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& fairy peepin; Trom ¢ cornflower, smil her erepitsting siik
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Pno» rh' T the n;-dness of Hoséw - let & go Tind the
faecin.s-* ion d.}‘ranco.' ' Is there mc cafe herd by, with merile
te alna; where one me; compe £ the lavsflm nystery of evsinthe?
Yes;, there will be wom'n with scarred liv'-s tnd\“"lcol. like
the “air soil of France h-orsell, piftel =it%n howttur-e!jltall :
rntil the an;f'sco is desrr‘. snd volcpnic as tha Qou'l'l.
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water upon my sugap, a&n’ wated the ™ll green fri&'.“ to .”1.
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of *hs worldf, how *he deters of desth were mele srest W the
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0" ltfowmm:r reinbow 1y %he ;..mr -pure slory o’ rolurrﬂeﬂ.w.
ih, btut nrdnes z‘m-,qt 4n the cmm. Indeed, is it
mot o Te not all 11%e & : racies of intoxicetlion or moltnd.#?
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kel $¥intad glory” Core.}l-t we ‘harafore drink! "hen o fre
g her *“afAiverre {5 & pointless puzzie, & stale, oilly lest,
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.se8ted 1in the centre o0” the wahs n."our lives, some spider "that
taketh hold with her ‘zrn\:é, and 1s in "ing's palaces"”, the imnnilg
snd indefetipable erastor n? i+ all,

= Ah! there st leaspt 18 & péor fy. See the tired
ayes n“ yonder girl! She loolzn like & gembdler nfter & long spell
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o” bad lumek, How rluckil: che -lr:g! Oh yes! vh- wins o®ten
snough « Yut she does mot reslize how torritle is the muum

rorcrn‘sgo of the tenlk, feere* end pereistent, I1i“s tekes its

toll of =11 o* vs: wa my 3 r moot v‘Scicz:f: trespures “er too

deer, M vnele e2732 twent- 4houssnd to his "werlth® Asat M
ir Tell Street - the enyiet: arel him hulf o youp, | A MI'Q
gemel ’é‘hr, merte, _*-'"i‘-“ *he seint, fr. give up 111, ” l&ti l, ;
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3

teciledly, ebeinthe ‘e & moat mnlancwly hevera o} 5

L
.+ remember ‘-a"tﬂi— ~~".n~‘*ror 2inert 17 ‘wppv el tlm m
T eomld oTeny 1% Mg cone Sther 1ife, so lont, © 50 at !9*.
The ‘rorlble is *het I +m nét epahn* rith my hlond blb’
ennte” b *‘-~oﬁ'o\ Irieh iip:‘ tnd ayns o Hergaret, :
healr iInMnite gednnes, .rr.‘ the tegedion thed Lutne "enes'h the
veil 0f her modeaty, der r"rsnt ‘heir ie & nerlect foil Tor her
reT eves, The {ip evtnmmel in hﬁ- “rllinees end solermity; she

L8 mora salngtive then ¢Y» springetide iy of Iviu, wit: hep




chirping! 1 am sudlenly Erovn old sngd serious; the world .eppears
a. piteous mesjue; and Margaret i{s hoth paseion end compession,

Lnlu does not understand sorrow,  The wounded body of my desp
‘rence 1is nothing to her; to dergerst 1 19 sacred qu a.'l.l IEER
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this informelity, this Pen.pipe ehrillnass 0 staccsto conversstion,
not wi*h the shellow suavity o “herry's, T have found Lett-r
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A New York Night, -
h“m.

1 éame into Broadway at 46th Street; a few minutes m

to pass bdefore my midnight nu(muon with Wun, . L f’
8o I moved 1dly in the multitude, and gave the mood of‘(td taste

to the tongue of my grave soul, .?'too clear-seeing soul, I saw

these people formiwecious and f4sile; all that they lacked of e
was order, On them all was the great load of humanity. ZEach
vore his soul like an old soldier with an ever- wound, In
every eye 1 saw the fearful humger which is the Gtage of man, |
Some needed economic ind cndcnn'\ae- needed love; and fate
had slowly doled out mere oTts of _-onq and pleasure., Gome,
glutted with thoese false mefts, drunk on those vain delusiens, -
thought themsel ves hnpey- they why so restless, so inten{®
Surely if there be happiness, itssymbol must de peace, And m- :
street--. -
It $0 1ike o mining.cmp; the &n«um lights, the nmn il
ph'hlnc of S B-ndtuml of p holes where l e
reflect the glare, the commew _ . m
shou Jlu. the coarse appeal or . ?
imitati jm:.l-ry. dutp imitation women-- Stopl where ié
Rita Golﬁlll? She wos a real n-ns‘:“nna of goldl Bo
simple, so innocent, so m. yet so profoundly passionate-- I
would e de Quinecey his lotilr-.ﬂlu opt:l‘u. that I might
&auy this street where 1 saw her, dawn of two
nt,‘-ouleun mm. where last I l. m before mx A..'qm her
away from me, hiding her under the empurples rove of silence, 1
cannot c'nr weep. BSuch is our mo: -lu' the silence of in-
:ruuo night we jostle and splesh to artificial lights and

