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MUNECCIMLERIN HEDIYESI

Bir dolar seksen yedi sent. Ne bir eksik ne bir fazla. Bunun altmis senti de bozukluktu. Bu
bozukluklar bakkalla, manavla, kasapla i¢ten ige duyulan bir mahcubiyetle yapilmis pazarliklardan

gidim gidim elde edilmisti. Della paray: ti¢ kez saymusti. Bir dolar seksen yedi sentti ve Obiir giin
Noel’di.

Kiciik, eski piiskii yataga kendini atip hickira hickira aglamaktan baska yapilacak bir sey yoktu.
Della da 6yle yapti. Bu, hayatin gézyaslarindan, hickiriklardan ve kahkahalardan, ama en ¢ok da
hickiriklardan ibaret oldugunu diistindiirtiiyordu insana.

Evin hanimu hayatin bu basamaklarindan ikincisine yavas yavas gegerken biz de eve soyle bir g6z
atalim dilerseniz. Burasi haftalik kiras1 8 dolar olan mobilyal1 bir apartman dairesi. Dairenin dyle
tarif edilecek miithis bir tarafi yok, ama ayaktakimina sorsaniz anlata anlata bitiremezlerdi herhalde.

Asagidaki giris holiinde mektup gbérmeyen bir posta kutusu ve tek bir Oliimliiniin parmagimn
degmedigi bir zil diigmesi vardi. Bu diigmenin hemen yaninda, iizerinde “Bay James Dillingham
Young” yazan bir kart bulunuyordu.

Bu “Dillingham” yazisi, bu adin sahibinin haftada 30 dolar kazandig o eski, bolluk donemlerinde
iki dirhem bir cekirdekti. Simdi, yani sahibinin haftalik kazancimin 20 dolara distiigi bugiin
“Dillingham” yazis1 adeta D harfi seklinde iyice kisalmayr diisliniiyormuscasina silik goriiniiyordu.
Ama Bay James Dillingham Young ne zaman eve gelip de yukaridaki dairesinin kapisina ulassa, az
once size Della adiyla tamtilan Bayan James Dillingham Young tarafindan “Jim” adiyla ve
kucaklanarak karsilanirdi. Bunlarin hepsi iy1, giizeldi.

Della’nin aglamasi bitti, ardindan yanaklarimi pudraladi. Pencerenin yanina gitti ve disarida gri bir
avlunun gri ¢iti tizerinde ylriiyen gri bir kediyi sikintil1 bir ifadeyle seyretti. Yarin Noel Giinii’ydii ve
Jim’e hediye alabilmesi i¢in hepsi hepsi 1.87 dolar para vardi elinde. Aylardir eline gegen her peniyi
biriktirmis ve ancak bu meblag bulmustu. Yirmi dolarlik haftalikla ancak bu kadar1 yapilabiliyordu.
Harcamalar tahmin ettiginden fazla olmustu. Hep Oyle degil midir zaten? Jim’e hediye almak i¢in
hepsi hepsi 1.87 dolar1 vardi. Jim’1 i¢in! Nicedir ona giizel seyler alacagim hayal ediyordu. Giizel,
nadide ve degerli bir sey, Jim’e layik olmamn onurunu tasimayi hak etmeye en ¢ok yaklasmus bir sey.

Odanin iki penceresi arasinda bir boy aynasi vardi. 8 dolarlik bir dairede de boy aynasi
gormiigsiiniizdiir. Son derece zayif ve atik bir kisi aynadaki yansimasim hizli bakislarla boylamasina
incelediginde goriiniisii hakkinda oldukca dogru bir fikir edinebilir. ince yapili Della bu sanatta iyice
ustalasmusti.

Della aniden pencereden uzaklasti ve aynamn Oniinde durdu. Gozleri piril pirildi, ama yiizi yirmi
saniyede rengini kaybetmisti. Ani bir hareketle saglarini ¢6zdii ve olanca uzunluguyla saliverdi.

James Dillingham Young ciftinin miithis derecede Oviindiigii iki miilkii vardi. Biri Jim’in ona
babasindan, babasina da biiylikbabasindan kalmis altin saatiydi. Digeri de Della’min saglari. Saba
Melikesi havalandirma boslugunun karsisindaki dairede oturuyor olsaydi da

Della kurutmak tizere saglarim pencereden asagi sarkitsaydi, majestelerinin miicevherleriyle
hediyeleri onun saglar1 karsisinda amnda iki paralik olurdu. Sultan Siileyman bodrumuna hazinelerini
istiflese ve apartmanin kapicisi olsaydi Jim ona kiskangligindan sakallarin yoldurtmak i¢in yanindan



gecerken hep saatini ¢ikarirdi.

Della’min giizel saclar1 kahverengi selale gibi dalgali ve parlakti ve adeta, lizerinden akiyordu.
Dizlerinden asagiya kadar uzanan saglar1 Della’min {izerinde sanki bir elbise gibi duruyordu. Derken
yine aym seyl yapti, sinirli bir sekilde ve ¢abucak. Bir siire ayakta miitereddit ve sessizce dururken
kirmiz1 renkli eski halimin tizerine bir iki damla gézyas1 dustii.

Eski kahverengi ceketini iizerine gecirdi; eski kahverengi sapkasini da basina. Gozlerinde hala o
aynt parlaklikla, etegini dalgalandirdig1 gibi kapidan disar1 seyirtti, merdivenlerden asagi indi ve
sokaga cikti.

Oniinde durdugu diikkdnin tabelasinda sunlar yaziyordu: “Madam Sofronie. Her Nevi Sa¢ Bulunur.”
Della bir kat yukar1 kostu, nefes nefese kaldi, kendini toplamaya c¢alisti. Iri, fazlasiyla beyaz tenli,
soguk biri olan Madam, “Sofronie”” adimin ¢agristirdig o zarafetten ¢ok uzakti.

“Sac¢imu satin alir misimz?” diye sordu Della.

“Ben sa¢ satin alirim,” dedi Madam. “Sapkamn ¢ikar, saglarin nasil, bir gorelim.”
Kahverengi selale dalgalanarak akti.

“Yirmi dolar,” dedi Madam, bu tiir hareketlere aligkin eliyle saglar1 tartarak.
“Verin hemen,” dedi Della.

Sonraki iki saati kanatlanarak gecti. Ama agizlarda sakiz olmus bu metaforu gegelim bir kalem.
Jim’in hediyesi i¢in diikkanlar1 didik didik etti demekle yetinelim.

Sonunda aradigim buldu. Bu, Jim i¢in bi¢ilmis kaftandi, baskas1 i¢in degil. Diikkanlarin hi¢birinde
bir benzeri yoktu ve girilmedik diikkan birakmamisti Della. Sade, sik platin bir saat zinciriydi bu ve
her 1y1 seyde oldugu gibi, suisle degil gercek degeriyle kendini gdsteren bir zincirdi. Tam o ‘saat’e
layik bir zincirdi. Onu goriir gormez Jim’in olmasi gerektiini anlanmusti. Zincir onun gibiydi.
Sessizlik ve deger, bu tamim ikisine de uyuyordu. Ona yirmi bir dolara mal olmustu zincir. 87 sentle
eve kosturdu Della. Saatinde bu zincirle birlikte Jim herkesin icinde saatin ka¢ olduguna hig
cekinmeden bakabilecekti. Saat kaliteli bir saatti kaliteli olmasina, ama Jim zincir yerine taktigi deri
kayis yiiziinden ona g6z ucuyla bakardi.

Della eve vardiginda mutluluk sarhoslugu yerini biraz olsun sagduyu ve mantiga birakti.
Bigudilerini ¢ikardi, gaz ocagimi yakti ve comertlikle yiicelmis bir askin yol actig: tahribati giderme
isine verdi kendini. Bu daima biiyiik bir istir sevgili dostlarim, dev bir is.

Kirk dakika i¢inde tam anlanuyla haylaz bir 68renciye benzemesine neden olan i¢ i¢e gegmis minik
kivirciklarla dolmustu basi. Aynada kendine bakti, uzunlamasina, dikkatle ve elestirel bir gozle.

“Jim ikinci kez bakmadan beni Oldiirmezse sayet, benim Coney Adasi’ndaki koro kizlarina
benzedigimi soyleyecektir. Ama ne yapabilirdim, bir dolar seksen yedi sentle ne yapabilirdim?” dedi
Della kendi kendine.

Saat yedide kahve hazirland1 ve tava, etleri pisirmek tlizere kizgin ocagin arka tarafinda yerini aldi.

Jim hi¢ ge¢ kalmazdi. Della saat zincirini avucunun i¢ine aldi ve Jim’in her zaman igeri girdigi



kapinin yanindaki masamn kenarina oturdu. Sonra onun merdivenlerin ilk basamaklarinda ¢ikardig,
derinden gelen ayak seslerini duydu ve bir an yiizii bembeyaz kesildi. Giinliik, basit seyler igin
muriltiyla kisa dualar okuma aligkanlig vardi, bu sefer de, “Liitfen Tanrim, beni yine giizel gérmesini
sagla,” diye mirildandi.

