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    Carter, and Other People gathers Don Marquis’s short prose and a single dramatic piece into a compact demonstration of his range beyond the creations with which he is most widely associated. This volume is not a compendium of complete novels nor a retrospective of journalism; rather, it is a single-author collection presenting character-driven narratives and an experiment for the stage, framed by a foreword. Read together, the selections sketch a coherent arc of observation and moral inquiry, while remaining accessible as individual works. The design emphasizes Marquis’s interest in people at decisive moments, the social textures surrounding them, and the tonal agility with which he approaches both comedy and gravity.

The contents show a deliberate variety of forms. There are standalone stories, multi-part narratives that unfold across numbered sections, and a one-act play. Pieces such as Bubbles and The Locked Box are presented in several movements, each part refracting the situation from a fresh angle, while other titles strike with the economy of a single episode. Words and Thoughts, explicitly identified as a play in one act, extends the collection’s scope into drama. Together with the foreword, these elements offer prose fiction in several lengths and a concise theatrical work, unified by an authorial sensibility attuned to speech, gesture, and consequence.

Across the book runs a set of themes that Marquis pursued throughout his career: the precariousness of fortune, the pressure of conscience, and the abrasion between public pose and private motive. The chances of the street—named outright in one story—stand for the contingencies that govern urban life. Theatrical metaphors surface elsewhere, suggesting that roles are adopted and shed under observation. Marquis favors a humane irony: his characters are rarely monsters or saints, but ordinary people whose choices are shaded by hope, fear, and habit. Comedy is never far away, yet it seldom cancels pathos; instead, it illuminates it, lending these portraits a resilient clarity.

Stylistically, the collection bears the mark of a writer seasoned by daily craft. Scenes are established with quick particulars; dialogue carries weight and cadence; description is disciplined, even when the mood turns whimsical. Marquis’s sentences move with a conversational poise that invites the reader to lean in, while his structures—especially the multi-part pieces—create measured suspense without resorting to contrivance. Satire appears, but it is rarely corrosive; it tends to expose self-deception rather than to deny complexity. The result is a manner both lively and exact, capable of shifting registers as characters reveal, conceal, and occasionally surprise themselves.

The opening sequence, Carter, sets the keynote: a proper name that becomes a lens through which questions of identity and circumstance are examined. The portraits that follow—Old Man Murtrie, Never Say Die, McDermott, Looney the Mutt, Kale, and the multi-part Bubbles—vary in mood and social vantage. Their titles alone suggest temperaments, predicaments, and textures of speech. One piece frankly announces the proximity of despair, only to explore what sustains or unsettles resolve; another conjures the stubborn dignity of age; yet another hints at slang, hustle, or affection. Throughout, Marquis keeps the spotlight on choice, chance, and the dignity of ordinary striving.

The center of the book broadens these preoccupations. The Chances of the Street considers how public spaces shape private outcomes. The Professor’s Awakening frames an intellectual life poised on the verge of change. The Penitent focuses on responsibility and reckoning. The Locked Box—unfolding across seven sections—uses the very idea of enclosure to organize curiosity, secrecy, and trust. Behind the Curtain returns to the playhouse as figure and setting, reminding readers that perspective is often structured by unseen arrangements. In each instance, Marquis builds interest from character and situation rather than from mechanical surprise, allowing moral questions to emerge organically.

Words and Thoughts, the one-act play that closes the collection, distills the book’s concerns into a brief dramatic argument about the relations between saying and doing. It does not require theatrical staging to resonate; on the page, its turns of voice and intention sharpen the reader’s sense of how language shapes conduct. As a whole, Carter, and Other People offers neither an exhaustive survey nor a narrow sampler, but a concentrated view of Marquis’s narrative and dramatic instincts. For admirers who know him elsewhere, it widens the frame; for newcomers, it provides a clear entry point to a style whose wit, sympathy, and urban intelligence remain durable.
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    Carter, and Other People emerged in the first decade of the twentieth century, at the height of the Progressive Era, when American newspaper culture prized brisk sketches and human-interest fiction. Don Marquis, a Midwestern-born journalist who had worked in Southern and New York newsrooms, wrote for readers shaped by mass-circulation dailies and Sunday supplements. The collection’s mosaic of urban types reflects a milieu dominated by New York’s Park Row papers and the city’s exploding population. Appearing amid a market cultivated by figures like Joseph Pulitzer and William Randolph Hearst, Marquis’s pieces moved easily between reportage-inflected realism and playful invention.

