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PROLOGUE, TO TH E SECOND BOOK:

T WAS M ARSYAS WHO TAUGHT ME TO PLAY 

TH E  P IP E  ON THAT DAY I  FOUND HIM, 

SEATED BY THIS SPRING I  HAVE WATTLED 

WITH T H E  BRANCHES OF T H E  HAZEL.

M e n , t r a v e l i n g  a  d u s t y  r o a d , d r i n k

H E R E  AND SEND UP A PRAYER FOR ME----

WHO AM UNKNOWN, SAVE TO MY SH E EP AND TO T H E  SH E PH ERD S 

ON T H E  RANGES.

B u t  M a r s y a s , h a v i n g  n e i t h e r  t o  h e r d  t h e  s h e e p  n o r

FOLLOW T H E  CATTLE ON T H E  HILLS, PLAYS T H E  P IP E  BESIDE 

T H E  SPRING, BRINGING GLADNESS INTO T H E  HEARTS OF THOSE 

WHO PASS, MAKING T H E  SH E EP TO FORGET T H E  NEW GRASS BY 

T H E  R U N N E L  W HEN THEY HEAR T H E  NOTES HE IS FLUTING.

I t w a s  h e  WHO TAUGHT m e  t o  b r e a t h e  m y  DREAMS INTO 

A HOLLOW REE D  AND TO TW INE T H E  COOL LEAVES OF T H E  VINE 

INTO A SW EET-SM ELLING CHAPLET, Y E T ,  SINCE I  HAVE 

LEARNED T H E S E  THINGS, I  SUFFER A STRANGE LONGING THAT 

I  DO NOT UNDERSTAND, AND T H E  HIL LS 'A BO U T T H E  PASTURES 

SEEM TO K E E P  T H E COLOUR OF T H E  MORNING TO T H E  VERY 

END OF T H E  DAY,



A  D A U G H T E R  OF TH E  N O R T H :

HO wins my hand must do these three 
things well:

Skate fa st as- winter tvind across the 
glare ;

Swim through the fiord, past breakers, 
rip and sivell;

Ride like the Storm Fiend on my snow- 
white mare.

Shall a maid do what Viking* may not dare ?
I wed no lover I can aught excel —

Skate, swim, and ride with me, and I declare,
Who wins my hand, must do these three things well.

Bind on your skates, and after me pell-mell!
Follow me, carles, and catch my streaming hair.

(Keep the black ice — O Bolstrom, if you fell !)
Skate fast as winter wind across the glare.

Thrice have I swum from this grey cliff to where,
On the far side, the angry surges yell;

Into the surf! — (O Bolstrom, have a care !)
Swim through the fiord, past breakers, rip and swell.

Bring out my Frieda, none but I can quell ;
(Watch her eyes, Bolstrom, when you mount—beware!) 

Ride bareback now, and find the master-spell;
Ride like the Storm Fie?id on my s?iow-white ?nare.

Skohl! Vikings, Skohl! Am I not bold and fair?
Who would not barter Heaven, and venture Hell, 

Striving the flower of my love to wear?
(Mind my words, Bolstrom ; hark to what I tell.)

Who wins my hand f



II

Inbe Towel hangs upon the W l 

Andy somehowy I  don't care at

The Door is open•—I  must say 
I  rather fancy it that IVay!



\ \V& Afc j

\{ja \ w  \ — XX * m (\  ^<T? 

\ v ^  \w5& U vq̂ v\  -t̂ Var* \

I



OW the iris is in bloom, and I lie be­
tween the rattling spears and under 
the banners, purple and gold, of an in­
vading army, marching up the slopes 
from the sea.

What an infinity of silent life in 
these green vistas of the grass!—camp followers and for­
agers—burnished beetles and lady-birds—hurtling ants and 
tremulous blind lice, their translucent bodies filled with 
green fire ! Strange shadowed world ! What combats— 
what matings! And then, what catastrophes of obliterated 
lives and passions following my footfall!

But above me, a tumult of clamoring acclamation !
Hear the wind, and all the voices of the sea, and the trilling 
of larks and linnets, and the creeling of the gulls!
A rich and good earth—this: breathing incense of fresh 
growth to the Sun, her lord.

Naked and at ease in the world, with the sun warm on 
your shoulders and the grass cool against your side—here 
is a cheap delight—unknown to kings in their pleasures.

To keep a quick heart for your fellows—to fear neither 
God nor man—nor your own soul:—to worship beauty, 
and to love truth—Ah! with this blossom of the iris, I give 
you the key of life!