hllmt




s (it _‘,- g 2 5 s o
T .
L4
il

A Nev York Night, - ey ey

hﬁﬁ‘wo

I came into Broadway at 46th Btreet; a few minutes had
to pass before my midnight u-fmuon with Wun, Ly o ’f’
80 1 moved idly in the mlthudo. and gave the mood or(to taste
to the tongue of my grave soul, my too clear-seeing soul, I saw
these people f.ormt‘:ocicus and f::no; all that they lacked of Qts,
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to the tongue of my grave soul, my too clear-seeing soul, I saw
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to the tongue of my grave soul, my too clear-seeing soul, I saw
these people formfg;cioul and fzfile; all that they lacked of ajte
was order, On them all was the great load of humanity. Each

bore his soul like an o0ld soldier with an ever-acking wound., 1In
every eye 1 saw the fearful hunger which is the ho;tage of man, ,
Some needed economic 1ndqﬁendenco; Some nee&ad love; and fate
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"{"", 1 came into Broadway at 46th Street; a few minutes had
", to pass before my midnight aufnntion with Wun, .
y " A ‘cm.«(’

80 1 moved idly in the multitude, and gave the mood of‘to taste
to the tongue of my grave soul, my too clear-seeing soul, 1 saw
- these people fornt:oclouo and t:::uo; all that they lacked of ajte
was order, On them all was the great load of humanity. Each
vore his soul like an old soldier with an 'ﬂ.r-a&ing wound, In
every eye 1 saw the fearful hunger which is the . tage of man,
Some needed economic um*cndonoo; Some needed love; and fate
had slowly doled out mere o¥ts of money and pleasure. Gome, ¥
glutted with those false mefts, drunk on th;so vain delusions,
thought themsel ves happy- they thy 80 restless, o 1nton‘?
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It is like a mining camp; the :m' flashing lights, the rotten %
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sounds; we struggle and show, going no -h:lt‘.‘er'nof'undornandiu
anything, not even that when all is said naught may remain dut’
the silence of inoxo;'unc night,

I am not moved by social inequality; the rich man in his
furs, the poor man druring his worlA coat about hin., the success-
ful prostitute, the ltlrinc artiet, fat props of drama, shrill

ters of séciety, and parasite and worker - high
and lgw, all are so terribly equel in the eyes of inolon&
night, Even on earth there is not so much to choose between
the lote of fate; nicx/ Franz J“'iph 68 years an lhpor,or
against that old woman selling notions on the c/Mb, Who can
measure the ways of Fate? *

And Fate 1;:;“-. - to me - to;nid:t - on Broadway, The l
idea of purpose, of intdlligence, in the universe, becomes
incredible: if 1 be wrong, then it proves that I at least have
ne intelligence - the Cretan parndo:z

It ie strange how fqw of the passers-by have any business,
Some sre going to or from some place of amusement or refreshment;
but most are merel; flies, drawn by the dazzle, They do net "-
Rno¥ why they are there., I too feel something of the fascination; ' .
or why te'i linger? May it be that once - Ihcn‘,:l:: was n:;-« !
the light, the company of men, even st men, were symbols of "
cafely? Are we still half-drutes, by old grewling imstinots
no longer peasonable, no longer lntonuluo? ‘It seems as if
it might be so; for ‘nq are the primitive passions peering

from thefe animsl faces, Civilization? I look for lofty brow, for

grave calm eyes, for ;iauonod mouth and stromgly- ting jaw, 1 , _

see only greed and cunning end brutality and lust - and that awful




1 am not moved by social inequality; the rich man \:I.n his
furs, the poor man drawing his worl coat about hilz., the success-
ful prostitute, the ata‘rrving artist, fat props of drama, shrill

ters of sbeiety, : and parasite and worker - high
qnd low, all are so terribly equel in the eyes of ineﬁom&
night, Even on earth there is not so much to choose between
- the' lots of fate; weigh/ Fi-anz Joseph 68 )\ears an Enper/or
against that old woman sglling notions on the c#b, Who can
measure the ways of Fate? '

And Fate 1:;\—39":0 - to me - to:night - on Broadway, The
idea of purpose' of intelligende, in the universe, becomes
incredible: 1f I be wrong, then it proves that I at least have
no intelliget{ée - the Cretan paradozz

It is strange how few of tkje passers-by have any business,
Some are going to or from some place of amusement or refrolhpcixt;
but most afe merely flies, drawn by t;he dazzle, They do not ‘
know why t!:{y are there, I too feel something of the fnniﬁatim;

