmer
had gone his ways, provided with new breakfast conversation.

The doctor in the Truxon ambulance found that there was among the
three young men no mortal injury: Howard Cornplow had a superficial
frontal cut and two ribs cracked against the steering wheel, Guy
Staybridge, a fractured arm and a contusion probably not serious;
Gene Silga, a broken shoulder-blade.

'Of course you young college geniuses..." began the interne, on the
front seat with Gene and the driver.

''m no young college genius. | got kicked out of City College of New
York six years ago, when | was twenty, for insubordination: to wit,
telling a prof that he was a fat-headed grafter and beating up a tin
soldier who tried to stop a pacifist parade,' said Gene, in the gentlest
of purrs.

'Well anyway, you young hell-raisers think you've got more zip than
four thousand pounds of steel and petrol. Anybody that ever drives
over forty miles an hour is a fool," said the interne--as the ambulance
accelerated to fifty. Fretfully he added, to the driver, 'Step on it, can't
you? | got to get back to my poker game. I need a little sleep, but, as |
was telling you, what could | do when | had a full house, and Doc
Brady lays for me, and seems he has four kinks, cold, and so | kep'
raising him and he raised back... What's the matter with this bus,
anyway? Crawls along like a steam- roller.’



Chapter I

To Frederick William Cornplow, this day was as another. The round
litle man, district agent for Triumph and Houndtooth automobiles in
the Sachem Falls territory, had finished his cornflakes and bacon and
poached eggs, in the scarlet-and-canary-yellow breakfast porch,
which was not a porch, when he was called to the telephone and
learned that his son, Howard, was in the hospital with injuries from a
motor accident.

'Tll be there right away,' answered Fred Cornplow evenly.

He told neither his good wife, Hazel, nor his daughter, Sara, of the
accident. For Hazel, who always drifted down to breakfast late, a soft
and smiling sleepyhead, he left a note, 'Had to hustle office to see a
man. F.'

The distance from his brick Colonial house, on the corner of
Fenimore Cooper Boulevard and Tuke Street, Sachem Falls, N.Y,, to
the William Jackson Belch Infirmary, Truxon College, was seventy
and a half miles, with a good deal of factory trucking traffic. He drove
it in two hours flat. He got up to seventy on stretches, but through
villages he dropped to twenty-five. He was a veteran driver and rigidly
careful. He decidedly did not sing about Labour being a giant or
anything else. He did not think much of Labour anyway. He employed
it.

Through the drive, never taking his eyes from the road, he alternately
decided that Howard could not be badly hurt, therefore Howard was a
young fool and ought to have his car taken away from him, and that
Howard was nigh unto death, in which case he was a superb driver
whose accident was due to some double-damned garage
mechanic's carelessness with steering gear or brakes... and that, in



either case, the Norse god, with his kinky copper hair and his easy
smile, was his father's heart and soul and means of immortality.

Fred jumped out at the Truxon infirmary, just back of the white and
pillared official residence of the college president, and ran up the
steps, but to the reception girl he said with gravity, 'My name is
Cornplow. I believe my son was injured in a smash.'

'Oh yes. He's not badly hurt. The doctor isn't here, but | think you can
go in and see Mr. Cornplow--he's in Room E, with some other
stoodents.’

As Fred clumped up the linoleum-shining stairs, he reflected that it
was startling to hear Howard called 'Mr. Cornplow'. He, Fredk Wm,
was Mr. Cornplow. Howard--heck!--he was HOWARD!

He peeped into Room E, where, sunk on their pillows or sitting on the
edges of their beds, were six young men, all bandaged, all pale, and
all--in Fred's opinion--crazy as ticks, for they were screaming their
opinions (or the opinions of whichever newspaper they happened to
read) of Russia, Roosevelt, Manchuria, backgammon, biochemistry,
and the ham and cabbage at the college dining hall.

Howard was on his back. As Fred walked between the rows of beds,
shy in the presence of these gilded young strangers, irritated that he
had been so yearningly sentimental all the way from Sachem,
Howard saw him and bellowed, 'Hello, Dad! Swell of you to come. I'm
O.K. Couple of ribs K.O.'d. They don't hurt much, but gosh almighty,
the doc insisted on putting a big, thick adhesive-tape bandage on
me, it's like a double-strength corset, and wow, does it itch, ask me,
DOES it, and the bandage so thick you can't scratch through it, and
say, | figure there's a whole war manoeuvres going on underneath it--
there's six regiments of fleas and a troop of light-mounted lice and..."



Fred sat on a chair by the bed and he, the round, the cheery, the
jesting salesman, was solemn, feeling that the other crocks were
inspecting this phenomenon, a Visiting Father. He interrupted:

'How'd it happen?'

'Happen? Nobody could've avoided it. Car jumped the road and hit a
tree. And | was cold sober, and tending strictly to business...'

'How fast?'

'Fast? You mean how fast was 1going?'
'ldo.

'Oh, I dunno--not more 'n forty..."

'Or maybe sixty?"

'Well, you know--just a fair cruising speed. There was an S-curve
there--absolutely a disgrace—-entirely the fault of the county
authorities--simply a crime--and when | get out of this, 'm going to
sue the county. Oh say, Dad, you know Guy Staybridge, from
Sachem, don't you--old hawkface, there in the next bed?'

Fred bowed. Guy waggled a melancholy fingertip. 'Oh, yes--the son
of Putnam Staybridge?' Fred murmured.

'I-lunderstand so,' said Guy.

Fred was almost reverent. Like most Americans, he was perfectly
democratic, except, perhaps, as regards social standing, wealth,
political power, and club membership; but was not Mr. Putnam
Staybridge believed to be a descendant of the Mayflower? Was he
not the chief aristocrat of Sachem Falls?



Howard was volleying on: 'Yessir, absolutely county supervisors' fault,
and they ought to be shown up. Just like all governments, except in
Russia--oppress the people and kill 'em by tyranny and darn careless
sloppiness. Dad, did you realize that in the past year-and the
Americans thinking THEY'RE so efficient--the growth in production in
heavy industry in the Ural section of Russia has been two hundred
and seventeen per cent?'

'So? What is this "heavy industry"?'