Kap1 acildi, Jim iceri girdi ve kapiyr kapadi. Giigsiiz ve ¢ok ciddi goriiniiyordu. Zavalli ¢ocuk,
heniiz yirmi iki yasindaydi ve bir ailenin sorumlulugunu tistlenmisti! Yeni bir paltoya ihtiyaci varda,
eldivenleri de yoktu.

Jim, bildircin kokusunu almis bir av kopegdi kadar kimiltisiz, kapidan igeri girdi. Gozleri Della’ya
sabitlenmisti. Bu gozlerde Della’nin okuyamadig bir ifade vardi ve bu onu korkuttu. Bu ifade ne
ofkeye, ne saskinliga, ne hosnutsuzluga, ne dehsete ne de Della’nin hazir oldugu herhangi bir duyguya
isaret ediyordu. Jim gozlerinde o ifadeyle, bakislarini sabitlemis ona bakiyordu.

Della kivrila biikiile masadan kalkt1 ve Jim’in yanina gitti.

“Jim sevgilim, bana dyle bakma,” dedi aglamakli bir sesle, “Sacimu kestirip sattim, ¢iinkii sana
hediye alamasam bu Noel bana zehir olurdu. Nasil olsa kokii bende, biiylirler yine; buna aldirmazsin
degil mi? Bunu yapmak zorundaydim. Saclarim ¢ok hizli uzuyor. Bana ‘Mutlu Noeller!” de Jim,
unutalim bunu. Ne kadar hos, ne kadar giizel ve cazip bir hediye aldim sana, inanamazsin.”

“Sacim mu kestirdin?” diye sordu Jim, gii¢c bela, zihnini zorladig halde asikar gercegi bir tiirlii
kavrayamiyormuscasina.

“Kestirdim ve onlar1 sattim,” dedi Della. “Benden boyle de hoslanmaz misin? Sa¢im olmasa da ben
yine eski benim, degil mi?”

Jim merakla oday: siizdii.
“Saclarinin gittigini mi soyliiyorsun bana?” dedi ahmakga bir ifadeyle.

“Aramana gerek yok,” dedi Della. “Sattim diyorum sana, sattim, sa¢ mag¢ yok artik. Noel
arifesindeyiz sevgilim. Bana iyi davran, ¢iinkii sac¢larimi senin i¢in kestirdim.” Sonra ciddi ve tath
bir sesle, “Basimdaki saglar belli bir sayida olabilir, ama sana olan askinm sayilara vuramazsin,”
diye ekledi. “Yemegi koyayim mn Jim?”

Jim dalginliktan ¢abuk siyrilmig goriiniiyordu. Della’sina sarildi. On saniye kadar konu disina
cikarak goziimiizii baska bir yone ¢evirelim ve dikkatle bakalim. Ha haftada sekiz dolar ha yilda bir
milyon dolar, arada ne fark var? Bir matematik¢iye veya zeki birine sorsamiz bu soruya yanlis cevap
verirdi. Miineccim degerli hediyeler getirmisti, ama getirdigi seyler arasinda bu yoktu. Bu karanlik
ifade biraz sonra aydinliga kavusacak.

Jim paltosunun cebinden bir paket ¢ikardi ve masanin lizerine atti.

“Bana haksizlik etme Dell,” dedi, “Bir sa¢ kesiminin, bir tiragin veya sampuanin sevgilimi daha az
sevmeme neden olmas1 diisiiniillemez bile. O paketi acarsan neden bir siire kendime gelemedigimi
anlarsin.”

Beyaz parmaklar paketin sicim ve kiagidim cargabuk pargaladi. Sonra esrik bir seving ciglig
duyuldu, sonra bunun yerini hemen kadinlara 6zgli o histerik gbzyaslariyla inlemeler alarak evin



diregini sahip oldugu tiim yatistirici gii¢leri seferber etmeye mecbur etti.

Della’nin oniinde o taraklar duruyordu, arka arkaya ve yan yan siralanmis vaziyette, Broadway’de
bir diikkdmn vitrininde goriip ¢cok begendigi o tarak seti. Kaplumbaga kabugundan yapilmus, kenarlari
tasli glizel taraklar, tam da o giden giizel sa¢larina layik. Bunlar pahali taraklardi, bunu biliyordu, en
kiigiik bir sahip olma timidine kapilmadan yiiregi onlar1 siddetle arzulamusti. Simdi ona aittiler, ama
siddetle arzulanan bu ziynetin sereflendirecegi o bukleler yoktu artik.

Della onlar1 bagrina basti, neden sonra o kederli gozlerini kaldirdi, giilimsedi ve “Sacglarim ¢ok
hizl1 vzuyor, Jim!” dedi.

Derken Della atesten yanmus kiiciik bir kedi gibi aniden yerinden firladi ve “Ah! Ah!” diye ¢i1glik
att1.

Jim heniiz o giizel hediyesini gormemisti. Della avucunu acarak hediyesini uzatti. O donuk, degerli
metal Della’nin parlak, canli ruhunu yansitir gibi piril piril parliyordu adeta.

“Yaman bir sey, degil mi Jim? Onu bulmak i¢in sehrin altint listiine getirdim. Artik hi¢ ¢ekinmeden
saatine istedigin kadar bakabilirsin. Saatini ver bakayim. Nasil duracak merak ediyorum.”

Jim onun dedigini yapmak yerine kanepeye atti kendini, ellerini basimn {izerinde kenetledi ve
giliimsedi.

“Simdilik su Noel hediyelerimizi bir kenara birakalim ve bir siire onlarla ilgilenmeyelim,” dedi
Jim. “Bunlar hediye olarak kullanilamayacak kadar giizel seyler. Saati taraklarimi alabilmek icin
satttm. Simdi tiim bunlarin olmadiginmi ve yemegi koydugunu farz edelim.”

Miineccimler, bildiginiz gibi, bilge kisilerdi, yemlikteki bebegell hediyeler getiren harika
insanlardi. Noel’de hediye verme fikrini onlar bulmustu. Bilge olduklar1 ic¢in hediyeleri de
bilgeliklerine yarasir hediyelerdi, aymsindan iki tane oldugunda degistirilip yerine baskasinin
alinabilecegi hediyelerdi bunlar. Burada size, evlerinin en biiyiik hazinelerini birbirleri i¢in feda
eden iki ahmak ¢cocugun basit hikayesini anlattim, nagizane. Bugiinlerin bilgelerine son olarak bir sey
daha demem gerekirse, hediye verenler arasinda bu ikisi bilgelerin bilgesidir demem gerekir. Onlar
gibi hediye veren ve alan kisiler bilgelerin bilgesidirler. Diinyamin her yerinde bdyle insanlar,
insanlarin en bilgesidir. Onlar miineccimdir.



BIR AFAZI VAKASI

Sabah karimla her zaman nasil ayriliyorsak oyle ayrildik. lkinci fincan ¢aymi yarida birakip
pesimden kapiya kadar geldi. Yakamdan o goriinmez ipligi ¢ekip aldi (kadinlarin sahiplik iddiasinda
bulunmak i¢in bagvurduklari evrensel bir harekettir bu) ve nezle oldugum i¢in kendime dikkat etmemi
sOyledi. Nezle degildim. Ardindan veda 6pliciigii geldi, yesil ¢ayla ¢esnilendirilmis evcil, diiz bir
opuctuk. O sonu gelmez aliskanliginin dogaclamalarla veya cesitlemelerle siislenmeyeceginden emin
olabilirdiniz. Miizmin bir sakarin usta dokunusuyla diizgiin fular ignemi bozdu, kapiy1 kapatirken onun
sabah terliklerinin, sogumakta olan ¢ayina dogru yliriirken ¢ikardig tikirtilart duydum.

Yola ¢iktigimda olacaklardan habersizdim veya neler olacagim bilemezdim. Nobet aniden geldi.

Haftalardir gece gilindiiz demeden iinlii bir demiryolu davasiyla ugrasmustim ve kazandigim bu dava
daha birka¢ giin Once sonuglanmusti. Aslinda davayr yillardir, neredeyse hi¢ ara vermeden
incelemekteydim. Dostum ve doktorum, 1yi yiirekli Doktor Volney beni birka¢ kez uyarmisti.

“Istirahat etmezsen, bir giin perisan olacaksin Bellford. Ya sinirlerin ya beynin, birinden biri iflas
edecek. Gazetelerde afazi vakalarindan bahsedilmedigi bir hafta gbrdiin mii? Gegmisini ve kim
oldugunu unutmus birinin isminden bile habersiz, amagsizca dolastigi vakalar bunlar. Hepsinin
kaynag asir1 calismaktan veya endiseden dolayr beyinde meydana gelen kii¢iik bir pihti. Bunu biliyor
muydun?” demisti bana.