Between 1900 and 1914, millions entered the United States through Ellis Island, crowding New York’s Lower East Side and Brooklyn tenements. The 1901 Tenement House Act and reformers such as Jacob Riis, whose How the Other Half Lives (1890) exposed slum conditions, had made the city’s streets and lodgings central to national debate. Marquis’s recurring attention to alleys, sidewalks, and boarding houses participates in this conversation, balancing sympathy for strivers with a reporter’s skepticism about sentimentality. Characters who hustle for “the chances of the street” echo not only demographic reality but also the era’s reform vocabulary, which asked readers to see poverty as structural, not merely personal.

The Panic of 1907, sparked by runs on New York trust companies after the Knickerbocker Trust’s collapse, left a residue of precariousness that pervaded urban life. J. P. Morgan’s ad hoc rescue stabilized banks, yet unemployment and desperation lingered through 1908. Popular journalism chronicled suicides from tenement roofs to Wall Street offices, turning economic volatility into a human drama. Marquis’s intermittent gallows humor—signaled by a subtitle like “There seemed nothing left but suicide”—speaks to a readership attuned to financial whiplash. His tonal shifts from breezy optimism to fatalistic irony mirror the era’s oscillation between boosterish progress and shock at modern capitalism’s fragility.

Progressive muckraking, led by Ida Tarbell on Standard Oil (1902–1904), Lincoln Steffens on municipal graft, and Ray Stannard Baker on labor, sharpened expectations that prose should reveal hidden mechanisms of power. Simultaneously, popular short-fiction models—O. Henry’s New York stories before his 1910 death and George Ade’s slang fables—demonstrated the market for tightly wound urban vignettes with ironic turns. Marquis’s stories negotiate these poles, borrowing the investigative gaze without adopting a crusader’s tone, and adopting the compactness of the newspaper feuilleton. Readers accustomed to columnar pacing and twist endings found familiar pleasures here, while the social textures rewarded a more reflective, reform-minded audience.

The social world that supplied Marquis’s characters revolved around saloons, vaudeville houses, and cheap amusements. The Anti-Saloon League’s growing clout after 1906 and nationwide local-option fights made drink a proxy for class and ethnic identity, a tension that courses through stories of penitence and relapse. Vaudeville circuits and nickelodeons, booming after 1905, cultivated quick-sketch comedy and streetwise patter, idioms echoed in Marquis’s dialogue. His one-act Words and Thoughts draws on the period’s theatrical habits, while anticipating the Little Theatre experimentation that would gather momentum by the mid-1910s. The stage offered him both a setting and a structure for compact confrontations of desire, fraud, and self-reinvention.

New York’s technological tempo—electric lighting, telephones, typewriters, and the IRT subway opening in 1904—reconfigured time, distance, and anonymity. News traveled by wire; police blotters fed dailies; and readers devoured crime reporting alongside Arthur Conan Doyle’s Sherlock Holmes adventures, widely reprinted in American magazines. That climate favored puzzle narratives and moral ambiguities, visible in Marquis’s interest in locked rooms, sealed boxes, and the quick deductions of streetwise observers. The same urban modernity that made crowds exhilarating also made detection necessary, whether by professionals or alert bystanders. Marquis’s prose captures the thrill and unease of a city that could conceal as much as it revealed.

The collection also resonates with contemporary debates about knowledge and action. William James’s Pragmatism lectures (1906; published 1907) popularized a philosophy that tested ideas by practical outcomes, a stance congenial to Marquis’s preference for resourceful survivors over abstract idealists. Universities in New York and Chicago expanded social-science inquiry into urban life, from settlement-house surveys to W. E. B. Du Bois’s pioneering empirical studies, encouraging a data-minded gaze on everyday experience. A tale of a professor’s “awakening” fits a moment when book learning was challenged by the city’s rough pedagogy, and when ethical insight was increasingly measured against concrete, lived results.