'Heavy industry? Oh, you know. Darn it, | guess Gene Silga--say, now
Ithink of it, | wonder where they took Gene when they brought us here,
Guy?--but anyway, | don't believe Gene said anything about what
heavy industry does cover. It's machines and so on, isn't it? What
d'you think, Dad?'

Fred Cornplow, in the manner of a Roman candle on Fourth of July
evening, suddenly flowered and flamed in parental rage.But he
spoke so softly that not even Guy, in the next bed, could overhear.

"Think? Think? | think you're a conceited, inconsiderate young pup! |
think you're so self-centred and so dogGONE satisfied with yourself
that it never occurs to you to remember how you might scare your
mother and Sara and me, or how you hurt our feelings! | think it would
be a bright idea to keep your scholarship marks from dropping about
two hundred and seventeen per cent per each and every doggone
annum, instead of going around feeling good because you've
personally whooped up Soviet production so doggone much. And
finally, | suppose you'll expect me to pay for having your car fixed after
you've deliberately been and gone and driven so carelessly that |
know doggone well you weren't keeping your eyes on the road and
you ran off it! And of course, pass the buck to the county--and to me,
to get it fixed!'



Howard's blue eyes of a young Balder, Norse godling of the summer
radiance, looked hurt.

'‘But gee, Dad, it won't cost so much, will it, if you have it done in your
own repair shop, at the agency?'

Fred was glaring now, and Howard begged, 'Gosh, honest, | wasn't
driving fast, Dad. I don't THINK | was. 'm awfully sorry.'

'Grrrrr!' said Fredk Wm. For this was the third calamitous accident
Howard had achieved in two years, and each time Fred had
determined that it was his duty, finally, to say 'Grrrrr!"

Chapter Il

't might have been something | ate. That's what it was. Prob'ly
something | ate,' said Fred. 'Or maybe it was the snow glare. Made
me dizzy. Or prob'ly that cold | had last week. But chances are,’ and
he spoke with solidity and conviction, 'it was something | ate.'

He crawled from under the mountain range of bedclothes, he rubbed
his forehead, he scratched his ruddy moustache, which resembled
half a doughnut, he flapped his tongue in an interested and
speculative manner, he took a romantic position, eyes closed and
forefinger to temple, as befitted one who was importantly ill, and he
croaked, 'lll bet it was the pie.'

'If you know just what you're talking about, dear, I'd be glad of a tip on
the subject,’ sighed his wife, from the other twin bed in their pink and
creamy chamber.

'f --if | KNOW--what I'm talking about!' He was moved to light a
cigarette, though normally he was not one to sit in his nightshirt, upon



the edges of beds, after midnight, and toy with cigarettes. 'Of course-
-of course. Man dying of pneumonia or malaria or something--just
dying, that's all--and all his family is interested in is: "Does he know
what he's talking about?"'

'Dear, ljust meant... What is it, really?'
'l've got a fever.'
"You? A fever?'

'Yes, me. Not Sara, nor Howard, nor the cat, nor the maid's second
cousin's brother-in-law, but me! F-e-v-e-r!'

Hazel Cornplow, plump little wife of the plump little man, climbed out
of the misty layers of sleep in which she had been nestling, out of the
downy strata of the very best poplin and blankets and foamy pink
comforter, appropriate to this February night, drowsily wrapped
herself in something that was a cross between, a feather boa and a
Persian rug ($31.98 at Swazey & Lindbeck's, this past Christmas),
and laid her plump, kind hand on his forehead.

'My! It does seem hot!' she exulted, with the pleasure all right- thinking
persons feel in discovering that the best-beloved is helpless and that
we shall be allowed to manage him.

'Something | ate. Lunch at the Elks' Club,' he croaked, ignorant of
how fondly, in what he believed to be a grand and impressive
tantrum, he was looking at her.

'What did you have?'

'Well--you know--just an ordinary lunch--I was lunching with Walter
Lindbeck and Doc Kamerkink--we were talking about coddling the



unemployed. | said to the doc, "Where's this business going to end,
that's what | want to know;" and Walter says...'

'‘But what did you eat, dear?'

'Oh. Eat? Well, zy remember it, | had some corn soup, and | wish to
thunder you'd try to coax that hired girl to make it for me oftener, no
better soup made than a good corn soup with CORN in it, and | had
couple pork chops and some pickled beets and pickled watermelon
rind and some cucumbers and some pie a la mode--raisin pie it was,
with orange ice onit. . .'

Over Hazel's face--after slumber she looked not her fifty-three, but a
fresh thirty--quivered a grin.

Fred held up his hand like a traffic policeman and protested:

'No! Wait! | know! | guess maybe it wasn't an entirely sensible lunch.
But still, | don't rate this awful fever just from mixing up my grub a little.
Are you going to sit there and gabble while I'm practically dying, you
might say?'

'Oh, | know, Fred. Listen. Sara's got a clinical thermometer up in her
room--she used it for something or other when she was doing charity
work in New York. It'll tell if you really feel bad.'

'l don't need any clinical thermometer to tell me how | feel! | just listen
to the voice of my inner conscience, and it tells me | feel like the wrath
of God!"

''m not,' she said, with that power of ignoring chatter which a
professional wife develops after thirty years, ''m not sure | can read
the thermometer right. Isn't it funny how we brought up two children
without thermometers or bran or psychology or any of those new



inventions! But Il try it."

She paddled into the wide hall with its landscape wallpaper. She did
not seem oppressively worried. When she returned with the
thermometer, which she held as though it were composed of
dynamite, she spoke not of woe and mortalities, but gossiped,
'Almost one o'clock, and Sara not in yet.'

'Where the dickens that young woman goes... These modern girls. Sit
AROUND. Drink gin and try to talk politics! Discuss Conditions and
Situations. Never get any sleep. They'll never have our pep at our
age. When | was twenty-eight, like Sara... Brugluph!'

Hazel, with the rapture of an amateur nurse, had taken advantage of
him by jamming the thermometer under his tongue. He sat slowly
wobbling it with his lips, trying to continue his look of brave suffering,
though by now he had almost forgotten from what he suffered. The
sight of the black-rubber thermometer case in Hazel's hand recalled
to him a new grievance, and as soon as she had slid the glass tube
out of his mouth, he exploded:

'And another thing! You been using my fountain pen again! Oh, | can
telll The cap was onloose.'

