


















































hunchbacked stable boy. Last night, just before they reached
Panarna, the sword-swallower died. Whom would the sea claim
today?

Frank Braun turned and looked down on the deck where the
circus people were camped. The lion trainer was lying before one
of his cages, and not far from him lay the fat directrice. Little
Louison crouched on the stairs, and for once the child did not
play. With a grave face, she nervously fingered the beads of her
rosary.

Not her, not little Louison! Dearest Virgin, don't take Louison!

None of the circus people died that day. But the yellow fever
claimed three coolies and a German sailor.

They called at Corinto and were sent off. At La Libertad they
were chased away, as they were in Salvador and San José de
Guatemala—

Three more of the crew died. Two Chinese died and two
Spanish stable boys. The red-haired clown died and the old
dancer. And the third officer died, the tall, fair-haired boy from
Rostock.

The Chinesc refused to touch the corpses and to sew them
into canvas bags. So the boatswain did it with the cook’s mate.
Three days later they were dead.

On the latitude of Tehuantepec, Moses the cabin boy suc-
cumbed, and two hours later the directrice breathed her last.
She had made a will in Louison’s favor and had given it to the
Captain. If the little girl should also die, then whoever was left
of her troupe was to get everything: the animals, the circus tent,
the wardrobe, the cases and boxes and what little cash they had.

The directrice did not die easily, She yelled and screamed,
fighting against death, and kept asking for a priest.

On the same day an English cruiser caught up with the
Thuringia, fired two blind shots over their bow and ordered
them to heave to and let down their gangway. When they had
stopped, the cruiser’s launch came alongside and an officer
climbed aboard the German steamer.
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spoke skillfully and fluently, fully conscious of every word and
its effect. He spoke just as well as she—

And he was even more sure of himself.

Because he felt that it would come. Perhaps now—or in the
next sentence—or in the sentence after that. But it would come—

The thing that she did not have. The thing that he had lost
today and that he had found again in the kiss of a great woman.
The thing that tamed the thousand-headed beast down in the
auditorium until it became docile as a lamb, cating out of his
hands and licking its master’s whip—

The thing that gave him power with which to beat his thought
into the beast’s brain, and his belief of the moment into the
beast’s chest.

Now he took up a word, two or three—a sentence—a subtle,
sharp, pointed sentence and cracked it over their heads like a
whip. And again—and again—and the iron gates were thrown
wide open as he beat against them with his magic whip.

The beast of the five thousand heads had only one great soul,
after all. And this soul was high and lofty as a dome—and he
stepped into it through the iron gates that flew open before
him. Intoxicated by the whir of his whip—mesmerized by the
flaming torch that he carried. He threw his torch into the depth
of the dome and a mighty flame rose up and surged heavenward.

Now everything was blurred—his eyes alone drank in this
ocean of flaming red. Blood, he thought, blood. He walked
through a sea of flame—shouting, smiling—like a prophet.

That remained with him—that alone. He did not hear his
own words nor the tumult of the crowd when he ended. He
did not hear the remarks of the Judge nor the nervous closing
sentences of the English woman. Nor the cheering and stamp-
ing at the close—the applause that was for him alone—and for
his cause. He saw only the flames and blood.

He was standing in the wings with the diva. “Are you staying
at the Ritz, too?” she asked.
He nodded.
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cpisode over, he wondered for an instant if it had been wise—
then he nodded to himself in satisfaction. He thought: “Yes, it
was good. She has shaken hands with two hundred men—and
they all said the same thing. She will remember me.”

He sat at a table in the Gothic dining room, drank a little
and talked with indifferent people. Then he went to the winter
garden with them and from there into the ball room. He stood
on one side all by himself and watched the crowd.

They danced well, these American boys! They danced smoothly
back and forth, making always the same steps, dispassionately,
unemotionally, infinitely bored—but gracefully and tirelessly, for
hours.

Frank Braun stood and waited.

She danced past him twice, five times, many times—and she
looked over at him without a sign of recognition. Now and then
she would sit down for a few minutes and it scemed to him
then that her eyes were beckoning to him—inviting at first, then
indignant, then commanding. Why didn’t he ask her to dance?
He just stood quietly and motionlessly, eyes on the dancers, and
waited,

It was not a pose with him—far from it! He just did not care.
He thought: “She will comel”

Again she danced past him—and just then the music stopped.
She returned with her partner, brushed Frank Braun’s shoulder,
stopped and turned to him.