Upon publication, such stories met a national audience newly accustomed to buying books spun from newspaper columns and magazine pieces. Middle-class readers prized the mixture of pathos and sardonic wit, and critics compared Marquis’s range favorably to contemporaries who worked the same urban vein. After 1914, the Great War and the accelerating shift toward modernist experiment would change both tone and technique, but Marquis’s humane, brisk realism remained influential. The collection’s techniques—vernacular speech, compressed scenes, and moral ambivalence—fed directly into his later New York columns and the archy and mehitabel pieces begun in 1916, consolidating a reputation anchored in early Progressive sensibilities.





Synopsis (Selection)




Table of Contents




    Foreword
An inviting preface frames the collection as a gallery of city lives observed with dry humor and unsentimental compassion.
It signals recurring motifs of chance, self-deception, and the gap between public words and private thoughts, culminating in a final pivot to the stage.
Carter
This opening portrait centers on a magnetic yet uncertain figure whose cleverness collides with conscience.
Wry and bittersweet, it probes ambition, identity, and the costs of being always a step ahead.
Old Man Murtrie
A spare study of aging and dignity, focusing on how memory and pride weather a shifting world.
The tone is humane and understated, exploring legacy, small rituals, and the ache of time.
Never Say Die
A crisis narrative edges to the brink of self-annihilation before ironies and instincts complicate the finality of despair.
Darkly comic and unsentimental, it weighs resilience against fatalism without offering pat comfort.
McDermott
A taut encounter tests a man’s code and the stories he tells himself to live with his choices.
Brisk realism and moral ambiguity drive a study of loyalty, self-preservation, and consequence.
Looney the Mutt
A streetwise sketch of an outsider tagged by a nickname that both shields and defines him.
Rough-edged humor softens a look at labels, toughness, and the scraps of kindness that keep people going.
Kale
A sharp vignette about the sway of money and the bargains people strike with themselves to get it.
Satirical and quick on its feet, it tracks how need turns into greed and how value gets mispriced.
Bubbles (I–V)
Five glancing pieces catch fragile hopes at the moment they shimmer or burst.
Playful to rueful in tone, they trace self-invention, illusion, and the lightness with which dreams float—and fall.
The Chances of the Street
An urban mosaic where accident, timing, and anonymity reorder lives in an instant.
Kinetic and observant, it treats fate as something improvised from crowded sidewalks and split-second choices.
The Professor's Awakening
A cloistered mind meets the unruly curriculum of experience and finds its theories wanting.
Irony yields to humane clarity as book learning gives ground to empathy and unvarnished fact.
The Penitent
A conscience-pressed figure seeks relief in confession while learning how stubborn guilt can be.
Sober but not sanctimonious, it examines moral accounting, atonement, and the limits of fresh starts.
The Locked Box (I–VII)
A seven-part intrigue circles an object and the secret it promises, drawing people closer to what they think they want to know.
Tense and psychologically shaded, it tests curiosity, privacy, and the costs of opening what was meant to stay shut.
Behind the Curtain
A backstage look—literal or figurative—at how appearances are assembled and why they fray.
Quietly revelatory, it considers concealment, exposure, and the moment truth steps into the light.
Words and Thoughts (A Play in One Act)
A compact stage piece sets spoken language against interior life to show how people miss and remake each other in conversation.
Witty and meta-theatrical, it closes the book with a form shift that crystallizes the collection’s themes of performance, miscommunication, and self-revelation.
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I wish to acknowledge my indebtedness to the editors of several magazines for permission to reprint the following stories in book form. “Carter” was originally published in Harpers Monthly Magazine under the title “The Mulatto.”

“Death and Old Man Murtrie” was printed in The New Republic; others were first brought out in Everybody's Magazine, Short Stories, Putnam's Magazine and the Saturday Evening Post. “The Penitent” was originally printed in The Pictorial Review, with the title “The Healer and the Penitent.” The plot of this story is taken from two poems, one by Browning and one by Owen Meredith. Happening to read these two poems, one after the other, I was struck by the fact that Owen Meredith had unwittingly written what was in effect a continuation of a situation invented by Browning; the plot of the one poem, telescoped into the plot of the other, made in effect a complete short story. I pasted the two situations together, so to speak, inventing an ending of my own, and had a short story which neither Browning nor Owen Meredith could claim as his-and which I scarcely have the nerve to claim as mine. And yet this story, taken piecemeal from the two poets, gave me more trouble than anything else I ever tried to write; it was all there, apparently; but to transpose the story into a modern American setting was a difficult job. It is my only essay in conscious plagiarism-I hate to call it plagiarism, but what else could one call it?—and I give you my word that it is easier to invent than to plagiarize.