She did not listen to this entirely justified charge. Like any other
sound wife, she intended to go right on using his pen, as well as his
razor and even his portable typewriter.

Studying the thermometer, she worried:
'Fred! Darling! You HAVE got a fever!"

'Whadie tell you!"



'‘But it seems quite bad.lf | make this thing out correctly, your
temperature is a hundred and twenty degrees!"

"You're crazy! Gimme that thing! Hundred and twenty! If | had that, I'd
be dead. Il show you.'

He sucked the thermometer again, removed it, glanced at it with the
careless mastery of a veteran salesman, and howled, 'Good
heavens, girl, | HAVE got a temperature of a hundred and twenty! I'm
dead as a doornail!"

Side by side, hands clinging, they sat worrying.

His lament had covered a sound of footsteps in the hall, and neither
of them was conscious of their daughter till she stood in the door,
demanding, like an inspector out raiding, 'Why the wailing, Dad?
What may all the trouble be?'

Pitifully, like a child showing a broken toy, Fred held up the
thermometer, protesting, 'I've got a temperature of a hundred and
twenty!'

'Oh, stuffl' Sara was, at twenty-eight, a perfect Queen Elizabeth. (Her
name had been Sarah until, as a junior in high school, she had
decapitated it.) "You can't even read a thermometer. A fine lot of
good you'd be if you were over in China now, fighting. Couldn't even
care for the wounded. As untrained as Howard.'

'l don't intend to be over in China now, fighting, nor any other time,
neither. The home talent there takes plenty care of that.'

'Huh! Here, open your mouth, Dad.'

She stood regally tall, silver cape about her seal-brown evening frock,



while Fred, not the meekest of little men, had his temperature taken
for the third time within ten minutes.

The lady Storm Trooper firmly removed the thermometer, and
crowed, '"You haven't even half a degree of temperature. What you
need is more sleep--at your age. G' night.’

She was gone, trailing behind her that magpnificent intolerance.

Hazel looked at Fred, just looked, understandingly, and he trembled
into speech:

"At your age". And me only fifty-five! | ask you, is fifty-five any "your
age"? It is not! And here I'd intended to find out what she means,
staying out till all hours. That's where |lost out-- when | first gave her a
latchkey without a struggle.

'And... | suppose a fellow always loves his own daughter, don't he?'
Fred pondered.

'Why, of course!'

"You do read in these novels and stories and everything where sons
and daughters don't always love their parents, though, don't you?'

'Yes, I... Iguess maybe you do.’

"Think their folks are just cranks and stuffed shirts?"
'Yes, but--oh, she's young, Fred.'

'Her? I'd been married three years, at her age.’

'Sara is so clever and educated and all. And she does look exactly
like Diana. So tall and elegant. . .'



'Diana who?'
"The goddess--you know--in that green book.'

And, indeed, Hazel did not exaggerate. The supple, grey-eyed, neat-
nosed, swift-moving Miss Sara Cornplow did look exactly like Diana-
-not that anybody knows how Diana looked.

"That don't excuse her for being so superior,’ complained Fred. 't
beats the dickens how smart she is at making a fellow feel guilty all
the time about things that aren't any of his business. Conditions and
Situations! Inhibitions and Hormones! Russia! Share croppers!
Miners' wages! Rats!'

Always Fred would mix the literacy of his college days with the
collogquialisms of repair shop and junction lunchroom, till a foreigner
would be puzzled as to whether he might be a scholar or a comedian.

'Doggone it, | don't own any mines! 'm not underpaying any miners! |
don't have to feel guilty! I've always treated my family O.K., haven't I?'

'Of course.!

'Ain't a man in the motor game that can say Fred Cornplow ever done
them, not even in the second-hand business. Why, say, | don't
suppose I've pepped up some old plug with ether, not more'n half a
dozen times in my life. But Sara--say, she even says, just because |
like a good healthy nightshirt better 'n | do pyjamas, that | belong to
the horse-and-buggy era--me that invented an oil filter that aimost got
taken up by Ford--and prob'ly she thinks you're a secret tobacco-
chewer.

'And now that Howard seems to have gone and become a Red,
auess it's from some brain iniurv he aot in that last accident. him and



Sara will gang up on me. | could always count on their bucking each
other. When she come out of Vassar and first got noble and
humanitarian on me, and had that six-months' charity job in New York,
Howard was all for athletics; and when she managed to hitch up
socialism and high sassiety, me having about an equal grouch on
both of 'em, Howard decided he was a hairy pioneer and liked
camping. But if they work together, what a run they'll give us.

'Still, maybe | am hard on Sara. She don't know yet what she wants to
do--sits around waiting for Santa Claus--can't decide will she get
married or be a missionary or raise wire-haired terriers. Poor kid,
she's kind of lost, don't you think so?"

'Of course, dear.

Hazel was wide asleep. But so wrathful was he that, though he had
principles about 'getting your beauty sleep’, he opened his current
detective story and found happiness again: the delights of Chinese
daggers, robbers' castles on the Yorkshire moors, baronets bleeding
in rooms with locked doors and no windows.

He sighed happily as he came to the end of the tale:

", . . that whatever you say will be taken down in writing and may be
used against you", said Superintendent McCleaver.

"The professor coughed and raised a delicate hand to his pallid lips.
"Seize him, men!" shouted the superintendent, lumbering out of the
unwieldy Tudor chair. Sergeant McBeaver sprang at the professor,
then stood appalled as that slim febrile body, all steel and rubber,
slumped in the chair, and his head fell sidewise.

'P.C. McDeaver growled, "He must 've had potassium cyanide (KCN)



concealed in his hand."

"The superintendent and Dr. Rosecliff exchanged slight smiles, and
the Doctor murmured, "Oh no, that wouldn't be, would it? Or would
it?"