“Beyninde piht1 olan birileri varsa, o da bunlar1 yazan gazetecilerdir,” demistim ben de ona.

Dr. Volney basim sallamug, “Boyle bir hastalik var,” demisti. “Bir degisiklige veya dinlenmeye
ithtiyacin var. Mahkeme salonu, ofis, ev, glizergahin bundan ibaret. Bos zamanlarinda hukuk kitaplari
okuyorsun. Uyarima is isten ge¢meden kulak versen iy1 olur.”

“Persembe geceleri karimla bezik oynuyoruz,” dedim kendimi savunurcasina. “Pazar giinleri karim
bana annesinin her hafta gondermeyi adet edindigi mektuplarim okur. Hukuk kitaplarimin bos
zamanlarda okunacak kitaplar olmadig1 da heniiz kanmitlanmamustir.”

O sabah yolda yiiriirken Doktor Volney’in sozlerini diisiinliyordum. Her zamanki gibi bir ruh hali
icindeydim, hatta kendimi daha 1yi hissettigimi bile sOyleyebilirim.

Bir yolcu arabasinin rahatsiz koltugunda uzun siire yatmaktan kaslarim sertlesmis oldugundan
kaskat1 uyandim. Basimu koltuga dayadim ve diistinmeye calistim. Uzun bir aradan sonra, “Bir ismim
olmal1,” dedim kendi kendime. Ceplerimi karistirdim. Ne bir kart, ne bir mektup, ne bir kagit ne de
bir monogram vardi. Ama cebimde desteler halinde 3.000 dolar para buldum. “Ad1 sam olan birisi
olmaliyim,” dedim kendi kendime ve diistinmeye basladim yine.

Yolcu arabasi erkek yolcularla tika basa doluydu, ortak bir ilgi alanlar1 olsa gerek diye diistindiim,
zira pek bir siki fiki, neseli ve keyifliydiler. Iglerinden biri, tarcin ve sarisabir kokulariyla
sarmalanmis, sigsman, gozliikli bir beyefendi, basim nazik¢e egerek yammdaki bos yere oturdu ve bir
gazete actl. O gazete okurken zaman zaman, yolcularin yaptigi gibi, giinliik olaylardan s6z ederek
sohbet ettik. Sohbeti giinlilk olaylar tizerinden yiriitmekte ¢ok basarili oldugumu fark ettim, en
azindan hafizamin elverdigi 6l¢ilide. Sonra yol arkadasim soyle dedi:

“Siz de bizdensiniz elbette. Son zamanlarda Bati’mn yolladigi muteber beylerden birisiniz.



Toplantiy1 New York’ta yapmalarindan memnunum; daha 6nce Dogu’da hi¢ bulunmanmistim. Adim
R.P. Bolder, Missouri, Hickory Grove’daki Bolder & Oglu Sirketi’nin sahibiyim.”

Hazirliksiz yakalanmama ragmen, acil durumlarda herkesin yaptigim yaptim ve derhal harekete
gectim. Hemen vaftiz olmali1 ve aym anda hem bebek, hem rahip hem de kendi kendimin ebeveyni
olmaliydim. Duyularim, agirlasmus beynimin imdadina kostu. Yol arkadasimdan gelen 1srarci ilag
kokular1 bana bir fikir verdi; gazeteye bir goz atmam ve bariz bir duyuruyla karsilasmam bu fikri daha
da gelistirmeme yardimci oldu.

“Adim Edward Pinkhammer,” dedim ikna edici bir ses tonuyla. “Eczaciyim. Kansas’in Cornopolis
sehrinden geliyorum.”

“Sizin eczact oldugunuzu anlamistim,” dedi yol arkadasim nazik bir tavirla. “Havan tokmaginin
asindirmasiyla olusan sag elinizin basparmagindaki nasir1 fark etmistim zira. Ulusal kongremizin
delegelerinden biri oldugunuz muhakkak.”

“Buradakilerin hepsi eczac1t mi?” diye sordum merakla.

“Evet. Bu araba Bati’dan geliyor. Bu kisiler bildiginiz o eski, halis eczacilardan; regeteye gore ilag
yapmaktan ziyade hap makineleriyle patentli tablet ve tanecikli ilag basan o eczac1 miisveddelerinden
degil yani. Kendi miisekkinlerimizi kendimiz yapiyor, haplarimizi kendimiz basiyoruz, yaptigimiz is
baharda birka¢ bahge filizi toplamaktan ibaret ve sekercilik ile kunduracilik islerinden pek de farkl
degil. Hampinker, ne diyecegim bakin, bu kongrede bir fikir 6ne siirecegim; istedikleri tek sey yeni
fikir. Kusturucu tartarik asit ile Rochelle tuzu, yani Ant. Pot. Tart. ile Sod. Pot. Tart. siselerini
bilirsiniz; bunlardan bir1 zehirdir, digeri zararsiz. Eczacilar genelde bunlar1 raflara nasil yerlestirir
bilir misiniz? Farkli raflara ve birbirinden miimkiin oldugunca uzaga. Bu yanlistir. Ben diyorum ki,
bunlar yan yana konsun, bdylece i¢lerinden birini kullanacag zaman insan her seferinde bunlari
birbiriyle karsilastirir ve hata yapmaz. Anliyorsunuz degil mi?”

“Bu bana ¢ok iyi bir fikir gibi geldi,” dedim.

“Tamam o zaman! Kongrede bu fikri one siirdiigimde siz de bana arka ¢ikarsimz. Piyasanin tek
dermani olduklarim diistinen o Dogulu portakal-fosfat-masaj kremi profesorlerini derialti tabletlerine
benzetecegiz.”

“Eger yardimim dokunacaksa,” dedim samimi bir ifadeyle, “su iki siseyi... eee....!
“Antimonlu ve potasli tartarik asit tozu ile sodali ve potash tartarik asit tozu.”
“Hah iste onlar, bundan boyle yan yana duracak,” dedim kararl1 bir ses tonuyla.

“Bir sey daha var,” dedi Bay Bolder. “Bir hap terkibi hazirlarken hangi maddeyi tercih edersiniz,
magnezyum karbonatt mi, yoksa toz haline getirilmis meyankokiinii mii?”’

“E, sey, magnezyumu,” dedim. Bunu daha rahat sdyleyebildigim i¢in segmistim.
Bay Bolder gozliiklerinin arasindan bana siipheyle bakti.
“Meyankokii azizim,” dedi. “Magnezyum kurur.”

“Al bir sahte afazi olayr daha,” dedi sonra, gazetesini bana dogru uzatip bir yazinin iizerine



parmagim bastirarak. “Bu adamlara inanmmyorum. Bence bunlar yiizde doksan sahtekar. Adamin biri
isinden, ¢cevresinden sikiliyor, biraz eglenmek istiyor. Bir yerlere kagiyor, birileri onu buldugunda da
hafizasim yitirmis numarasi yapiyor; ismini bilmiyor, hatta karisimn sol omzundaki ¢ilek rengi lekeyi
bile hatirlammyor. Afaziymis! Hah! Peki neden hafizalarim evde yitirmiyorlar?”

Gazeteyi aldim ve o dokunakl1 basligin altindaki su yaziyr okudum:

“DENVER, 12 Haziran — Unlii avukat Elwyn C. Bellford ii¢ giindiir evine ugramiyor. Tiim ¢abalara
ragmen nerede oldugu tespit edilemedi. Bay Bellford toplumun saygin kisilerinden ve {ilkenin
taninnmis simalarindan biri. Hukuk alaninda engin bir deneyime ve iy1 bir gelire sahip. Evli olan Bay
Bellford’un giizel bir evi var, aym zamanda eyaletin en biiylik 6zel kiitiiphanelerinden birinin sahibi.
Kayboldugu giin bankadaki hesabindan yiiklii bir meblag ¢ekmis. Bankadan ayrildiktan sonra onu bir
daha goren olmamus. Bay Bellford, sessiz, sakin, evcimen biriydi ve yegane mutlulugunun isiyle evi
oldugu biliniyordu. Bay Bellford’un bu tuhaf kaybolusuyla ilgili bir ipucu bulunacaksa eger, bu ipucu
birka¢ aydir Q.Y. ve Z. Demiryolu Sirketi arasindaki 6nemli davada aranmalidir. Asir1 ¢alismanin
Bay Bellford’un beynine zarar verdiginden korkuluyor. Onu bulmak i¢in biiyiik bir caba harcamyor.”

“Bana soylediklerinizde pek de o kadar ciddi degilsiniz gibi geliyor Bay Bolder,” dedim haberi
okuduktan sonra. “Bu olay ger¢ek gibi goriindii bana. Paraya para demeyen, mutlu bir evliligi olan ve
herkesin saygt duydugu bu adam neden birdenbire her seyi birakip gitsin ki? Bu tiir hafiza
kayiplarinin yasandigim, bazi insanlarin ismini, ge¢misini ve evinin yolunu bilmeden siiriiklenip
durdugunu biliyorum.”