The one-act play, “Words and Thoughts,” was written ten years ago-in 1911-and has been offered to every theatrical manager in America, and refused by them all. I still believe in it as a thing that could be acted with effect, and I am determined to get it read, even if I cannot get it produced. The fact that it has been going the rounds of theatrical managers for ten years is no indication that it has ever been read.

Don Marquis

New York
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Carter was not exactly a negro, but he was a “nigger.” Seven drops of his blood out of every eight were Caucasian. The eighth, being African, classified him. The white part of him despised and pitied the black part. The black part hated the white part. Consequently, wherever Carter went he carried his own hell along inside of him[1q].

Carter began to learn that he was a nigger very early in life. Nigger children are not left long in doubt anywhere, and especially in the South. Carter first saw the light—and the shadows—of day in Atlanta. The color line itself, about which one hears so much talk, seemed to run along one end of the alley in which he was born. It was an alley with a gutter and a great deal of mud in it. At the corner, where it gave into a little narrow street not much better than an alley itself, the mud was the thickest, deepest, and best adapted to sculptural purposes. But in the little street lived a number of white families. They were most of them mill hands, and a numerous spawn of skinny children, little “crackers,” with faces white and sad even from babyhood, disputed the mud with the nigger children. Nigger babies of five, four, three, and even two, understood quite well that this most desirable mud, even though it was in the nigger alley, was claimed by the white babies as their mud. It was in every way a more attractive sort of mud than any in the little street proper; and juvenile race riots were of almost hourly occurrence—skirmishes in which the very dogs took part. For the dogs grasped the situation as clearly as did the children; a “nigger” dog, even though he may have started in life as a white man's dog, soon gets a certain look about him.

So there was no chance for Carter to escape the knowledge that he was a nigger. But it was with a thrill that he perceived in his youthful excursions from the home alley, that he was sometimes mistaken for a white child. He was so white in color that one could not tell he was a nigger at a casual glance.

As he grew up, he made another discovery that elated and embittered him still more. He found out who his father was—or rather, who his father had been, since he never saw that gentleman. The white blood in Carter's veins was no common ichor. Because white people seldom speak of these things it does not follow that they are not known pretty generally among the negroes. They are, in fact, discussed.

Carter went to school; he made the further discovery that he had brains—“white man's brains” is the way he put it to himself. Given the opportunity, he told himself, he could go as far as the average white man—perhaps further than the average. The white man's standard, nigger though he was, was still the standard by which he must measure himself. But the opportunity! Even as the youth prepared himself for it he perceived, hopelessly, that it would be denied him.

As he matured he began to feel a strange, secret pride in that white family whose blood he shared. He familiarized himself with its genealogy. There is many a courtier who cannot trace his ancestry as far back as Carter could. One of his forebears had signed Magna Charta; several had fought in the Revolutionary War. There had been a United States Senator in the family, and a Confederate General. At times, feeling the vigorous impulse of hereditary instinct and ambitions, Carter looked upon himself as all white man, but never for long, nor to any purpose. The consciousness of his negro blood pulled him down again.

But, as he grew up, he ceased to herd with black negroes; he scorned them. He crept about the world cursing it and himself—an unfortunate and bitter creature that had no place; unfortunate and bitter, cursed with an intellect, denied that mitigation that might have come with a full share of the negro jovialty of disposition, forever unreconciled.

There was one member of that white family from which he drew so much of his blood whom Carter particularly admired. Willoughby Howard was about Carter's own age, and he was Carter's half-brother. Howard did not distinguish Carter from any other mulatto; probably did not know of his existence. But as Howard reached manhood, and, through virtue of his wealth and standing and parts, began to attain an excellent place in the world, his rise was watched by Carter with a strange intensity of emotion. Carter in some occult way identified himself with the career of Willoughby Howard—sometimes he almost worshiped Willoughby Howard, and then he hated him; he envied him and raged over him with the same breath.