But I, alas ! have not yet found the door--------- —
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O far so good,” said the Director, re­
turning my references, “ I have hopes 
you are the man I am looking for.
Both dramatist and player have limit­
ations hampering their usefulness to 
me, and I am gratified to become ac­
quainted with one who combines the 

faculties, as it were, of artist and artizan. And one more 
question. Who are your favorite writers?”

(l I am devoted to the immortal Tusitala,” I said. “ Not 
that I consider myself an analyst of his technique, so much 
as a medium through which his sentences vibrate with an 
extraordinary sympathy. His stories so inflame my interest 
that I push the hero aside and plunge into the tale in my 
own person. Poe’s works also have a dominant fascination 
for me, and by these two I regulate my fancies, and gauge 
my emotions.”

“ You are a strange young man, and singularly fitted ko 
my service,” said the Director, waddling up and down the 
room- as he talked, and peering at me over his spectacles.
“ I must certainly give you a .trial, so let us proceed to busi­
ness. Here is the address of a young woman whom it will 
be your duty, and I may say pleasure, to engage in an anony­
mous correspondence, to which task I commend whatever 
originality and finesse of which you are capable. You are 
to make life interesting to that young- woman, by any roman­
tic, mysterious, or whimsical manner your wit may suggest) 
and you will be very well paid if you succeed. You shall 
use sentiment, however, without sentimentality, and person­
alities without familiarities, taking your cue from your 
replies. For the rest, I trust to your tact and facility.”

I commenced the correspondence the next morning, mail­
ing my letters to a distant town, and receiving my answers in 
a numbered box at the headquarters of the Association. I 
threw myself into the occupation with an abandon that I 
felt sure could not help inspiring responses that would 
keep alive my enthusiasm. Nor was I disappointed.
The girl was absolutely unclassified among her sex; she 
herself said that after she was printed the type had been



distributed. The interchange of missives waxed and waned 
in frequency, harmoniously with our moods, now a perfect 
hailstorm of letters, twice a day, three at a time, four at a 
time, flooding my box with envelopes,— and then ceasing 
for days, to be renewed at unexpected intervals. Keyed in 
every pitch of the diapason—wise, witty, grave, impertinent 
and proud—my astonishing correspondent ranged earth 
and air and outer space with her entrancing commentaries, 
and we colaborated the libretto of the most adventurous 
flirtation unpublished. She was so marvelously quick at 
feint and lunge, so inconsequent and artistic, that' the 
agility of my defense, for I was soon reduced to that 
posture, was maintained but at the cost of the most ex­
hausting lubrications.

I was, as the Director had promised, well paid for my 
efforts; but my correspondence became, like virtue, its own 
reward, and I was soon afire with the excitement. Yet 
this breakneck pace was telling on me, and when my fair 
Anon^ina began waylaying me on the street with her 
messengers, and I was rung up at all hours of the night by 
telegraph boys, who insisted on waiting for an answer, the 
strain became too great, and I collapsed like a wet paper bag.

After I was able to sit up again, I was visited by no less 
a person than the Director himself, in a soiled pique 
vest, that held my eyes like a loadstone, I being still weak, 
and childishly amused by trifles.

“ My dear boy,” began this puffy personage, “ if you will 
sign a contract to stay with us for five years, I shall confess 
that I myself, to test your powers, answered your first 
letters, but your overwhelming versatility so baffled me, that 
I was soon forced to call one after another of my most experi­
enced assistants to aid me, and I ended by enlisting my entire 
force to cope with your prodigious genius. Believe me/'’ 
he continued in a whisper, “ you were vanquished only by 
Vivette herself! Such a feat has never before been recorded 
in the annals of the Association. You are a Luminary, sir, 
—a Luminary.—and I congratulate myself on the alliance!

“ Now, then,” he continued, “ you must recoup as speed­
ily as possible, for I have at last an enterprise worthy of
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you. We are recommended to a fabuously rich old gentle­
man, who is as yet skeptical as to our powers of diversion.
I strongly advise you to conceal yourself in his house and 
sandbag him in his own study, kidnaping him outright, 
but I leave the details to your sagacity.”