“Sagmalik!” dedi Bay Bolder. “Isin eglencesinde onlar. Son zamanlarda insanlarin bilgi diizeyi
epey artt1. Insanlar afaziyi dgreniyor ve bunu bahane olarak kullamyor. Kadinlar da az anasimn gozii
degil hani. Her sey bittikten sonra goziiniin i¢ine bakarlar, miimkiin oldugunca bilimsel bir ifadeyle
tabii, sonra da, ‘Beni hipnotize etti, ne yapayim,” derler.”

Bay Bolder konusmasim bu minval lizre strdiirdii, ama fikir ve goriislerinden feyzaldiginu pek
sOyleyemeyecegim.

New York’a gece saat onda vardik. Kiralik bir arabaya atladim, bir otele gittim ve kayit defterine
“Edward Pinkhammer” ismini yazdim. Bu ismi yazarken miithis bir nesenin, vahsice, aritici bir
nesenin, simrsiz bir Ozgirlik duygusunun, yeni firsatlarla karsi karsiya oldugum duygusunun tiim
viicudumu sardigim hissettim. Diinyaya daha yeni gelmistim. Ellerimle ayaklarim bana kostek olan o
eski prangalardan (onlar her ne idiyse) kurtulmustu. Tipki bir bebek gibi oniimde bombos bir yol
vard1 ve ben bu yola yetiskin bir adamun bilgisi ve tecriibeleriyle donanmus bir halde ¢ikabilecektim.

Otel katibi beni normalden bes saniye daha uzun siizdii gibi geldi bana. Bagajim yoktu.
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“‘Eczacilar Kongresi,”” dedim. “Bagajim her nedense gelmedi.
cebimden.

Bir tomar para c¢ikardim

“Ya!” dedi otel katibi altin disini gOstererek, “kongrenin Batili delegelerinin ¢ogu burada.” Zile
basip belboyu ¢agird.

Roliimii siislemeye ¢alistim.

“Biz Batililar kongreye yeni bir soluk getirecegiz,” dedim. “Antimonlu ve potasl tartarik asit tozu



ile sodal1 ve potash tartarik asit tozu iceren siselerin raflarda yan yana konmasi {izerine bir teklif
sunacagiz.”

“Beyefendiyi li¢ yiiz on dorde gotiir,” dedi otel katibi acele acele. Hemen odama gotiirdii cocuk
beni.

Ertesi giin bavul ve giysi satin aldim ve Edward Pinkhammer’in hayatini yasamaya basladim.
Beynimi gegmisle ilgili sorunlar1 ¢6zmek gibi mesgalelerle mesgul etmedim.

O biiyiik ada sehir bana keskin tatli ve parlak bir kap sundu. Ben de o kaptan kana kana ictim.
Manhattan’in anahtar1 onu tastyabilecek beceriye sahip kisilerindir. Ya sehrin misafiri olursun ya da
onun kurban.

O giinii takip eden gilinler siitliman gecti. Yas1 ancak saatlerle olgiilse de Edward Pinkhammer
boyle dolu dolu ve kisitlamalardan uzak bir diinyaya gelmis olmanin pek kolay yakalanmayacak bir
mutluluk oldugunu biliyordu. Insani neseli miizikle, giizel kizlarla ve insanogluyla ilgili grotesk, asir1,
tuhaf parodilerle dolu, gizemli, hos diyarlara gotliren tiyatro ve teras bahgelerinin o sihirli halilarinda
kendimden ge¢tim. Zaman ve mekan kisitlamasi, hareketlerime 6l¢ii koyma zorunlulugu olmadan
gonliimiin ¢ektigi yere gittim. Tuhaf kabarelerde, daha da tuhaf tabldot lokantalarinda Macar miizigi
ve sagl solu belli olmayan sanat¢1 ve heykeltiraglarin bagirtilart esliginde yemekler yedim. Gece
hayatimin elektrik 1s1ltis1 altinda kinetoskop fotograflar1 gibi titredigi, diinyamin tiim tuhafiye
esyasinin, miicevherlerinin, onlarin siisledikleri kisilerin ve bu iiglinii miimkiin kilan insanlarin
neselenmek ve bu ihtisamn yasamak i¢in bir araya geldigi yerlerde dolastim. Bahsettigim tiim bu
sahneler i¢inde daha 6nce hi¢ bilmedigim bir sey 6grendim. O da 6zgiirliigiin imtiyaz sahibi olmaktan
gecmedigi, Ozgilirliigiin anahtarimin cemiyet adabimn elinde olduguydu. Gorgii kurallarinin bir gecis
bedeli vardir, yoksa Ozgiirliik diyarina giremezsiniz. Tiim o 1s1lt1, o sdzde diizensizlik, o gdsteris, o
serbestlik i¢inde bu gbze batmayan, ama demir gibi kati yasamin isledigini gordiim. Yani,
Manhattan’da yazili olmayan bu yasalara itaat ederseniz sizden ozgiirii yoktur. Yok eger kendimi bu
yasalarla stmrlamam derseniz, o zaman prangalari taktigimzin resmidir.

Bazen, aklima esince, yemek yemek i¢in asil hayat ve zarif olgiiliiliik kokan, fisiltiyla konusulan o
ihtisaml1 palmiye salonlarina gidiyordum. Sular1 giiriiltiiyle akan, siislii piisli, goézlerden 1rak,
katiplerle tezgahtar kizlarin adalarimn kiyilarinda kaba hazlarimt doyurduklari nehir kiyilarinda da
dolasiyordum. Broadway’e de gidiyordum tabii ki, insanda afyon gibi aliskanlik yapan, pariltili,
zengin, kurnaz, degisken, cazibeli Broadway’e.

Bir aksam otele girerken koca burunlu, kara biyikli, sisman bir adam koridorda yolumu kesti.
Yanindan dolanarak gecmeye ¢alisirken saldirgan bir teklifsizlikle beni selamladi.

“N’aber Bellford!” diye kiikredi. “New York’ta ne 1sin var senin? O eski kitap ininden seni higbir
kuvvet ¢ikaramaz zannediyordum. Bayan B. de seninle birlikte mi geldi, yoksa bu tek basina ¢iktigin
bir is gezisi falan mi, ha?”

“Bir yanlisiniz var, beyefendi,” dedim soguk bir ifadeyle, elinden, kavradig elimi kurtararak.
“Benim adim Pinkhammer. Miisaadenizle.”

Adam kenarda Oylece kalakaldi, belli ki ¢cok sasirmusti. Otel katibinin masasina dogru yiiriirken
adamin belboylardan birini ¢cagirdigini ve telgraf kagidi istedigini falan duydum.



“Hesabimu ¢ikarin,” dedim katibe, “ve yarim saat i¢inde esyalarimu asagi indirin. Dolandiricilar
tarafindan rahatsiz edildigim bir yerde daha fazla kalamam.”

O giin 6gleden sonra Besinci Cadde’nin asagisinda sakin, eski bir otele yerlestim.

Broadway’in biraz ilerisinde acik havada, cigeklerle bezeli gilizel bir manzara esliginde yemek
yenen bir lokanta vardi. Sessizlik, lilks ve miikemmel bir servis orasint 6gle yemegi veya aperatit
i¢in ideal bir yer haline getirmisti. Yine bir giin 68leden sonra orada, askmerdivenlerinin arasindaki
bos bir masaya dogru yiiriirken biri ceketimin kolundan ¢ekti.

“Bay Bellford!” dedi son derece tatl1 bir ses.

Hemen arkama dondiim ve tek basina oturan bir kadin gordiim; otuz yaslarindaydi, muhtesem
glizellikte gozleri vardi ve bana sanki onun ¢ok yakin bir dostuymusum gibi bakiyordu.

“Gormeden geciyordunuz,” dedi suglarcasina. “Beni tammadigimzi sdylemeyin sakin. Neden el
sikismiyoruz, en az on bes yildan sonra?”

Hemen onunla el sikistim. Masada karsisindaki sandalyeye oturdum. Ortalikta dolanan bir garsona
gozlerimle isaret ettim. Kadin portakalli dondurmasiyla hasir nesirdi. Ben de bir nane likorii
1smarladim. Kadimn saglar1 kizila ¢alan kahverengiydi. Saglarina bakamiyordunuz, ¢iinkii gézlerinizi
gozlerinden ayirramiyordunuz. Ama saglarmin farkindaydimiz, tipki alacakaranlikta ormanin
derinliklerine bakarken safagin farkinda oldugunuz gibi.

“Beni tamdigimizdan emin misiniz?” diye sordum.
“Hay1r,” dedi, giliimseyerek, “Bundan higbir zaman emin olamadim.”

“Peki ya size Kansas’in Cornopolis sehrinden geldigimi, adimin da Edward Pinkhammer oldugunu
sOylesem, ne diislinlirdiiniiz?” dedim, biraz endiseyle.