“Here, look!” she said.

There was a tiny black spot on her shoulder.

“That’s nice of youl” he nodded.

She introduced her tall young partner and the men shock
hands and offered each other cigarettes. Then she took Frank
Braun’s arm and sent the other on his way.

“Don’t you dance?” she asked.

“No.”

“I am a bit tired. I would like a sherbet. Won't you come
with me?”

Now was his opportunity—now!| But he could think of nothing
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“Take this, Colonell” the Dictator said, “count out a hundred
and send them to La Goyital”

The Colonel did so, tied the money in his handkerchicf and
sent three soldiers with it to the Spanish dancer.

For the last time that afternoon the gates on the east side
opened. Several cows came into the arena. Tinkling bells were
tied to their necks and all were decorated with ribbons and
garlands of flowers; behind them, the chwlos drove their quad-
riga of mules into the arena. The bull cast a quick glance at
the four mules in their bright colored harness and their red-
bloused drivers, and turned contemptuously away—no, that was
no job for him! The chulos tied the tiger's tail to their ropes
and whipped up their mules, shouting and gesticulating. The
mules dragged the dead beast around the arena at a fast
gallop.

In the meantime, the cows surrounded the blood-bedecked
victor, pushing and crowding close to him. One, a beautiful
snowy white animal, put her pink snout against his neck and
gently, tenderly almost, licked the red blood. He lifted his
head over hers and licked her, just once, shyly and quickly,
between her eyes and her forchead. And for a third time the
musicians struck up the Royal March of the Prussian King—
but this time in honor of the proud, victorious bull.

Now the crowd did not make bawdy jokes about women
and cows and petticoats. They watched reverently, in silence and
admiration.

That was the last number in the great games given in honor
of General Villa at Torreon, But when the bull and his cows
had disappeared behind the gates, one more shout rose from
the stands, 2 wild, ringing shout in which the whole crowd
joined.

“Viva Villal”

About ten o'clock that night, Colonel Perlstein knocked at
Frank Braun's door with the silver handle of his riding crop.
“Come along, Doctor,” he urged. “It is time now!”
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dew drops. Others dropped roses, many white roses that snowed
down upon the sisters from above.

Then the nuns stopped singing and Sister Agnes finished her
tale. She did not tell, however, what happened to the poor
Knight. She told only how the Pope had knelt down with the
nuns and had prayed to the Lord Jesus. And her poem ended
with a triumphant song of praise to the heart of Jesus whose
pure love embraces all creatures and is much deeper than the
human brain can fathom.

The Abbess beckoned Sister Agnes to come over and kneel
before her throne. The Abbess said a few kind words to her and
patted her check. Then the nuns took their places at the table
again, sipped their wine and munched sweets. There was a
whispering and chuckling and chattering and soft laughter that
sounded gayly through the cloister like the laughter of young
girls in a boarding school during recess.

The Abbess rose. “Let us sing, sisters!” she said.

Four nuns rose from the table; an older one, two young nuns
and a lirle novice. They took their places under a porticus that
was overgrown with roses. The older nun beat the time with her
rose branch and the four nuns sang:

Lasst uns singen und frohlich sein,

In den Rosen,

Mit Jesus und den Freunden sein.

Wer weiss, wie lang wir hier noch sein,
In den Rosen?

The nuns took it up and their bright voices rang through the
moonlit night: “In—den—Rosen!”

Jesus Wein ist aufgetan,

In den Rosen,

Da sollen wir allesamt hingahn,

So mogen wir Herzensfreud empfahn
In den Rosen.
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write it down for me and I learned it by heart so I could tell
you. They don't give a damn about their German blood or
about their German Fatherlandl And when the war is over they
will be honored in Germany exactly as if nothing had happened
—and everywhere in the world for that matter. They can afford
to do what they like; they have money and family and power
and influence—and with that one can do as one pleases.”

“All right,” he cried. “But how does that apply to me? I am
neither a Gould nor a Rockefeller, not a Koburg or a Hohen-
zollern. I have no money and no power. Therefore I cannot
afford to disregard convention and must do as the masses,
mustn't 17"

“No, not at alll It isn't the money alone—there are others
who stand where we do. Only they are there not because of
something they have—but because they have placed themselves
there. That isn't casy, I believe—they may tumble down any
moment—of course, so can we, but not as easily. And I believe
you belong to them!”