I flew into a bubbling rage at this. “ Sir,” I exclaimed, 
“ I am neither a detective nor a felon! How dare you offer 
me so infamous a proposition? ”

“ Softly, softly! ” cooed the Director, spreading his fat 
fingers, “ what after all is our Association, but the true. 
Theatre Libre? Instead of set scenes and painted flats, we 
perform on the picturesque stage of Life. The gaslight town, 
abounding with movement and color— with supernu­
meraries unpaid, it is true, but admirable in dialect, well 
trained yet naive—or the broader openings of the country, 
Natures’s own construction, with real trees in the foreground 
—why should these settings revolt you? Asa player, you 
might be unable to appreciate these unconventionalities, but 
I rely upon the artistic sentiments of the author to enjoy 
our dramatic unities. Here we have, then,” he continued, 
with elaborate gestures, “ a gentleman of parts, into whose 
life no adventure has ever entered. Around him we weave 
our web of Romance. He himself, as hero, plays his part 
in the drama, in a hand-to-hand conflict with a picturesque 
fate, I myself becoming the regent of his destiny. The 
gentleman is prepared for surprises, and will pay hand­
somely for an eventful life. Come now, shall we disappoint 
him? Shall he be allowed to moulder ? ”

I need not say that I was seduced by such allurements, and 
during my convalescence devoted myself to the scheme, 
which was carried out with fidelity and consummate verve. 
It was then that I became acquainted with Vivette, and my 
admiration for that wonderful creature soon passed all bounds. 
I knew not whether to most respect the cleverness of her 
brain or the kindness of her heart. Yet she was alternate fire* 
and ice, and quicksilver. One never knew where to find her, 
save that it would be in a position impregnable and unique. 
We played together with great success in this and subse-v 
quent engagements, endearing ourselves more and more to



AND MET THE GAT VIVETTE:

the Director, whose confidence in us increased daily.
Our adventures will fill a book when they are written, but 

they are too numerous to describe here. Suffice it to say, 
however, that my own devices were not always the least 
ingenious. I perfected, for instance, the detective games 
that found great favour with those of our customers who 
affected Gaboriau and Anna Katharine Green. What racy 
and suggestive conversations in restaurants, street-cars, and 
and concert halls have not Vivette and I alloweddo be over­
heard, by the emulators of Lecoq and Pinkerton! What 
letters have we not accidentally dropped before their watch­
ful eyes, with broad hints of mysterious plots and mention 
of middle-aged, lame men with white hats—that were sure 
to be encountered at the next corner and take up the game 
as we had planned, spattering the clue wide-cast like agame 
of hare-and-hounds!

And the adventures with buried treasures, too, will alone 
make me famous. There was one client who intrusted to 
the Director a cool million in gold, to be concealed under 
my directions, and he .spent, as he confessed, the three 
happiest years of his life in translating my cipher description 
of its location, and discovering the spot laid down upon 
my map, and I fairly outdid myself in devising supernatural 
horrors to attend the denouement.

In this wise I passed several pleasant seasons. My 
intimate association with the sprightly Vivette laid thefoun- 

p elation for an emotion I had the greatest difficulty in conceal­
ing, and yet her elusive manner, when I dared to approach 
her, utterly disheartened me. In such mood I was one 
day summoned to the Director’s office. How well I 
remember it! It was my twenty-fifth birthday. The 
demeanor of the old man offended me hugely, and at his 
insinuations that I had been using the machinery of the 
Association to further my designs upon the fortune of one 
of his^most valued agents, aroused me to a fury. It was, 
plain to see that he had begun his dotage, and his insuffer ­
able conceit in thinking his position could prepossess Vivette 
in his favor disgusted me. He soon began to see, however, 
his mistake in angering me, and fear of dosing my invalu-
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able services swerved him toward a fawning sort of propiti­
ation that was far more loathsome than his reproofs. I had 
made several attempts to break off the interview, and shut 
out the sight of his bald head and disrespectable gray hairs, 
when he caught me by my conceit (I cannot deny he had a 
certain shrewdness), telling me of an extraordinarily deli­
cate commission he had just received from an unknown client.
I pricked up my ears at this; for business had become 
monotonous, secret society initiations being then in vogue, 
and I swallowed my pride.

“ I have just received a letter from a lady,” said the old 
man, with a fat smile at my unwilling complaisance, “ enlist­
ing our services to divert the attention of her sister from a 
lover who is very objectionable to the rest of the family.
We are given carte blanche to the point of marrying the girl 
to one of our agents. The case is not uninteresting—what 
do you say to it?” And he twiddled his thumbs with a 
satisfied smirk, knowing well enough he had hooked me.

I had had no opportunity of a really exciting pastime for 
so long that I resolved to lay myself out on this opportunity, 
and discussed elaborately on my pillow that night the proper 
ways and means. I reviewed my past successes, and con­
trived innumerable patchwork combinations of my various 
inventions, but I was still unsatisfied with their efficiency. 
The work, I' thought to myself, must be done cleanly and 
swiftly if the girl were to be saved; any uncertainty or weak- 

/ ness in the first move would ruin everything, and I must 
use modern methods, sharp tools, and act with absolute 
conviction. I slept badly that night, but as I lay in the 
morning, planning my campaign like d’Artagnan, the thing 
swam clearly out of my mind. The Arabian Nights by 
telephone ! And the rest to one of my capacity was easy.