Fred Cornplow joined them in the slight smiles. This was fine. He was
glad that they had captured the professor; a really dangerous, anti-
social gent, given to murdering with fishhooks the spinster aunts of
rural deans; but the poor maniac had been helpful to the soya-bean
farmers of West Wiltshire. Fred looked tenderly at Hazel and turned
off the light, and not till 8 a.m. did he think again of the slings and
arrows of outrageous Sara, the sea of troubles that was certain to
lave the golden feet of Howard.

Chapter IV

Frederick William Cornplow was in his office, at the Triumph agency,
and he was busy. He had perceived that it was time to add an
agency for trailers to his business, and he had sent his foreman and
assistant manager, Paul Popple, out to Chicago to look into the
matter of the Duplex Trailer, a new make, only just now in production
but promising well.

That left Fred shorthanded.He had no one to sell cars except
salesmen, and they had one fault: they could not endure just selling a
car; they had to go through their little pieces about the Triumph which,
with such agony, they had learned from Fred, and if a customer
should attempt to buy a car off the floor, without letting the salesman
lift the bonnet and point out that those funny jiggers there were the
spark plugs, the salesman would go to pieces.

Fred had finished the morning mail. He had dictated to his secretary



his decisions that he wouldn't really care to donate a free car to the
Navaho, New Hampshire, Orphanage; nor serve as a committeeman
for the Chamber of Commerce annual banquet in honour of
Commodore Perry; nor contribute a hundred dollars to the Truxon
College badminton association. Pleased that this morning he had
been satisfactorily hardhearted, Fred lighted his first cigar of the day
(the cigarettes began just after the cornflakes), and clucked, as into
the office was ushered his sub-agent, Bert Whizzle, Triumph
representative at Enigmaville.

'Well, well, well, Bert, how's the boy?' he said.
'Fine, fine! How's everything by you, Fred?"

'Swell! Couldn't be better! The new Houndtooth station wagon is
simply wiping all the other boys off the map. You bet. Well, how's the
little woman, Bert?'

'Fine, fine! Just fine and dandy.'
'Fine! And how's the three young uns, Bert?'

'Fine and dandy. Just fine. Say,' and Mr. Whizzle laughed a good
deal, 'here was the funniest thing. Here couple nights ago we had the
kids' grandma over for supper, and | let Peggy--she's the youngest--
only six but bright's a dollar--I let her stay up to say howdy to the old
dame, and what d' you think she said to her?'

'What was it? Tell me!" Fred's enthusiasm was as untarnished as on
the day, twenty-nine years ago, when, a cadet traveling man in
hardware, he had sold his first glamorous order of sixteen tack
hammers and one three-tined manure fork.

'Well sir, believe me or not, the little tyke took one look at her



grandmother and she pipes up and says, "Say, Gramma, does 00
smoke cigarettes?" Well, sir, | thought I'd die! What d' you think of
Roosevelt's New Deal, Fred?'

Fred meditated swiftly. Confound it, he couldn't remember whether
Mr. Whizzle was a Democrat or a Republican. (It may be added that
there were times when Fred could not remember whether he himself
was a Sterling Republican or a Loyal Democrat.) He said weightily,
'Way | see it: now you take F.D.R. I'm perfectly certain there ain't a
more humanitarian politician in the country--and what a voice on the
radio! But same time, the needs and aspirations of the Republicans
have got to be given every consideration. Way | see it!"

"You bet! You're dead right,’ said Mr. Whizzle feelingly. 'Well say,
Fred, got any interest in a couple 'r three orders this morning? Like to
make a little dough?'

'Oh, | guess | could stand up under the foul blow--or fell blow,
whichever it is. But the fact is... Now | don't know whether you'l
believe this or not, but 'm not half as interested in the cash as lam in
the fun of the game.' He did not believe that Mr. Whizzle believed that
he believed anything of the sort, but it made a nice, refined
atmosphere.

'Sure. Same way myself, Fred. Well, I've got orders for a Houndtooth
convertible coop, de luxe, Persian green; a Triumph two- ton truck,
closed body; and a Triumph special four-door sedan, Garden of Allah
sand colour.'

'Have 'em for you by to-morrow, if they aren't already in stock,’
chuckled Fred, as into the office charged his assistant, Paul Popple,
bawling, 'Mr. Cornplow, we've got hold of the biggest thing...!"

'Just a minute! Just a minute, Paul! Can't you see I'm busy? You know



Mr. Whizzle?'

'Oh--oh sure,' said Popple, as vaguely as a bridegroom. When Mr.
Whizzle was gone, Fred turned on Popple with, 'Look here, son! Am |
never going to learn you that it's these sub-agents that push off most
of the cars we sell? Who do you think you are, anyway?'

'Oh, I'm sorry, but | was all excited. You will be, too.'

'How'd you get back from Chicago so quick? Didn't expect you till to-
morrow.'

'Flew, sir.'
'FLEW?'

"You bet.'

'In an aeroplane?'
'Nothing less.'

'Well, Il be doggoned! I've flown, couple of times. But don't know's |
liked it so much. Kept wanting to pull up beside the road and rest a
little and maybe chew the rag with a filling-station attendant, and then
I'd look down and there wasn't any road--just spider webs, down
there. | felt like a toad in a cyclone.' His recollections were interrupted
by the realization that Popple was jittery with a grandiose impatience,
and he complained, 'But what was the idea? What was all the rush?"

'Mr. Cornplow, | think we've gotten hold of a whale of a proposition.
I've brought with me a contract giving us not just a district agency but
the whole of northern New York State for the Duplex Trailer! [ looked it
up, and there are six million people in the territory, and if we can't sell
fiftv thousand Duplexes in the next five vears--'



'Take it easy! Get down to brass tacks, Paul. What is this machine for
counterfeiting money that you think you've discovered?'

'Honest, Mr. Cormnplow, the Duplex is a natural! It's got everything. On
the road, it looks like an ordinary high-class passenger trailer, except
that it's about eighteen inches higher-- which still gives it as much
clearance for railroad underpasses as any big furniture truck. Well, in
that extra eighteen inches, there's an entire extra story to the trailer,
collapsed like a bellows when you're driving.

"The roof of the second story—-it's of aeroplane linen, with ribs of
ribbon steel--drops right down on the flat roof of the first story, with
room between them for collapsible aluminum-alloy beds and chairs,
and even collapsible washstands. The sides of the second story are
of tarpaulin, and they cave in like an accordion.'