But mostly, as the isolation of his own condition, ate into his soul, he raged over himself; he pitied himself; he hated himself. Out of the turmoil of his spirit arose the one despairing cry, Oh, to be white, white, white[2q]!

Many a night he lay awake until daybreak, measuring the slow minutes with the ceaseless iteration of that useless prayer: Only to be white! O God, for one little year of being white!

Fruitless hours of prayers and curses!

Carter went North. He went to New York. But the North, which affects to promise so much to the negro, in a large, loose, general way, does not perform in the same degree. There was only one thing which Carter would have thanked any one for performing; it was the one thing that could never be performed—he wanted to be made white. Sometimes, indeed, from the depths of his despair, he cried out that he wanted to be altogether black; but in his soul he did not really want that.

Nevertheless, at several different periods he yielded to temptation and “went over to the whites.” In the South he could not have done this without discovery, in spite of the color of his skin. But in the Northern cities, with their enormous numbers of aliens, all more or less strange to the American eye, Carter found no great difficulty in passing as white. He “looked a little foreign” to the casual glance; that was all.

But if there was no great difficulty in it, there was no great satisfaction in it, either. In fact, it only made him the more bitter. Others might think him a white man, but he knew that he was a nigger.

The incident which sent him back South, resolved to be a nigger, and to live and die among the niggers, might not have affected another in his condition just as it did Carter. But to him it showed conclusively that his destiny was not a matter of environment so much as a question of himself.

He fell in love. The girl was a waitress in a cheap restaurant near the barber shop where Carter worked. She was herself a product of the East Side, struggling upward from the slums; partly Italian, with some Oriental strain in her that had given the least perceptible obliqueness to her eyes—one of those rare hybrid products which give the thinker pause and make him wonder what the word “American” will signify a century from now; a creature with very red lips and very black eyebrows; she seemed to know more than she really did; she had a kind of naïve charm, a sort of allurement, without actual beauty; and her name had been Anglicized into Mary.

And she loved Carter. This being, doomed from the cradle to despair, had his moment of romance. But even in his intoxication there was no hope; his elation was embittered and perplexed. He was tempted not to tell the girl that he was a nigger. But if he married her, and did not tell her, perhaps the first child would tell her. It might look more of a nigger than he did.

But if he told her, would she marry a nigger? He decided he would tell her. Perhaps his conscience had less to do with this decision than the fatalism of his temperament.

So he made his revelation one Sunday evening, as they walked along the boardwalk from Coney Island to Brighton. To him, it was a tremendous moment. For days he had been revolving in his mind the phrases he would use; he had been rehearsing his plea; in his imagination he saw something spectacular, something histrionic, in his confession.

“Mary,” he said, as they sat down on a bench on the beach, “there is something I think I ought to tell you before we get married.”

The girl turned toward him her big, sleepy, dark eyes, which always seemed to see and understand so much more than they really did, and looked away again.

“I ought to tell you,” he said—and as he said it, staring out to sea, he was so imposed upon by the importance of the moment to himself that he almost felt as if the sea listened and the waves paused—“I ought to tell you that I have negro blood in my veins.”

She was silent. There was a moment before he dared look at her; he could not bear to read his doom in her eyes. But finally he did muster up courage enough to turn his head.

The girl was placidly chewing gum and gazing at an excursion vessel that was making a landing at one of the piers.

He thought she had not heard. “Mary,” he repeated, “I have negro blood in my veins.”

“Uh-huh,” said she. “I gotcha the first time, Steve! Say, I wonder if we couldn't take the boat back to town? Huh? Whatcha say?”

He looked at her almost incredulous. She had understood, and yet she had not shrunk away from him! He examined her with a new interest; his personal drama, in which she, perforce, must share, seemed to have made no impression upon her whatsoever.

“Do you mean,” he said, hesitatingly, “that it will—that it won't make any difference to you? That you can marry me, that you will marry me, in spite of—of—in spite of what I am?”

“Gee! but ain't you the solemn one!” said the girl, taking hold of her gum and “stringing” it out from her lips. “Whatcha s'pose I care for a little thing like that?”

He had looked for a sort of dramatic “situation”; and, behold, there was none! There was none simply because the girl had no vantage point from which to look at his life and hers. He had negro blood in his veins—and she simply did not care one way or the other!