“Ne mi diisliniirdiim?” dedi neseli bir bakisla. “Sizin New York’a gelirken Bayan Bellford’u
yaninizda getirmediginizi tabii ki. Onu da yanimzda getirmis olmamz dilerdim. Marian’la goriismek
isterdim.” Sonra sesi hafif¢e algaldi. “Fazla degismemissin Elwyn,” dedi.

Onun o muhtesem gozlerinin gozlerimi ve yliziimii daha yakindan inceledigini hissettim.

“Yo, degismissin,” diye diizeltti sozlerini. Sonraki sozlerinde ise mutlulukla gurur karigim bir
ifade vardi. “Simdi anladim. Unutmamigsin. Bir yil, bir giin veya bir saat bile unutmamissin. Sana
unutamayacagim soylemistim.”

Endiseli duygularla nane likdriimdeki kiirdanla oynadim.

“Oziir dilerim, ama,” dedim, onun beni siizmesinden biraz sikilarak, “sorun da bu zaten. Unuttum.
Her seyi unuttum.”

Sozlerime kars1 ¢ikti. Yiiziime bakarak tatl tatl giildii.

“Adimiz1 ara sira duyardim,” diye devam etti sozlerine. “Bati’mn basarili avukatlarindan biri
olmussunuz; Denver’daydimz galiba degil mi, yoksa Los Angeles muydi? Marian sizinle gurur
duyuyor olmali. Siz evlendikten alti ay sonra evlendigimi biliyorsunuz samrim. Gazetelerde



okumugsunuzdur. Diigiindeki ¢igcekler bile tek basina iki bin dolar tutmustu.”
On bes yil gibi bir zamandan sz etmisti. On bes yil ¢ok uzun bir siireydi.
“Sizi simdi tebrik etsem, ¢ok mu ge¢ olur acaba?”’ diye sordum, biraz iirkekge.

“Bunu yapabilecekseniz, elbette hayir,” dedi. Bunu 6yle bir géziipeklikle sOylemisti ki, sessizlestim
ve bagparmagimin tirnagiyla Ortiiniin izerinde sekiller yapmaya basladim.

“Bir sey 6grenmek istiyorum,” dedi, kararli bir ifadeyle bana dogru egilerek. “Bunu yillardir merak
ediyorum. Kadinlara 6zgii bir merak iste. O geceden sonra beyaz giillere dokunabildin mi, onlari
koklayabildin mi veya onlara bakabildin mi hi¢; yagmur sulariyla ve ¢iyle 1slanmis beyaz giillere?”

Nane likoriinden bir yudum aldim.

“Bunlarin hi¢birini hatirlamadigimu tekrar sdylemem gereksiz samrim,” dedim i¢ ¢ekerek. “Hafizam
tamamen bos. Bu durumun beni ne kadar lizdiigiinii s0ylememe gerek yok sanirim.”

Kadin kollarim masaya dayadi ve yine o sézlerime itibar etmeyen gozlerini gozlerime dikti; gozleri
kendi bildikleri yolda ilerledi ve dogrudan ruhuma ulasti. Hafif bir kahkaha atti, sesinde tuhaf bir sey
vardi; bu bir mutluluk kahkahasiydi, evet, bu kahkahada hosnutluk ve keder vardi. Gozlerimi ondan
kacirmaya calistim.

“Yalan soyliiyorsun Elwyn Bellford,” dedi mutlu bir ifadeyle i¢ gecirerek. “Yalan soyledigine adim
gibi eminim!”

Can sikintisiyla agkmerdivenlerine baktim.

“Benim adim Edward Pinkhammer,” dedim. “Buraya Ulusal Eczacilar Kongresi’ne katilacak
heyetle geldim. Antimonlu ve potash tartarik asit tozu siseleri ile sodal1 ve potash tartarik asit tozu
siselerinin nasil yerlestirilecegiyle ilgili yeni bir atilim s6z konusu, ki bu konu hi¢ mi hi¢ ilginizi
cekmez sanirim.”

Lokantamin kapisinda gicir bir lando durdu. Kadin ayaga kalkti. Elini tuttum ve egilerek selam
verdim.

“Hatirlayamadigim i¢in ¢ok lizgiiniim,” dedim ona. “Size bunun nedenini agiklayabilirdim, ama
anlamayacagimzdan korktum. Siz Pinkhammer’1 kabul etmiyorsunuz, benimse su... su giil meselesini
ve diger seyleri bir tiirlii aklim havsalam almiyor.”

“Iyi giinler Bay Bellford,” dedi kadin arabaya binerken, mutlulukla hiiziin karisimi o
giliimsemesiyle.

O gece tiyatroya gittim. Otele dondiigiimde, ikide bir ipek mendiliyle tirnaklarini silen ve bunu
yapmaktan hoslandig anlasilan koyu renk giysili bir adam esrarengiz bir sekilde yam basimda
bitiverdi.

“Bay Pinkhammer,” dedi adam sakin bir sesle, simdi dikkatini isaretparmagina yogunlastirmisti,
“benimle kiigiik bir sohbet i¢in gelir misiniz? Surada bir oda var.”

“Elbette,” dedim.



Adam beni kiiciik, 6zel bir odaya gotiirdii. Iceride bir kadinla bir adam vardi. Kadinin, goriiniisiine
derin bir keder ve bitkinligin golgesi diismemis olsa olaganiistii derecede giizel bir kadin
olabilecegini diisiindiim. Endamu yerindeydi ve teninin rengiyle goriiniisii begenilerime hitap
ediyordu. Gezi giysileri i¢indeydi; son derece endiseli bir ifadeyle dosdogru bana bakti ve titreyen
elint gogsiine bastirdi. Samirim ileri dogru hareketlenecekti ki, yanindaki adam kararli bir el
hareketiyle onu durdurdu. Sonra adam yanima geldi. Kirk yaslarindaydi, sakaklar1 hafif kirlagnusti,
yiizii sert hatliydi ve bilgili bir ifadesi vardi.

“Bellford dostum,” dedi dostca bir ifadeyle. “Seni tekrar gordiigiime sevindim. Her sey yolunda,
bundan hi¢birimizin siiphesi yok. Asiriya gittigini sOylemis, seni bu konuda uyarmustim, biliyorsun.
Simdi bizimle birlikte doneceksin ve hi¢ gecikmeden tekrar kendin olacaksin.”

Alay edercesine giildim.

“O kadar ¢ok ‘Bellford’lastirildim ki, bu 15 artik iyice zivanadan ¢ikti,” dedim. “Hatta gina geldi.
Adimin Edward Pinkhammer olabilecegi ve sizi hayatimda daha dnce hi¢ gérmemis olabilecegim
ihtimalini degerlendirmeyi hi¢ diistinmeyecek misiniz?”

Adam bana cevap vermeye firsat bulamadan kadin feryat figan etti. Kolunu onu tutan ellerden
kurtardi, “Elwyn!” diye haykirdi ve bana simsiki sarildi. “Elwyn!” dedi hickirarak. “Kalbimi
kirtyorsun. Ben senin karinim, bir kerecik olsun adinm sdyle, bir kerecik! Seni boyle gorecegime
Olmiis olmani tercih ederdim.”

Onu rencide etmemeye 0zen gostererek, ama kararl bir sekilde kollarimt kendimden uzaklastirdim.

“Hammefendi,” dedim sert bir sesle, “kusura bakmayin, ama bir benzerlikten yola ¢ikarak hig
diistinmeden kesin bir yargiya variyorsunuz.” Sonra da aklima gelen seyi diisliniince giilerek, “Yazik
ki, bu Bellford’la beni kimlik tanimu i¢in antimonlu ve potasli tartarik asit tozu ile sodal1 ve potasl
tartarik asit tozu gibi yan yana koyamayacaksimz,’ dedim. Ardindan burnundan kil aldirmaz bir
tavirla ekledim: “Ulusal Eczacilar Kongresi’nin raporlarina goz atsamz iyi olur.”

Kadin yanindaki adama dondii ve kolunu kavradi.
“Bu nasil bir seydir Doktor Volney? Nasil bir seydir boyle?” dedi inlercesine.
Adam kadim kapinin yanina gotiirdii.

Adamin, “Git bir siire odanda bekle,” dedigini duydum. “Ben burada kalip onunla konusacagim.
Beyni mi? Hayir, sanmam; sadece bir kismum etkilemis olmali. Evet, iyileseceginden eminim. Git
odana beni onunla yalmz birak.”

Kadin odasina gitti. Koyu renk giysili adam da disar1 ¢ikti; disar1 ¢ikarken diisiinceli diistinceli
tirnaklarina manikiir yapiyordu. Sanirim adam holde bekliyordu.

“Sizinle biraz konusmak istiyorum Bay Pinkhammer, izin verirseniz tabii,” dedi odada benimle
kalan adam.