Fred was not interrupting. Fred was a lively enough chatterer when
the customers wanted encouragement, but he had trained himself to
utter stillness of listening when it should be useful.

'When you make camp, you raise the top roof with compressed air
worked from the engine--in two minutes you can raise it, and you've
added three separate bedrooms, with tarpaulin partitons and a
gangway. And that leaves you a really comfortable big living room
and kitchen downstairs. So Pop and Mom and two-three kids can all
travel together with some privacy. It's a real moving home! I's a
knockout! Look at these photos!'

Fred did look and felt like the first time he had put on radio
earphones, heard Philadelphia talking, and guessed that someday
he would listen from afar to presidents and kings. Fred had always
found business a diverting struggle; he could not understand these
superior people who considered trade mechanical and witless; and



in the Duplex Trailer he smelled a new adventure.

'l kind of trust your mechanical sense, and you seem to think this
Duplexis O.K., Paul. Il think it over.'

'‘But I'm afraid you'll have to jump. They can only keep it open for us a
few days. Honestly! You'll have to put up ten thousand cash for a start.
All they need is that and your signature on the contract.’

And Fred signed. And the bookkeeper notarized. And the office-boy
galloped off to the post-office to catch the air mail. And just as Fred
leaned back, fretting a little, the Norse god Howard glowed into the
office.

'Hello, Dad. H'are you, h'are you?'

'Fine and dandy, Howard. Ribs all right?"
'Grand!"

'What you doing in town?"

'Li'l' party with the Staybridges--Guy's going to introduce Sara and
me to his Dad, you know, old Putnam, and his sister Annabel. Course
I've met Annabel, dances and so on, but | don't really know her. And a
friend of mine, a labour leader--Eugene Silga, his name is--is coming
along.'

(It is true that, with 125,000 inhabitants in Sachem Falls, sound
burghers like the Cornplows would not, save by accident, be intimate
with the proud Staybridges.)

'All right, son. Staying at the house to-night?"

'No, got to buzz back to Truxon and... No, no, now wait, Dad. [l drive



like an old lady.'

"You will not! And if you want to break your neck, that's your business,
but I'm getting good and tired of paying fines and repair bills, while
you loaf through college!’

'‘But,’ with wide, glad innocence, 'that's just what | came to see you
about! Dad, I'm not getting anything out of college. The professors
are the darnedest lot of crabs and bookworms. What good does it do
me to learn about the--the--well, all these things they teach you?
Couldn't you give me a job here in the agency?"

'Son, someday | hope you do really settle down and look at things
seriously and want to come in with me. Someday ['ll be thinking about
retiring.'

"You? Never! You like your hand on the steering wheel too well! You'll
be shoving off Triumphs on the sub-agents when you're eighty. But
how about me starting in here...'

'Howard, | don't want to be any crankier than the law allows, but |
certainly don't want you here, filling this place up with a lot of your
fancy college friends, Guy Staybridge and God knows who all else,
smoking and singing and playing contract.’

'Dad, you don't understand! Eugene has shown both Guy and me
where... We've cut out being aristocrats.'

'Don't tell me!'

'We have. We see now that there's got to be a new world. Youth has
got to take charge. Gene and Guy and me have been thinking about
starting a cell of the Workers' International Cohesion in Sachem--the
"Coheeze" they call it--you know, to make a United Front of all



socialists and democrats and liberals and the whole bloomin' lot. |
don't intend to have anything more to do with all those snobs and
idlers. I'm going to go to work for you, and Guy and me are going to
just associate with the intellectuals.'

'D'you think I'd be so crazy to have THEM make this shop a hangout?
It wouldn't be any very big help to my business to have Reds and
Bolsheviks and these new Coheezers of yours making speeches
from running boards in the showroom, all day long. No, I'm sorry, but
you can't come in here till you really want to sell cars because you
want to sell cars, if 'm making it clear.'

"You're not, Dad, but... Lookit: course | don't want to be a fanatic
about these revolutionary activities. Fact, I'd just soon chuck Eugene-
-you know: I mean, not let him have too much of an undue influence on
me. How about me quitting school and taking up aviation? You know
what a good driver lam...'

'Eh?"

'...and I'm dead certain I'd be a good aviator--you know, cross the
ocean and everything. Or what do you think of starting a silver fox
farm?'

'Or grow frogs' legs?'

It was Fred's supposition that he was being bitter, but the Norse god
answered with bright gladness:

'Oh, there'd probably be a lot of money in that, too, but | don't believe
frogs would be as much fun to raise as foxes--OR aviation. How
about it? Do something useful.’

A little wearily, a little savagely, altogether patiently, Fred explained,



'Howard, two years ago you wanted to quit and go to Hollywood. A
year ago, when you had that piece about your fraternity dance in your
college paper, you were ready to quit and take up your burden as
London correspondent for the Associated Press. Listen!| don't
necessarily think so much of college. But you've only got a year and a
half to go before you get your degree, and if you can't stick that out,
you'll have to get along on your own. My guess is that you'd make a
first-rate coat holder for some posthole digger on a WPA project that
ain't started yet!'

'Why Dad!" It was clear that Howard was hurt. Shocked, surprised,
wounded in his filial piety. "You mean, if | quit college and tried to
really make something of myself, say wanted to buy an interest in one
of these small broadcasting agencies, you wouldn't back me up?'

'Exactly!’

"Then, gosh, it's all true what Silga says about the Youth Movement:
the older generation is trying to crush our aspirations and throttle us
economically... Oh say, Dad, this Gene is a grand guy, and awfully
hard up. Could you let me have twenty-five bucks to lend him?"

'l could not!'
'Well--well--see you again soon.'
Howard departed in complete cheerfulness.

In the heart of Fred, sitting motionless, there was considerably less
cheer. He glanced irritably about his office. Yesterday it had been a
sparkling gem of efficiency; now it seemed drearily commonplace:
merely a desk, a couple of filing cabinets, a tableful of bright
catalogues; the inner walls half wood and half clouded glass; the
outer windows looking on a cemented yard full of dejected turn-ins



with one horrible wreck that confessed a windshield jagged and
stained. The only sounds were the rasping screech of valve-grinding,
and from the sales floor, just outside, the voice of a salesman: 'Not a
chance of your shimmying with a job like this. You can drive over
cobblestones like you were in your cradle.'