He felt no elation, no exultation; he believed that she should have cared; whether her love was great enough to pardon that in him or not, she should have felt it as a thing that needed pardon.

As he stared at the girl, and she continued to chew her gum, he swiftly and subtly revised his estimate of her; and in his new appraisement there was more than a tinge of disgust. And for a moment he became altogether a white man in his judgment of the thing that was happening; he looked at the situation as a patrician of the South might have looked at it; the seven eighths of his blood which was white spoke:

“By God!” he said, suddenly leaping to his feet and flinging aside the startled hand which the girl put out toward him, “I can't have anything to do with a woman who'd marry a nigger!”

So Carter went back to Atlanta. And, curiously enough, he stepped from the train almost into the midst of a strange and terrible conflict of which the struggle in his individual breast was, in a sense, the type and the symbol.

It was a Saturday night in September, an evening on which there began a memorable and sanguinary massacre of negroes; an event which has been variously explained and analyzed, but of which, perhaps, the underlying causes will never be completely understood.

There was riot in the streets, a whirlwind of passion which lashed the town and lifted up the trivial souls of men and spun them round and round, and passed and left the stains of blood behind. White men were making innocent negroes suffer for the brutal crimes of guilty negroes. It had been a hot summer; scarcely a day had passed during July and August without bringing to the newspapers from somewhere in Georgia a report of a negro assault upon some white woman. A blind, undiscriminating anger against the whole negro race had been growing and growing. And when, on that Saturday afternoon, the newspapers reported four more crimes, in rapid succession, all in or near Atlanta, the cumulative rage burst into a storm.

There was no danger for Carter in the streets; more than a hasty glance was necessary to spy out his negro taint. He stood in a doorway, in the heart of the business district of the town, and watched the wild work that went on in a large, irregular plaza, where five streets come together and all the car lines in the place converge. From this roughly triangular plaza leads Decatur Street, at one time notorious throughout the South for its negro dives and gambling-dens.

Now and then Carter could hear the crack of a pistol, close at hand or far away; and again some fleeing negro would start from a place of temporary concealment, at the approach of a mob that beat its way along a street, and make a wild dash for safety, as a rabbit startled from the sedge-grass scurries to the brush. There was not one mob, but several; the different bands united, split up, and reunited, as the shifting winds of madness blew. The plaza, with arc lights all about it, was the brilliantly illuminated stage on which more than one scene of that disgusting melodrama was played out; from some dim hell of gloom and clamor to the north or east would rush a shouting group that whirled and swayed beneath the lights, dancing like flecks of soot in their brightness, to disappear in the gloom again, shouting, cursing, and gesticulating, down one of the thoroughfares to the west or south. And to Carter, in whose heart there waxed a fearful turmoil of emotions, even as the two races clashed along the echoing streets, there was a strange element of unreality about it all; or, rather, the night was dreadful with that superior reality which makes so much more vivid than waking life the intense experience of dreams. Carter thrilled; he shook; he was torn with terror and pity and horror and hatred.

No white man felt all that Carter felt that night; nor yet any negro. For he was both, and he was neither; and he beheld that conflict which was forever active in his own nature dramatized by fate and staged with a thousand actors in the lighted proscenium at his feet.

This thought struck Carter himself, and he turned toward another man who had paused in the doorway, with no clear intention, but perhaps with the vague impulse of addressing him, as a point of solid contact and relief from the sense of hurrying nightmare that possessed both the streets and his own spirit.

Startled, he saw that the other man was Willoughby Howard. Carter hesitated, and then advanced a step. But whatever he had to say was interrupted by a crowd that swept past them from Decatur Street in pursuit of a panting negro. The fleeing colored man was struck a dozen times; he fell at the street corner near them, and the mob surged on again into the darkness beyond, already in full chase of another quarry—all but one man, who left the mob and ran back as if to assure himself that the prostrate negro was really dead.