“Istiyorsaniz benim i¢in fark etmez” dedim, “yalmz kusura bakmayin biraz rahatima bakacagim,
clinkii cok yorgunum.” Pencerenin Oniindeki bir kanepeye uzandim ve bir puro yaktim. Adam bir
sandalye alip yakinima oturdu.



“Hemen konuya girelim istersen,” dedi yatistirici bir ses tonuyla. “Senin adin Pinkhammer degil.”

“Bunu senin kadar ben de biliyorum,” dedim soguk bir ifadeyle. “Ama herkesin bir ad1 olmall.
Sahsen ben de Pinkhammer adim ¢ok sevdigimi sdyleyemeyecegim. Ama insan kendi kendini vaftiz
ederken en sahane isimler aklina gelmiyor iste. Scheringhausen veya Scroggins de olabilirdi
maazallah. Pinkhammer bence yine de gayet iyi.”

“Adin,” dedi adam cok ciddi bir ifadeyle, “Elwyn C. Bellford. Denver’in birinci sinif
avukatlarindan birisin. Bir afazi nobeti gecirdin, bu ndbet kimligini unutmana neden oldu. Bu ndbeti
gecirmenin nedeni asir1 ¢calismak ve belki de dogal eglence ve hazlardan uzak bir hayat siirmekti. Az
once odadan ¢ikan kadin senin karin.”

“O tam da benim gilizel kadin tammma uyan biri,” dedim konuyu bir siire kafamda tarttiktan sonra.
“Sac¢indaki kahverengi golgeyi 6zellikle ¢cok begendim.”

“O gurur duyulacak bir kadin. Sen kayboldugundan beri, yaklasik iki haftadir, gbzlerine uyku
girmedi. Denverli bir yolcu olan Isidore Newman’dan aldigimiz bir telgrafla senin New York’ta
oldugunu 6grendik. Telgrafta seninle bir otelde karsilastigini, senin onu tantmadigim yaziyordu.”

“Sanirim o olayr hatirliyorum,” dedim. “Adam bana ‘Bellford’ ismiyle hitap etmisti yanilmiyorsam.
Peki kendini tanitmanmin zamant gelmedi mi sence?”

“Benim adim Robert Volney, Doktor Volney. Yirmi yillik dostunum, on bes yildir da doktorun.
Telgrafi alir almaz Bayan Bellford’la birlikte izini siirmeye geldim buraya. Hadi Elwyn, eski dostum,
hatirlamaya ¢alis!”

“Caligsam ne fayda!” dedim biraz surat asarak. “Doktor oldugunu séyledin. Afazi iyilestirilebilir
bir hastalik m1? Insan hafizasim kaybettiginde, hafizas1 tekrar hizla mu yerine gelir, yoksa yavas yavas
m?”

“Bazen yavas yavas ve kismen yerine gelir, bazen de gittigi gibi hemen yerine gelir.”
“Benim hastaligimin tedavisini iistlenecek misiniz peki Doktor Volney?” diye sordum.

“Dostum,” dedi, “seni iyilestirmek icin giictimiin simrlar1 dahilinde ve bilimin izin verdigi yere
kadar elimden geleni yaparim.”

“Cok 1y1,” dedim. “O zaman beni hastamz olarak kabul edin. Her sey kontrol altinda artik, uzman
bir kisinin kontrolii altinda.”

“Elbette,” dedi Doktor Volney.

Kanepeden kalktim. Sehpanin {izerinde i¢inde beyaz giiller bulunan bir vazo vardi; dalindan yeni
koparilmig, hos kokulu bir demet beyaz giil. Onlar1 alip pencereden disar1 firlathm ve tekrar
kanepeye uzandim.

“Bir an 6nce tedaviye baslasak iyi olur Bobby.” dedim. “Cok yoruldum artik. Simdi git de Marian’1
buraya getir.” Sonra i¢ gegirip bacagina hafifce vurarak, “Doktor, eski dostum, ne kadar muhtesemdi,
anlatamam.” dedim.



TROBADORLARIN SONUNCUSU

Sam Galloway kararli bir sekilde atim eyerledi. Ug aydir konuk oldugu Altito Ciftligi’nden
ayriliyordu. Bir konugun nohut kahvesi i¢cmeye, i¢ine katilan sodanin sar1 sar1 sirittign kurabiyeler
yemeye ii¢ aydan fazla dayanmasi da diisiiniilemezdi elbette. Iriyar1 bir zenci olan erkek as¢1 Nick
Napoleon kurabiye yapmasim hi¢ beceremezdi zaten. Nick’in Willow Ciftligi’nde asc¢ilik yaptig
siralarda bir seferinde alt1 haftalik bir konukluk siiresi sonunda yine ayn sekilde Nick’in mutfagindan
ka¢mak zorunda kalmust1 Sam.

Sam’in yiiziinde pismanlikla daha da derinlesen ve degeri anlasilmamis bir uzmanin sabir nedir
bilen bagislayiciligiyla biraz olsun hafifleyen bir keder ifadesi vardi. Buna ragmen kararli bir sekilde
eyer kolanlarini sikti, yular1 eyer boynuzuna sardi, yagmurluguyla paltosunu eyerin arkasina bagladi,
kirbacim sag bilegine doladi. Merrydew’lar (Altito Ciftligi’nin sahipleri), kadim erkegi, ¢olugu
cocugu, usagl misafiri, 1s¢isi, kopegi ve kisa suireli misafiri, hepsi bir arada, ylizlerinde melankoliye
varan derin bir iiziinti ile ¢iftlik evinin “veranda”sinda toplannusti. Zira, Sam Galloway’in Frio
irmagiyla Bravo del Norte irmag arasindaki bolgede bir ciftlige, kampa ya da bir kuliibeye gelisi
nasil bliylik bir seving yaratiyorsa, ayrilist da aym sekilde derin bir {iziintii yaratiyor, herkesi yasa
boguyordu.

Namussuz bir pireyi kovmaya calisan ¢oban kopeginin arka ayagimn cikardig sesten baska higbir
sesin duyulmadigi mutlak sessizlik icinde Sam Galloway gitarim sefkatle ve Ozenle kaldirip
yagmurluguyla paltosunun {izerine yanlamasina yerlestirdi ve dikkatle bagladi. Gitar yesil renkli sik
bir kilifin i¢indeydi; gitarina ne kadar 6nem verdigine dikkat ettiyseniz Sam’in nasil biri oldugunu
anlamigsinizdir.

Sam Galloway trobadorlarin sonuncusuydu. Trobadorlar1 biliyorsunuzdur elbette. Ansiklopedilerde
bunlarin en ¢ok on birinci ve on ugiincii ylizyillar arasinda ortaya ¢iknus olduklari yazar. Yalmz
bunlarin ortaya ne cikardigi pek anlasilmaz, ama kilic olmadig kesindi: Belki bir keman yayi,
spagetti, belki bir esarp. Her neyse, Sam Galloway bunlardan biriydi iste.

Sam dini ugruna 6liime giden bir sovalye edasiyla atina bindi. Ne var ki, onun yiiziindeki bu ifade,
atinin yiiziindeki i1fadeyle karsilastirildiginda neseli bile sayilabilirdi. Atlar binicilerini ¢ok iy1 tanir;
bu bakimdan, ¢ayirlarda sigir kovalayan atlarla sigirtmag¢ atlarimn Sam’in atini, lizerinde neseyle at
siren agz1 bozuk, sapina kadar kovboy olan birini degil de, gitar calan birini tasidig igin
kiigiimsemeleri olmayacak sey degildi. Hi¢bir binici ati i¢in bir kahraman degildir. Magazalardaki
yiiriiyen merdivenler bile bir trobadoru tokezlettigi i¢in mazur goriilebilir.

Nereden mi biliyorum, ben de bir trobadorum da ondan, siz de dylesiniz. Ezberlediginiz hikayeleri,
kagit oyunlarindaki hileleri 6grenmek icin nasil ¢alistiginizi, piyanoda ¢ikarmaya calistigimz parcayi
(nasild1 dur bakayim, ti-tum-te-tum), zengin Jane Teyze’nizi ziyaret ettiginiz zamanlar ona anlattigimz
Onar Dakikalik Arap Hikdyeleri’ni bir hatirlayin. Sunu unutmayin: Omn& person® in tres partes
divis@ sunt. Yani: Baronlar, trobadorlar ve i1s¢iler. Baronlar boyle sagmaliklar1 okumazlar; iscilerin
ise okumaya vakitleri yoktur: Iste bundan dolay: sizlerin de birer trobador oldugunuzu, bu yiizden de
Sam Galloway’i anlayacagimz biliyorum. Ister sarki sdyleyelim, ister sahnede rol keselim, ister dans
edelim, yaz1 yazalim, ders verelim, resim yapalim, istisnasiz hepimiz trobadoruzdur; onun i¢in gelin
trobadorlugun iyice suyunu ¢ikaralim.