'Dumb place. Never anything new,' Fred grunted.

It was running smoothly, it was his own machine, but suddenly he did
not care whether it ran or not. Was that all that Howard and Sara
wanted from him, just to 'back them up'?

This Duplex business: It might be too successful.

He might be caught up again in a delirium of business. Why wasn't it
possible, just possibly possible, for Hazel and him to take a little time
off, to flee from the pleasant padded servitude of the office, of their
home, and see the world? Do a few crazy things like learning to ride
horseback--gambling not more'n once or twice at Monte Carlo--trying
to play the piano--seeing the Midnight Sun-- building furniture--sitting
at a small table in the piazza of Venice?

As a voice from beyond the clouds came the thought that, actually,
they could do some of those things--do all of them! He was not rich,
but he had money enough; the agency was not perfect but, under
Paul Popple (not under Howard, by jiminy!), it would get along.

Almost frightened, he ran from the heretical inspiration; jammed on
his hat and heavy overcoat; fled to the Sachem Club and the
comforting dull talk of Doc Kamerkink and Walter Lindbeck and Ed
Appletree.

For--he put it to himself in protest against himself--what the dickens
would happen to the world if people ever did what they wanted to?



Chapter V

The present house of the Frederick Cornplows was a good brick
Georgian house, on a good street, with a good little lawn and a good
big maple tree, and it proved to their world that they were successful.
But it was like fifty other residences on Fenimore Cooper Boulevard,
which was like five hundred and fifty other handsome boulevards in
America.

The residence of Mr. Putnam Staybridge--he who with seeming
indifference bore the honour of being the father of Guy--was a
museum piece: a square, white, frame object, with a cupola. It
seemed to have been built of ice and icily to have defied the common
sun. Every piece of furniture, to the last console table and damask-
seated chair, belonged rigidly to the period--had in fact been created
by one of the most eminent fakers of antiques.

This was fitting, because Mr. Staybridge was what is technically
known as of a 'better family' than Fred Cornplow.

A better family is one that has had money or land longer than most;
there is nothing more to the trick, and titles and armorial bearings are
merely to fool the eye. Nor is it always good taste to ask where the
family got the land and money in the first place. The truth about the
Norman families of England is that William the Conqueror, a folio
edition of Al Capone, stole the country from the Saxons (who had
stolen it from the Early English) and divided it among his gang, not
yesterday, which would make it criminal, but back around 1100,
which is aristocratic, and renders Norman lineage even more
important than your golf handicap.

If it had been the Eskimos who had seized England and picked out
prettv titles as earls eight hundred vears ago. then the Best Families.



both British and Ameﬁcan, would ‘to-day be claiming descent from
Oley the Blubber.

Just so, a Staybridge ancestor, in Salem in the early 1700's, a pious
man, fond of sermons about hell-fire, was a shipowner who from the
West Indies brought molasses which he distilled into rum, which he
shipped to Africa, where it was exchanged for kidnapped Negroes,
who were taken as slaves to the West Indies, to be exchanged for
molasses, with a profit at every corner of the triangle. So his
descendants were able to become college founders, cabinet
members, and Putnam Staybridges.

Putnam was so aristocratic that he dared, even in 1936, to wear a
small beard. Perhaps he had slid down a little from the family
standard, in that he was merely a clock manufacturer and a bank
director, but he was first or second cousin to an ambassador, a
Harvard professor, an Episcopalian bishop, and to the spouse of a
Neapolitan duke; and his stamp collection contained a unique
hexagonal black Swiss-Guiana specimen.

When Howard Cornplow lumberingly, Sara tensely, and the black-
enamel-eyed organizer, Eugene Silga, placidly, came roaring with
Guy into the Staybridge mansion, Putnam was artistically seated in
the library, holding an Elzevir Apuleius in his lap and tapping the
walnut chair arm with his eyeglasses... He had owned the Apuleius
for ten years and had not, to date, read ten words beyond the title
page. And he had been arranged here, tapping the glasses, for half
an hour, ever since Guy had telephoned to announce this dreadful
visitation.

He arose, for the purpose of bowing to Sara, looking quizzically at
Howard, and snubbing Gene Silga, and went back to sitting, to
tapping, and to glancing at his book.



Behind him was his daughter, Annabel, and Annabel was, to be brief,
a darling. She was a tousled, smiling, shy, sloppy, brown-haired,
easygoing, very pretty, happily cynical darling of nineteen or twenty,
and Howard looked upon her--she looked upon the Norse god-- with
young rapture. Years ago they had met, at dances, but since she had
been chased off to school at Farmington, they had never said
anything more ardent than 'Mave nexdance?'

Howard was jarred out of his adoration by Mr. Putnam Staybridge's
answer to whatever it was Guy had been babbling:

'So you intend to inaugurate in Sachem Falls a chapter of the
Workers' International Cohesion--the Coheeze? Delightful name; so
suitable to a young man like yourself, Guy, who was brought up to the
traditions of Henry Adams. You purpose to start a monthly called
Protest & Progress, nicknamed "P. & P.", to be cheaply printed and
to unite the underprivileged of the entire world--no mean feat for three
young men, even when abetted by so charming a young lady as Miss
Sara Cornplow, considering that all the revolutionists in the world,
including the accomplished Mr. Lenin, have hitherto failed to achieve
this. And you wish me to contribute a sum which, | should judge from
your slightly hysterical exposition, Guy, would be approximately a
hundred dollars?... Now, Mr. Silga, will you be so good as to tell me
whether this Protest & Progress will be definitely communistic?'

'Not in the least, sir.' Gene was calm, and Gene's smile was tender.

'It will not be under the eventual control of the Party, or whatever you
may call the organization that receives orders from Moscow?'

'Oh no. The purpose of the "P. & P.", Mr. Staybridge, will be to unite
people of all political faiths who believe in scientific control of politics,
whether they are Republicans or Reds--except that, I'm sure, the
Reds will denounce us as wishy-washy.'