He had dreamed something of that kind himself, once. He
had dreamed of a nation of culture that would be above nation-
alities. His idea had not had anything to do with money. It
was European in conception, far removed from American ideas.
But wasn't it the same, fundamentally? In his concept as well
as in hers, everything depended on the fact that one placed
onc's self on this higher plane, above the masses. Because with
all his millions, the Pitsburgh steel magnate certainly did not
stand above the masses—not this man who was so afraid of hell
that he desperately tried to bargain with the Lord for a place
in heaven, just a little tiny place in heaven. No, this man with
his good deeds and his million dollar presents to charity cer-
tainly did not stand above convention—no more than the bour-
geois professor who could not only pronounce Spinoza’s name
correctly, but who knew his philosophy by heart and that of
many other philosophers as well.

Education or talent or money or birth or influence or name
helped one to get there—but that wasnt enough. One must
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certainly tell you when she did it! Did you never sleep with
her?”

As the door opened Ivy threw her arms around his neck, rose
up and kissed him. Then she tore herself away and ran to her
parents, “Dears!” she cried. “We are engaged!”

He did not have one minute to himself all day. He had to
stay for tea and then Ivy drove him home. He walked slowly up
the stairs, afraid of the “At last” that would greet him. This
eternal “At last]” and “Please hurry!”

He was greeted with two “At last’s!” and his secretary added
a “Thank God you have come!” He hurried Frank Braun into
his bedroom where Fred was waiting to help him dress.

“Pleasc hurry! Isn’t that what you are going to say? I know!
To the bazaar—yes, yes! Can’t you leave me alone one single
night?”

“But, Doctor!” Rossius said reproachfully, “this is Sunday!
The big day! The Ambassadors have come especially from Wash-
ingtonl”

“T know!” he sighed. “Where is my tailcoat, Fred?”

Thousands of people crowded around Madison Square Garden.
The gates had to be closed some time before and a detail of
policemen was keeping the crowds in check. Ten people would
come out and then the policemen let ten others in—ten onlyl
But tens of thousands were waiting for admission. They stood
patiently outside in the pouring rain—for hours.

Frank Braun and his party went in through the basement and
up the stairs into the immense arena where a tent city had been
built. It represented Nuremberg—a Nuremberg that one sees in
children’s picture books.

Frank Braun went up to the gallery and as he leaned over the
balustrade he looked down upon a sea of changing color. Roar-
ing and shouting waves of humanity rippled and swelled, heaved
and broke as they were pushed in and out of the room by the
everlasting human tide. Colored waves under a huge sky of cloth
that covered the whole scene with its soft yellow folds.
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his eyes and ran down his cheeks, quietly, slowly, but inces-
santly. He loved her so very dearly.

She rose and passed her cool hand softly across his forehead.
“Farewelll” she said.

Then she turned to go.

His eyes fell on the case. “You forgot your casel”

She nodded, thanked him and ook it.

“Perhaps later—" she said.

Then she left.

He ook out his handkerchief, wiped his face and sipped bis
coffee.

Now that she had gone, he could think more clearly.

Those little knives, those shiny knives! The best and sharpest
knives in the world for cutting and making incisions!

For her corns—she had told the Doctor! She, who had never
had a corn in her life!

What did she want with them?

And what was it she bad said to Dr. Cohn? That it was too
late now.

He laughed. Too latel Too late? Because this very day, Ivy
Jeffersop——r7

Yes, Ivy had bought the jumping-jack now! She had bought
him!

Lotte had wanted the knives for him, there was no doubt
about it} Had be not often noticed similar knives on her bedside
table?

And the sharp little knife that she had given him to take down
to Mexico? The one that got bloody on the day he drank the
mescal ?

That day he had been sound asleep on his sofa, having absurd
dreams. But the knife had become bloody!

What was it Ivy had said ?—She did not know how and what
—but she did know when! When they slept together—then!

And why had Lotte taken the dancer straightaway to her
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him, very different from the strength that came from morphine
Of arsenic.

This was—health! This was something that he had not known
since—since he had said good-bye to Lotte.

But then—then——?

Then Ivy, too, knew the secret?

Ivy—his fiancéel

Triumphantly he flew through the evening—brimful of joy—

singing.




























































Fred?—Of course not—Frank Braun could hear him snoring
downstairs.

He carefully turned the key and with a jerk pulled open the
door,

Lotte stood before him.

There was a strong scent in the room—a scent of roses, of
blood red roses.
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