Sam’in dizlerinin basinciyla yonettigi Dante Alighieri suratli at, bu gezginci saz sairini glineydogu
yoniinde on altt mildir sirtinda tasiyordu. Dogamn iyiligi tstiindeydi. Mini mini, sevimli, cici
kir¢igekleri millerce uzanan hafif dalgali araziyi giizel kokulara bogmustu. Hafif hafif esen
giindogusu, bahar sicagim azaltiyordu; Meksika Korfezi’nden gelen yiin gibi bembeyaz bulutlar nisan
glinesinin dik 1silarim engelliyordu. Sam atimin sirtinda sarki soyliiyordu. Atsinekleri yaklasmasin
diye atinin bashig altina maki siirglinler ilistirmisti. Yapraklardan olusan bu tagla Dante’ye 1yice
benzeyen uzun suratli dort ayakli yaratigin Beatrice’1 diisiiniir gibi bir hali vardi.

Arazinin elverdigi 6lglide diiz bir ¢izgi iizerinde ilerleyen Sam ihtiyar Ellison’in koyun ¢iftligine
vardi. O sirada i¢inden bir koyun ciftligini ziyaret etmek gelmisti. Altito Ciftligi ¢ok kalabalikti,
guriltiliiydl, tartismadan, c¢ekismelerden ge¢ilmiyordu. Sam Galloway simdiye kadar ihtiyar
trobador kendi kendinin sahididir, kiymeti kendinden menkuldiir. Satolarda calisan isciler onu
goriince hemen asma kopriiyli indirirler, baron ziyafet salonunda, sofrada onu sol yamna oturtur.
Isciler ona yaban domuzu kelleleri, sarap testileri tasirken, hammefendiler de onun anlattig
hikayelere giiler, sarkilarina alkis tutarlar. Oymali mese koltugunda oturan baron bu arada bir iki kere
basiyla onaylasa da, bunda asla kotii bir niyeti yoktur.

Ihtiyar Ellison trobadoru biiyiik bir gurur duyarak evine buyur etti. Oteki ¢iftlik sahiplerinden Sam
Galloway’in ovgiisiinii ¢ok dinlemis, bu trobadoru konuk etmekten duyduklar1 kivanci gérmiis, ama
kendi miitevazi baronlugunun da giiniin birinde boyle bir serefe ulasacag hi¢ aklina gelmemisti.
Ihtiyar Ellison’dan baron

diye s6z ediyorum, zira Ellison da baronlarin sonuncusudur. Bulwer-Lytton, ihtiyar Ellison’in
cagina yetisemeden 6ldiigii icin onu tanima serefine nail olamamusti, yoksa baronlarin sonuncusu
sifatim kalkip da Warwick Diikii’ne vermezdi. Bir baronun hayattaki gorevi ve isleri, is¢ilere is,
trobadorlara da barinak saglamaktir.

Ihtiyar Ellison, ge¢mis giinlerin giiliimsemelerini kirisik bir kumasi1 andiran yiiziiniin dikisleri
arasinda saklayan, sariya calan kisa, beyaz sakalli, ufak tefek bir ihtiyardi. Ciftlik evi, koyun
diyarinin en uzak ve en 1ss1z kdsesinde, Hackberry korusu i¢inde, iki odadan ibaret kii¢lik bir yapiydi.
Ev halki, Kiowa kabilesinden Kizilderili bir erkek as¢i, dort coban kopegi, evcil bir koyun ve ¢it
kazigina bagli duran, yar1 evcil bir cakaldan ibaretti. Biri devlete kira ddeyerek tuttugu binlerce
doniimliik bir arazi, digeri satin almadig gibi kira da 6demeden {lstiine oturdugu on binlerce
doniimliik bir arazi olmak tizere iki parcadan meydana gelen ¢iftlik arazisi tizerinde besledigi 3.000
koyunu vardi Ellison’1n. Yilda tli¢ dort kere, Ellison’in dilinden anlayan bir atli, ¢iftliginin kapisina
gelir ve onunla {i¢ bes laf eder giderdi. Bunlar ihtiyar Ellison i¢in unutulmaz gilinler olurdu. Bir
trobadorun (ansiklopedilere goére on birinci yiizyilla on {iglincii ylizyill arasinda yasamis olmasi
gereken bir trobadorun) Ellison’in baronluk satosu kapilar1 oniinde atint durdurdugu giiniin yash
adamin hayatinda nasil bir glin olacagim da varin siz diisiiniin.

Sam’1 goriince ihtiyar Ellison’in giliimsemeleri geri geldi ve yiiziini kirisiklarla doldurdu.
Ayaklarini stirliyerek, topallaya topallaya telas icinde evinden firlayip Sam’1 karsilad.

“Merhaba, Bay Ellison,” diye neseli bir tavirla seslendi Sam Galloway. “Gegerken ugrayip bir hal
hatir sorayim dedim. Dikkat ettim de topraklarimz iyi yagmur aliyor. Baharda diinyaya gelecek
kuzularimz i¢in mitkemmel otlar yetisiyordur bu topraklar tizerinde herhalde.”



“Aman efendim, kimler gelmis,” dedi ihtiyar Ellison. “Seni gordiigiime ¢ok sevindim, Sam. Ucra
bir yerde bulunan boyle eski bir ¢iftlige gelir miydin? Hos geldin, sefalar getirdin. In atindan.
Mutfakta bir ¢uval taze yulafim var, getirip vereyim mi atina?”

“Atima yulaf mu?” dedi Sam alayci bir edayla. “Gerek yok efendim. Ot yiye yiye domuz gibi
semirdi. Yeterince yiirimedigi i¢in zaten formdan diistii. Sakincasi yoksa, senin atlarimin otladig
cayira baglamak istiyorum onu.”

Suna eminim ki, on birinci yiizyilla on li¢iincii yiizyil arasinda yasamus hi¢bir baron, hi¢bir trobador
ve hicbir 1s¢i birbirleriyle o aksam kocamus Ellison’in ¢iftliginde bir araya gelen bu grup kadar
kaynagsmamuslardir. Kiowali’min pisirdigi biskiiviler hafif, lezzetli, kahvesi de adam gibiydi. ihtiyar
Ellison’1n glinesten kararmus yiiziinde misafirini en iyi sekilde agirlama arzusunun ve muazzam bir
memnuniyetin ifadesi vardi. Trobadora gelince, o da kendi kendine, gercekten de 1yi bir yere
diistiigiinii soyliiyordu. lyi pisirilmis bol yemek, hi¢ ugrastirmayan, kolayca eglendirilebilen bir ev
sahibi ve Sam’in hassas ruhunun o sirada siddetle 6zledigi dinlendirici hava, bunlarin hepsi, ¢iftlikten
ciftlige dolasirken pek seyrek bulabildigi, her bakimdan doyurucu, son derece rahat bir ortam
saglamisti ona.

O muhtesem aksam yemeginden sonra Sam yesil torbamin agzim ¢ozdii, gitarini ¢ikardi. Ama oyle
altta kalmamak amaciyla ¢ikarmadi, dikkatinizi ¢ekerim, ne Sam Galloway ne de baska bir trobador
merhum Tommy Tucker’la yakin akraba degildir. Tommy Tucker’1, kimligi pek bilinmemekle beraber
itibar sahibi bir kisi olan Mother Goose’un eserlerinden bilirsiniz. Tommy Tucker yemek karsiliginda
sOylerdi. Higbir gergek trobador boyle bir sey yapmaz. Gergek bir trobador yemegini yer, sonra da
sanat aski i¢in soyler.

Sam Galloway’in repertuvar1 elli kadar fikrayla, otuz kirk sarkidan olusuyordu. Ama bununla
yetinmezdi o. Ortaya atacagimz herhangi bir konu lizerinde yirmi sigara i¢cimi siire boyunca
konusabilirdi. Cam yatmak istedi mi, hi¢cbir sekilde oturmaz, oturmak istedi mi de hi¢bir sekilde
ayakta durmazdi. Sam Galloway iizerinde fazlaca durmak istiyorum, zira ucu korelmis bir kalemle,
tiikenmis bir kelime dagarcigimn elverdigi oranda onun 1yi bir portresini ¢gizmeye ¢alistyorum.

Onu gormenizi isterdim: Ufak tefek, saglam yapili ve tasavvur edilemeyecek derecede tembeldi.
Uzerinde onii bastan asag kursun renkli bir iple ayakkabi baglar gibi baglanmus yiinlii kumastan
lacivert bir gomlek, bozulmayan kumastan kahverengi bir elbise, Meksika tarzi mahmuzlari olan
yiiksek 0keeli ¢izmeler, basinda da hasir bir Meksika sombrerosu vardi.