Mr. Staybridge arose quietly. He murmured, 'In that case, | shall give
Guy a cheque for one hundred dollars for your enterprise, on
CONDITION that no copy of the blasted sheet shall ever be brought
into this house!"

He went beautifully up to his bedroom and read the same detective
story that Fred Cornplow was, just then, reading at home.

When his father was safely gone, Guy fretted:

'‘But lookit, Gene, of course "P. & P." WILL be pro-communist.'
'Of course.'

'‘But you told Father it wouldn't be.

'Of course I did.'

‘But that's a lie.

'Of course itis. Do you intend to go down to police headquarters and
pin up posters announcing we're going to take over the constabulary,
soon as we get the strength?"

Howard intruded, while the thrushlike Annabel Staybridge admired
his copper-shining nobleness:

"Thunder, no, Guy, you certainly wouldn't do that?"

'No, maybe not,' said Guy, rubbing his large Staybridge nose, wiping
his spectacles, in a jittery manner. It was only of late that he had gone
from poetry into the lusher fields of communism and Holy Russia.

Gene exulted, 'With the sevenifty the New York Coheeze has



promised us, that makes eleven hundred and fifty dollars we've
raised to start Protest & Progress. Think you can get a hundred out of
your father, Howard--Sara?'

'Well, the old man is pretty down on the Reds, but he's a kindhearted
old skate, if you're patient and let him get his bellyaching over,'
rejoiced Howard.

'Even without it, we'll be able to get out one number, anyway--and
what a terrible printing job THAT'S going to be!' said Gene.

Eugene was a year or two younger than the Dianic Sara, a quarter of
an inch shorter, and not having, like Sara, studied French at Vassar,
he could not speak it. (Neither could Sara.) But so easy was he, so
understandingly did those bright dark eyes look into her, that Sara
was flattered to be called by her first name, was captivated by Gene's
power--the result of his excellent endocrine glands--and interpreted it
as her conversion to communism. She had done a little communism,
just as she had done a little tennis, Thomas Wolfe, golf, Bach diving,
William Faulkner, biochemistry, Buddhism, vegetarianism, and
Buchmanism. Now she plunged deep, and at one end of Putnam
Staybridge's chaste drawing-room Guy and Eugene and she happily
agreed that within five years Putnam would be set by the American
Soviets to digging canals.

But Annabel and Howard were at the other end of the apartment, and
nothing like so revolutionary.

'Gosh, Miss Staybridge, I'm sorry | never really had a chance to get
acquainted with you. You must of been just a kid when you went off to
school.'

"Yes, | was--just a skinny awkward kid. But then | guess | still am, Mr.
Cornplow.'



You are not! Say, gosh, Miss Staybridge, you got more darn
gracefulness and the loveliest lips | ever did see.'

'Oh, now you're flattering me, Mr. Cornplow. You college pundits! I'm
just another young female, where you're a regular movie star. You
play football at Truxon, don't you?"'

'Well--that is--course 'm on the scrub team. The captain and the
coach ganged up on me. They claim I'm lazy, just because they said |
had to live on prunes and bran and go to bed at nine, and | told 'em
where they got off! "I'm not going to bed at any nine o'clock and I'm
not going to eat any prunes"”, | told 'em. No sir! Prunes! Don't you
think so?'

'Oh, absolutely, Mr. Cornplow... Prunes!’

'I bet you love to dance, Miss Staybridge.'

'Oh, | adore it, but not with any of these little shrimps--only with tall
men--and I've noticed that all you golden-haired boys, | don't know
WAHY it is, but somehow, you always dance so well.!

'Me? Golden-haired? It's just plain, dumb RED--tray ordinary.'
'Oh, itis not red! It's gold.'

'It's red!"

'Gold!"

They dived into laughter--Romeo and Juliet, Tristan and Isolde, Mrs.
Nickleby and the vegetable marrows.

At the other end of the room, Gene Silga explaining that in Russia-- to



which he had never been nearer than Fall River--the least skilful
workman has a better time than any Detroit foreman: free lectures
and a chance to do parachute jumping.

The revolutionary conspirators, the two lovers, could hear from above
them an irritable pacing.

"That's Father, registering indignation,’ sighed Guy. 'Don't it beat the
Dutch how unsympathetic all fathers are!'

This beginning of the open season on parents drew the romantics
back to the general hunting party, as Sara observed, 'Doesn't it! My
father, old Freddie, wants to do the right thing by his offspring,
sometimes dismayingly so, but he has no imagination; he can't
understand that young people aren't altogether content to play bridge
every evening and go to bed at ten-thirty. Why--why-- he still wears a
nightshirt instead of pyjamas!'

'No!" marvelled Guy.

'He's lucky. | usually don't have on anything at night except an
undershirt,' said Gene.

"Ml bet Mr. Cornplow does so have imagination,' protested Annabel. 'l
mean, | don't really know your father very well, but | talked to him once
about getting a new car--Mr. Putnam Staybridge sure quenched
THAT maiden's dream--and | thought your father was swell. He was
so kind and he joked so..."

'Naturally, if he thought he could sell you a car!’ said Sara. 'Oh, Dad
really is kind, or means to be, but he hasn't got the imagination to see
that the younger generation wants something more than being a
respected resident of Cooper Boulevard. It's impossible for him to
conceive that we, that Youth, no longer wants anything merely for



itself, but demands that the whole world be freed of the bonds of
capitalism.' She looked to Eugene for approval, and got it, from his
well-trained professional smile. "Why... Look, Annabel--I may call you
Annabel, mayn't I?-- doesn't your father travel a lot?'

'Sure. Comrade Putnam is even worse than the kind of globe-trotter
that shows you his snapshots--he's the kind that sneaks off to Vienna
and Rio and then gloats at you and won't even tell you what he's
seen.’

Sara was relentless: 'Well, Dad won't travel one bit. Doesn't want to
travel. And he can perfectly well afford to, the rest of his life. Why,
time and again I've offered to take him to Paris-- think of it, I've never
been there myselfl--and he always says, "We'll see", and sneaks out
of it. Positively, Freddie ENJOYS being an old horse in a treadmill. |
believe, no matter how he kicks about it, he's secretly pleased when
we sponge on him. Shows what a noble, stalwart pillar of society he
is! We must see to it that he contributes to the Coheeze.'