This was a short man, a very short man, a dwarf with a big head too heavy for him, and little bandy legs—legs so inadequate that he wabbled like an overfed poodle when he ran. Carter had seen him twice before that night, dodging in and out among the feet of the rioters like an excited cur, stumbling, falling, trodden upon; a being with bloodshot eyes and matted hair, hoarse voice and menacing fist, drunken and staggering with blood lust; the very Gnome of Riot himself come up from some foul cave and howling in the streets. “Kill them! Kill them!” he would cry, and then shake with cackling laughter. But he was only valiant when there was; no danger. As he approached the negro who lay upon the ground, and bent over him, Willoughby Howard stepped down from the doorway and aimed a blow at the creature with a cane. The blow missed, but the dwarf ran shrieking down Decatur Street.

Howard bent over the negro. The negro stirred; he was not dead. Howard turned toward Carter and said:

“He's alive! Help me get him out of the street.”

Together they lifted the wounded man, moving him toward the curbstone. He groaned and twisted, and they laid him down. Howard poured whisky into him from a pocket flask, and a little later he managed to struggle to a sitting posture on the curb, looking up at them with dazed eyes and a bloody face.

Howard took his slow gaze from the negro and covered his face with his hands.

Carter watched him.

Of all men in the world this was the one whom Carter most honored and most loved—honored and loved, while he envied; he was the only man, perhaps, that could have touched Carter through his crust of bitterness. Carter listened with strained attention for what Howard would say, as if with some premonition that the words would be the cue for the most vital action of his life.

“My God! My God!” said Willoughby Howard, “will this thing never stop?” And then he straightened himself and turned toward the shadow into which Carter had retired, and there was the glow and glory of a large idea on his face; the thought of a line of men never lacking, when once aroused, in the courage to do and die for a principle or a human need. “There is one way,” he cried, stretching out his hands impulsively to Carter, and not knowing to whom or to what manner of man he spoke—“there is one way to make them pause and think! If two of us white men of the better class offer our lives for these poor devils—die in their defense!—the mob will halt; the crowd will think; we can end it! Will you do it, with me? Will you do it?”

Two of us white men of the better class! Willoughby Howard had taken him for a white man!

It was like an accolade. A light blazed through the haunted caverns of his soul; he swelled with a vast exultation.

Willoughby Howard had taken him for a white man! Then, by God, he would be one! Since he was nothing in this life, he could at least die—and in his death he would be a white man! Nay, more:—he would die shoulder to shoulder with one of that family whose blood he shared. He would show that he, too, could shed that blood for an idea or a principle! For humanity! At the thought he could feel it singing in his veins. Oh, to be white, white, white! The dreams and the despairs of all his miserable and hampered life passed before him in a whirl, and now the cry was answered!

“Yes,” he said, lifting his head, and rising at that instant into a larger thing than he had ever been, “I will stand by you. I will die with you.” And under his breath he added—“my brother.”

They had not long to wait. In the confused horror of that night things happened quickly. Even as Carter spoke the wounded negro struggled to his feet with a scarce articulate cry of alarm, for around the corner swept a mob, and the dwarf with matted hair was in the lead. He had come back with help to make sure of his job.

With the negro cowering behind them, the white man and the mulatto stepped forth to face the mob. Their attitude made their intention obvious.

“Don't be a damned fool, Willoughby Howard,” said a voice from the crowd, “or you may get hurt yourself.” And with the words there was a rush, and the three were in the midst of the clamoring madness, the mob dragging the negro from his two defenders.

“Be careful—don't hurt Willoughby Howard!” said the same voice again. Willoughby turned, and, recognizing the speaker as an acquaintance, with a sudden access of scorn and fury and disgust, struck him across the mouth. The next moment his arms were pinioned, and he was lifted and flung away from the negro he had been fighting to protect by half a dozen men.

“You fools! You fools!” he raged, struggling toward the center of the crowd again, “you're killing a white man there. An innocent white man——— Do you stop at nothing? You're killing a white man, I say!”

“White man?” said the person whom he had struck, and who appeared to bear him little resentment for the blow. “Who's a white man? Not Jerry Carter here! He wasn't any white man. I've known him since he was a kid—he was just one of those yaller niggers.”

And Carter heard it as he died.
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Old Man Murtrie never got any fresh air at all, except on Sundays on his way to and from church. He lived, slept, cooked and ate back of the prescription case in his little dismal drug store in one of the most depressing quarters of Brooklyn. The store was dimly lighted by gas and it was always damp and suggested a tomb. Drifting feebly about in the pale and cold and faintly greenish radiance reflected from bottles and show cases, Old Man Murtrie with his bloodless face and dead white hair and wisps of whisker was like a ghost that has not managed to get free from the neighborhood of a sepulcher where its body lies disintegrating.