Yet it was not without some trepidation that I rang her 
up that day. I could scarce dictate the number, and as I 
heard her answer ^ Well? ” my voice was rare and faint. I 
plucked up a spirit, however, and began the conversation 
that I had planned, leading her gradually on as might a 
gallant skater escort a novice upon the ice. It was indeed 
easier than I had hoped, and I was well into the story before
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she realized the situation. I heard come over the wire her 
little subdued chuckles of appreciation, punctuating my nar­
rative with applause, and I warmed to the recital, uncon­
sciously gesticulating at the black expressionless face of the 
receiver, as to some indulgent go-between.

The next day, and the next, I found her ready at the tele- 
phone, and one after another, I plied her curiosity with my 
daring conceits. She grew more communicative, and as 
her confidence increased, the Eternal Feminine asserted 
heiself, she took up the personal aspect of the affair and made 
overhand bids for my friendship. I was somewhat embar- 
rased to satisfy her inquisitions at first, but I limned myself 
boldly in strong colours on a broad canvas, with high lights 
of romantic characteristics; the figure of a reincarnated 
Raleigh, captivated by her spirit.

Now as this intrigue approached a consummation, the 
Director came to me one day and informed me that he was 
obliged to leave town for a month, and that the affairs of 

— the Association were to be left in my hands meanwhile. 
“And how does your last business progress?” he asked.
“ O, so-so,” I replied blandly, “ I think I shall bring it off.”

I am sure of it, my dear boy,” said he, “ but have you 
discovered who she is ? ” I did not tell hinvof my unsuc­
cessful endeavors to arrange a meeting; of how I had applied 
to Vivette to investigate the case in secret, and her reports 
of failure. I had seen her effect an entrance into the resi­
dence in the guise of an applicant for the position of second- 
gii 1, but she had, she said, been refused as too handsome 
to suit the mistress of the house. ^

“ Well,” he concluded, “ good-by, old man Then by 
some chance his glance fell on a daguerreotype of Vivette, 
and his flabby yellow cheeks fell in. “See here!” he grunted.
“ No fooling in-this office while I ’m gone, now! Business 
befoie pleasure, sir. I may be back in a few days, anyway.”
I could scarce keep my hands off the old fool. ,

His insult, however, set me off on new hopes towards 
Vivette, and I resolved to take advantage of his ab­
sence, and make the most of my freedom. Yet, when I 
inquired, I found she had not been seen in the office tor
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several days, and had said she was. to be off on important 
affairs. Could this have to do with the absence of the 
Director? I wondered, and felt sick at the suspicion.

I made sad work of my entertainment that day, being out 
of spirits, and morbid with the worry. * It was the day for 
my great Mamie story, too, upon which I had put great 
dependence. I opened it, however, with an effort, and pro­
ceeded half-heartedly till at last: my fears mastered me, and 
I broke down utterly. Then I heard a gay laugh at the 
other end of the line. “ Good Heaven ! ” I cried. For 
though she has admirable cont/oi over her speaking voice, 
there is only one person in the whole world who can laugh 
like Vivette!

What a revelation it was, and what it meant to me, you 
may easily imagine. But she had already hung up the trans­
mitter, and to my furious appeals for her number, came only 
the monotonous whine from the Central Office: “Subscriber 
called fo r , does not reply— Subscriber called fo r , does 
not reply— Subscriber called f o r ------ ”

So now the best part of my story is told. I saw clearly 
that she had been wooed and won in the dark* having taken 
this picturesque means of encouraging my languid suit.
She could not long evade me after this, for I pdfcued her 
relentlessly and won her as I may say by capture, as in 
the old prehistoric days.

It was a hot July morning when the Director returned; 
bad weather for the like of him, for he had traveled far in 
the sun, and the last tug up the stairs (the elevator having 
stopped running), left him steaming red in the face.

He could hardly believe his eyes when he saw me in his 
throne with my feet on his desk. He opened his mouth to 
speak, but having no chance by reason of my interruption, 
stood there so, like a silly wax-work.

“ Your return is most unfortunate,” said I, smiling at his 
attitude. “Allow me to inform you that your services are 
no longer needed by the Romance Association. I am now 
Director of the firm of Vivette & Company!” And I 
winked at him, then rose and sent him twirling down stairs.