) ’ e e
or why do I lingér? May it be that once - when fwe was newy- |
the light, the company of men, even strange men, were symbols of
safofy? Are we still half-brutes, M by old grewling instincts
no longer peasonable, no longef 1nf.elligible? !"It seems as if ’
it might be so; for lug are oid the primitive passions peering | .
from thefe animsl faces, Civilization? I look for ].“o[.ty vrow, sfor; B

grave calm eyes, for ;ightened mouth and stroﬂgly-,)‘ting%av. I »

see only greed and cunning and brutality and lust - and that awful |




sounds; we struggle‘and show, going no whigfr'ndfhnderstandine
anything, not even that when-all is said naught may remain but
the silence of 1nexo;;ble night,

1 am not moved by social inequality; the rich man in his
furs, the poor man dra\ving his worlA coat about hilz., the success-
ful prostitute, the staring artist, fat props of drama, shrill
, ‘atera of sbeiety, and parasite and worker - high
and lew, all are so terribly equel in the eyes of 1nod0rul&t
hight. Even on earth there is not so much to choose between
the'lots of fate; ie;@%ﬂ Pfanz Joseph 68 ﬂfars an llpo#’br
against that old woman selling notions on the c#fb. Who can
measure the ways of ratoi . .

And Fate 15:;ecna - to me - to:night - on Broadway, !hp
idea of purpoae‘of 1ntelligehcp. in the universe, becomes
incredible: if I be wrong, then it proves that I at least have
no intelligence - the Cretan paradoz;x

It is strange how few of tﬁe passers-by have any business,
Some are going to or from some place of amusement or refreahment

but most are merely flies, drawn by the dazzle, They do not

Enow why th€y are there. I too feel something of the faocinutian
Tow X2 4

or why do I liqgef? May it de that once - when fwe was new/-

the light, the company of men, even strange men, were symbols of

safefy? Are we still half-brutes, deu by old grewling instincts

no longer peasonable, no longeﬁ_intolligible? 1||::[i seems as if
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sounds; we struggle and show, going no whitaor'nof'understandina
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anything, not even that when all is said naught may remain but
the esilence of 1nexo;nhle night,

I am not moved by social inequality; the rich man ~1n his
furs, the poor man drawing his worl4 coat about hm, the success-
ful prostitute, the ltl'rving artist, fat props of drama, shrill

ters of sbciety, and parasite and worker - high
and lew, all are so terribly equel in the eyes of inewsradd
night, Even on earth there is not so much to choose between

the lote of fate: icish/ Franz Joseph 68 y&\ur- an hpu;[or

against that o0ld woman selling notions on the c#bd, Who can

measure the ways of Fate? i

And Fate 11;:;00-. - to me - to;nimt - on Broadway, The
idea of purpose, of intelligende, in the universe, becomes
incredible: if 1 be wrong, then it proves that I at least have
no intelligence - the Cretan paradozs

It is strange how few of the passers-by have any business,

Some are going to or from some place of amusement or refreshmept;

but moet are merel; flies, drawn by the dazzle, They do not

know why th€y are there, 1 too feel something of the fescination;
or why do I liqcs/x.-? May it be ﬁnt once - when : was n:[f« T
the light, the company of men, even str men, were symbols of :
safely? Are we still half-brutes, ie by old grewling instincts
no longer peasonable, no longer m;-uauun uIt seems as if
it might be so; for [nq are oid the primitive passions peering
from thefe animsl faces, Civilization? I look for Jﬂ_ty broﬁ.;for
grave calm eyes, for xiﬁtcnod‘nouth and ou:om:-.j‘ting%w. O

see only greed and cunning and brutality and lust - and that awful
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ﬁug, ‘t ﬂu half-human sokl, struggling to grow, and st Jing

T—
,w. reason tht its b‘othcr the body hates it, 'Oh folly - oh
#emicidal racel These men and women do not even understand that
they are destroying their bodies also when they neglect their

souls!

-

* What do you want to be in life?
+ou want to do in 11!0?

What do

On Broadway the only answer begins - 1 want to haye e--ee=e==
¥hat can ene get? Food, drink, women, property, money -

ard then more money, So soom it tstes, \this gamel Death is /1
certainly the friend of those whose orbit is no wider than this, |
VWee riness woul * annihilate them as d'no-uc does not: what else | 3
have they 1nvo‘eﬂ

We teach thew to rud\- and what do they read? Music -

and for what do they clamour? Secience - and how do they use it

but to destroy each other and themselves? Was it not better in

the 'dark ages' of h\_nity? :

One light has deszled us, destroyed us, no'th- in the nﬂ‘
Oh men, you were right, perhaps, to kill you great ones]

_ Now yog__gavo spared us;’ you have let us give all power il {
your hands -( you will not'ac«pt our greater gifte, love nndcr!;'.“.‘;‘* <
will, freedom and peace - V.tr(uo. and wisdom, andjymltiscient
truth!

Ah}l the ado#ta were wrong who lifted the bar of silence
from inexo¥able yight - l.ncy but the e of knowledge

without underst:nding, vhon name is -mn. whose b.d‘o 1s
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universal suicide, And yet how else may man n.(f'd.u-— ‘

n-utplca- ' : . ,/ :“’&
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i PR »-"?u‘ we must compel the acceptance of new aims, involge

u’t- then knowledge, t.ho'luht of love and will eecc--
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