'Yes, we must see to that,' said Gene.

'Anyway, this whole business of parents,’ began Guy, the poet,
philosopher and pal, 'is a funny--well, it's a funny business. | think they
ought to appreciate their children for taking the trouble to represent
them in the new social movements, the socialization of education and
the extension of labour unionism, since they're too old-fashioned to
do it themselves. But say, speaking of your dad, how's to skip down
to your house? There's Putnam making unfriendly noises upstairs
again.'

'Grand! Come along! It's only ten-forty. Dad will be glad to see us.'

Howard was buoyant, and Annabel followed him in demure
obedience. And Sara hinted no opposition after she had looked at



Eugene and found him ready, and after she covered all points by
explaining:

'Well... All right.
Chapter Vi

Fred had wound his watch, he had listened to the broadcaster's
opinion that to-morrow it would rain in Omaha and parts of West
Virginia, and he had proffered to Hazel his nightly observation, 'How
about turning in and getting a little sleep?' The front door crashed,
and in, like a flock of sheep with the voices of crows, tumbled Sara,
Howard, Eugene, Guy, Annabel.

But when Fred had been presented to Annabel, he was sweet to her-
- too sweet, thought Hazel.

Sara purred, 'Father, Mother, this is Eugene Silga of the Workers'
International Cohesion. | think you've heard Howard speak of him.'

'Oh yes, yes, sure, you bet!' crowed Fred, shaking hands.

Gene's thin hands were hard, and his eyes half friendly, half shrewd,
altogether cynical. The comedian Fred, who all day long shouted
stories, became cautious and dead quiet.

'Sara has been telling me about your two-story trailer,' said Eugene
to him.

Yes?'

Tl remember it, next time | have anything to do with a demonstration
in Union Square. Speech from the second story might go over big.
I'm not sure you approve, but I'm interested in radical labour unions,



Mr. Cornplow.'

Sara flared, 'Oh, why don't you TELL 'em you're a communist and a
party member, Mr. Silga--Eugene? It won't hurt ‘'em!"'

Fred was more cautious than ever. 'No, it won't hurt us at all. | heard
you were a communist, Mr. Silga, when you were mixed up in the
Pragg glass-works strike. But here's something even stranger than
that. Me, 'm a Republican and go to church!'

From Hazel there was a faint squawk that sounded like, 'WHEN?' as
Fred went on selling:

''m glad to meet you, | won't pretend | like communism, but | much
prefer you out-and-out advocates to the limousine socialists, like
Sara here, who say, No, it wasn't the communism, it was something
they ate; who cuss out capitalism and go right on living on it.'

'l don't know, Mr. Cornplow. An agitator finds limousines awfully useful
sometimes, for escaping from the cops.'

'Hm. Yes. Glad meet you. I've been reading where it's become the
fashion for the Reds to shave and bathe and leave the bombs
home..."

'Sorry, never seen a bomb.'

'. .. in the bottom bureau drawer, and I'm interested to see that it's
true, Gene.'

With warm-hearted aid from Guy and Howard, derisiveness from
Annabel, and watchful silence from Eugene, Sara portrayed for Fred
and Hazel the future of the Coheeze, and of the monthly Protest &
Progress, which was to bring to far-flung workers in byre and grange



and speak-easy the surprising news that, if they were real toilers and
not parasites, like Fred, all Iishmen, Chinese, Japanese, Germans,
Frenchmen, Spanish leftists, Spanish rightists, Negroes,
Californians, Floridians, New York garment workers, Vermont apple
growers, and pearl divers in Borneo loved one another to death.

'What do | do about it?' weasled Fred.
"Why, you contribute!" Sara laughed heartily.

'Not me. | laid off loving the workers when the last automobile strike
prevented my getting any cars to sell for couple of months, right at the
height of the season.'

Sara protested, 'Guy's father, Mr. Staybridge, has given us a hundred
dollars. Are you going to let him beat you?"

'Absolutely! Guy, you tell your father Il let him contribute the whole
doggone fund, if he wants to.'

'Oh, Dad!' (That was Sara again.)
Hazel spoiled everything:

'Fred, if Sara is enjoying this so much, and I'm sure Mr. Silga could
tell us such interesting things about Russia, sex and divorces and
how much the servants get and all--I do hope he'll be willing to lecture
before the Egeria Club, it's my turn next month to get a speaker--and
if Sara is having a good time out of it, 'm going to donate fifty dollars
myself! Out of my own money, | mean!'

Fred goggled, remembering that Hazel's 'own money, from the
estate of an unexpected uncle, had last year brought in $786.10, of
which, to his knowledge, she had spent over nine hundred. While



Hazel was being thanked, Fred craftily led Annabel apart and fished:
'Didn't know you knew my boy, Miss Staybridge.'
'Oh, | don't, really. I've just met him at dances.'

"That's probably the best place to meet him. I'd steer clear of him in
the classroom.’

'Don't you guarantee him?'

'Well, he uses an awful lot of oil and gas and he backfires going
uphill, not down, and his brakes are slipping. But he's got a nice
three-coat finish, and I kind of like him.'

'Sodo II'

Everyone else was lounging; everyone was chattering; Hazel was
explaining to Gene Silga what a wonderful time they had had at the
Egeria Club when they had entertained a pupil of Dale Carnegie,
who had informed them that the ability to express one's self on one's
feet was as important to a clubwoman as it was even to a senator or
a lubricant salesman. But Annabel sat straight, her hands folded in
her lap, her eyes straight ahead, in a trance. Her lips seemed very
soft; Fred thought that they would tremble, if she was hurt. She
seemed to him made not of patches of prejudice and unimportant
informations, like the rest, but to be all of one piece, clear and sure
and kind.

'She'll fall in love with Howard because he looks like a movie star,
and then keep it up because she'll be sorry for him," sighed Fred to
himself. 'He'll wear her out. Here, quit it! Don't crab about your own
son. Way Annabel's looking round, guess she likes it here--kind of
free and easy--or would be if Sara wasn't so doggone high-minded--