People said that Old Man Murtrie was nearly a hundred years old, but this was not true; he was only getting along towards ninety. The neighborhood, however, seemed a little impatient with him for not dying. Some persons suggested that perhaps he really had been dead for a long time, and did not know it. If so, they thought, it might be kind to tell him about it.

But Old Man Murtrie was not dead, any more than he was alive. And Death himself, who has his moments of impatience, began to get worried about Old Man Murtrie. It was time, Death thought, that he was dead, since he looked so dead; and Death had said so, both to God and to the Devil.

“But I don't want to garner him, naturally,” Death would say, “till I know which one of you is to have him. He's got to go somewhere, you know.”

God and Death and the Devil used to sit on the prescription counter in a row, now and then, and watch Old Man Murtrie as he slept in his humble little cot back there, and discuss him.

God would look at Old Man Murtrie's pale little Adam's Apple sticking up in the faint gaslight, and moving as he snored—moving feebly, for even his snores were feeble—and say, with a certain distaste:

“I don't want him. He can't get into Heaven.”

And the Devil would look at his large, weak, characterless nose;—a nose so big that it might have suggested force on any one but Old Man Murtrie—and think what a sham it was, and how effectually all its contemptible effort to be a real nose was exposed in Old Man Murtrie's sleep. And the Devil would say:

“I don't want him. He can't get into Hell.”

And then Death would say, querulously: “But he can't go on living forever. My reputation is suffering.”

“You should take him,” the Devil would say to God. “He goes to church on Sunday, and he is the most meek and pious and humble and prayerful person in all Brooklyn, and perhaps in all the world.”

“But he takes drugs,” God would say. “You should take him, because he is a drug fiend.”

“He takes drugs,” the Devil would admit, “but that doesn't make him a fiend. You have to do something besides take drugs to be a fiend. You will permit me to have my own notions, I am sure, on what constitutes a fiend.”

“You ought to forgive him the drugs for the sake of his piety,” the Devil would say. “And taking drugs is his only vice. He doesn't drink, or smoke tobacco, or use profane language, or gamble. And he doesn't run after women.”

“You ought to forgive him the piety for the sake of the drugs,” God would tell the Devil.

“I never saw such a pair as you two,” Death would say querulously. “Quibble, quibble, quibble!—while Old Man Murtrie goes on and on living! He's lived so long that he is affecting death rates and insurance tables, all by himself, and you know what that does to my reputation.”

And Death would stoop over and run his finger caressingly across Old Man Murtrie's throat, as the Old Man slept. Whereupon Old Man Murtrie would roll over on his back and moan in his sleep and gurgle.

“He has wanted to be a cheat all his life,” God would say to the Devil. “He has always had the impulse to give short weight and substitute inferior drugs in his prescriptions and overcharge children who were sent on errands to his store. If that isn't sin I don't know what sin is. You should take him.”

“I admit he has had those impulses,” the Devil would say to God. “But he has never yielded to them. In my opinion having those impulses and conquering them makes him a great deal more virtuous than if he'd never had 'em. No one who is as virtuous as all that can get into Hell.”

“I never saw such a pair,” Death would grumble. “Can't you agree with each other about anything?”

“He didn't abstain from his vices because of any courage,” God would say. “He abstained simply because he was afraid. It wasn't virtue in him; it was cowardice.”

“The fear of the Lord,” murmured the Devil, dreamily, “is the beginning of all wisdom.”

“But not necessarily the end of it,” God would remark.

“Argue, argue, argue,” Death would say, “and here's Old Man Murtrie still alive! I'm criticized about the way I do my work, but no one has any idea of the vacillation and inefficiency I have to contend with! I never saw such a pair as you two to vacillate!”

Sometimes Old Man Murtrie would wake up and turn over on his couch and see God and Death and the Devil sitting in a row on the prescription counter, looking at him. But he always persuaded himself that it was a sort of dream, induced by the “medicine” he took; and he would take another dose of his “medicine” and go back to sleep again. He never spoke to them when he waked, but just lay on his cot and stared at
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