O aksam Sam’le ihtiyar Ellison sandalyelerini Hackberry aga¢larimin altina ¢ektiler. Sigaralarini
yaktilar ve trobador gitarimn tellerine keyifle dokundu. Soyledigi sarkilarin ¢ogu Meksikali koyun
cobanlariyla vaquerolardan 0Ogrendigi melankolik, pest perdeden sdylenen cancionelerdi. Bu
sarkilardan ozellikle bir tanesi kimsesiz baronu biiyiiledi, ruhuna huzur verdi. Bu, “Ug, ug, kii¢iik
gliivercin” anlamina gelen, “Huile, huile, palomita” kelimeleriyle baslayan, koyun ¢obanlarinin en
sevdigi sarkiydi. Sam bu sarkiy1 o aksam thtiyar Ellison i¢in birkac¢ kere okudu.

Trobador, yasli adamin ciftliginde yasamaya basladi. Burada sigir krallarinin o giiriiltiili
kamplarinda bulamadig bir huzur ve siiklinet vardi, burada oralarda goremedig kadar takdir
goriiyordu. Diinyanin hi¢bir yerinde, hi¢bir seyirci, higbir sair, miizisyen ya da sahne sanatc¢isinin
eserini, yasli adamin Sam’in sarkilarim 6vdiigi kadar ovgiilere bogmanmustir. Yoksul bir baltacinin ya
da basit bir koyliiniin kuliibesine bir kral gelse ancak Sam’in gordiigu kadar itibar goriir, ancak o



derece stikran ve minnetle karsilamrdi.

Sam Galloway zamammn biiylik boliimiinii Hackberry agaclarimin serin golgesine yerlestirdigi
cadir beziyle kapli yataginda geciriyordu. Kahverengi sigaralarim o yatagin lstiinde sariyor, o
yatagin Ustiinde ciftlikte ancak bulabildigi can sikici kitaplar1 okuyor, gitariyla ustaca icra ettigi
repertuvarindaki sarkilara yeni emprovize parcalari ekleme 1isini yine o yatagin istiinde
gerceklestiriyordu. Sam’e biiylik bir efendinin hizmetindeki bir kole gibi hizmet eden Kiowali;
istedigi zaman ona sundurmanin sagagi altina asili1 testiden serin su, igerden de yiyecek gotiiriiyordu.
Batidan esen hafif meltemler Sam’i serinletiyor, alayci kuslar sabah aksam onun gitarimin tath
nagmeleriyle (her ne kadar hi¢cbir zaman onunla asik atamuyorlarsa da) rekabet ediyordu; Sam’in
biitiin diinyas1 adeta nefis kokulu bir sessizlikle dolup tasiyordu. Ihtiyar Ellison saatte bir mil yapan
atinin sirtinda, koyun siiriilerinin arasinda dolasirken, Kiowali mutfagin bir ucunda kizgin giines
altinda siestasini yaparken, Sam de yatagina uzanir, iginde yasadig bu diinyanin ne kadar mutlu bir
diinya oldugunu ve hayattaki gorevleri insanlar1 eglendirmek, onlara zevkli anlar yasatmak olan
kisilere kars1 ne kadar sefkatli oldugunu diistiniirdii. Burada 6teden beri 6zlemini ¢ektigi 1yi yiyecek
ve 1yl bir barinak bulmustu; burada ¢aba harcamak, endise duymak diye bir sey soz konusu degildi;
burada sonsuz bir comertlik ve on altinci kere tekrar edilen bir sarki ya da fikrayr bile ilk kez
okunuyormus veya anlatiliyormus gibi biiyiik bir zevkle dinleyen bir ev sahibi vardi. Eski devirlerde,
gezileri sirasinda boylesine hiikiimdarlara yarasir bir satoya konuk olmus bir bagka trobador var
miydi? Sam bodyle yatagina uzanmus disiincelere dalarken, avluda minik kahverengi tavsanlar
cekingen ¢ekingen oynasirlardi; yirmi metre oteden, tek sira halinde, bir tepeli mavi bildircin siiriisii
gecerdi; tarantula avina c¢ikmus bir paisano ¢itin iistiine hoplar ve rengarenk, uzun kuyrugunu
sallayarak onu selamlardi. Dante suratli at ise otuz bes doniimliik otlakta o kadar semirmisti ki, artik
yiizii adeta gililiimsiiyordu. Trobador gezgin hayatinin son demlerini yasiyordu.

Ihtiyar Ellison ciftligindeki tek vaciero’ydu. Yani, koyun kamplarina odun, su ve kumanyay1 kendisi
gotiiriir, bu is i¢in yardimc1 tutmazdi. Kiiciik ciftliklerde genellikle isler boyle yiirtir.

Bir sabah ihtiyar Ellison, elenmemis un, barbunya, kahve ve sekerden olusan her zamanki haftalik
kumanyay1 alarak Incarnation Felipe de la Cruz y Monte Piedras’in (Ellison’in sigirtmaglarindan
biriydi) kampina dogru yola ¢ikti. Yolda giderken Fort Ewing’e iki mil kala, Kentucky cinsi, yerinde
duramayan, atilgan bir ata binmis olan Kral James lakapli miithis adamla yiiz yiize geldi.

Kral James’in asil ad1 James King’di ama kendisine daha ¢ok uydugu i¢in ve majestelerinin daha
cok hosuna gider diye insanlar ona Kral James adim takmusti. Kral James, San Antone sehrindeki
Alamo meydam ile Brownsville’deki Bill Hopper’in bar1 arasindaki bolgede yasayan sigir
yetistiricileri arasinda en zengin siiriiye sahip olaniydi. Teksas’in giineybati bolgesinin en giir sesli,
en saldirgan, en kendini begenmis kabadayisiydi aym zamanda. Oviinmeye basladiginda iyiligi
tutardi; ne kadar cok giiriiltii patirt1 ¢ikarirsa o kadar tehlikeli olurdu. Hikdyelerde genellikle alcak
sesli, agik mavi gozlii, yumusak basli tiplerin tehlikeli olduklar1 sonlara dogru anlasilir; oysa gergek
hayatta ve bu hikdyede durum hi¢ de Oyle degil. Bana giirleyip duran, saldirgan, iriyar1 bir
kabadayiyla mi, yoksa kosede sessiz sedasiz oturan, mavi gozlii, zararsiz yabanciyla mu dalasirsiniz
diye sorarsanmz, ben her seferinde kosedekini secerim dogrusu.

Kaldigimiz yerden devam edecek olursak, Kral James yiiz kiloluk iri govdesi, giineste kizararak
ekim ¢ilegi kadar pembelesmis yiizii, sar1 saclari, iki kizil kasin altinda yer alan iki yatay ¢izgiden
ibaret gozleriyle korkung bir adamdi. O giin sirtina agik kahverengi bir gomlek giymisti ve gomleginin



rengi sicak gilines altinda gdvdesinin terleyen kisimlarina rastlayan yerlerde daha koyulasmisti. Bu
sefer kiyafetinde farkli bir seyler vardi ama: Cadir bezinden kahverengi pantolonunun pagalarini
upuzun ¢izmelerinin konglarina sokmus, boynuna kirmuzi bir mendil baglamus, beline ¢ift tabanca
takmus, eyerinin 6n kayisina kocaman bir ¢ifte yatirmusti, fisekliginde milyonlarca mermi piril piril
parliyordu; ancak bu 1vir zivirlarin higbirine takilmazdi aklimz, bakislarimz onun gz yerine
kullandigr iki kii¢iik yatay ¢izgiye sabitlenir kalirdi.

Ihtiyar Ellison’1n yolda karsilastign adam bdyle bir adamd: iste; baronun altmus bes yasinda, kirk
bes kilo agirliginda oldugunu, Kral James’in {inlinii duydugunu, karincay1 bile incitmeyecek kadar
canlilara saygi duydugunu, yaninda silahi bulunmadiginmi, yaninda silah olsa bile kullanmayacagim
sOyle bir goziiniiziin Oniine getirdiginizde, trobadorun tebessiimle doldurdugu kirisikliklarimin yeniden
eskisi gibi basit kirisiklik halini almasim elestirmezsiniz. Ama o tehlikeden kacan baronlardan
degildi. Saatte bir mil yapan atimn dizginlerini ¢ekti (ki bu hi¢ de gii¢ bir 1s degildi) ve korkung
hiikiimdar1 selamlada.

Kral James onun selamina krallara yarasir bir ilgisizlikle karsilik verdi. “Bu arazide koyun otlatan
miskin moruk sensin, degil mi?”” dedi. “Hangi hakla koyun besliyorsun burada? Bu arazide kendine ait
ya da kiralanmis topragin mn var sanki?”’

Ihtiyar Ellison, “Devletten kiraladigim iki parsel topragim var,” dedi sakin bir sesle.

“Nasil varmus, yok oyle bir sey,” dedi Kral James. “Kira kontratin diin bitti; araziyi devralmak i¢in
tapu dairesine hemen bir adam yolladim. Teksas’ta bir karis otlagin bile yok. Senin gibi koyuncu
tayfas1 ¢ekip gidecek artik buralardan. Burasi sigircilar memleketi, sizin gibi hodiiklere yer yok
burada. Koyunlarimn ayak bastig biitiin bu topraklar benim artik. Kirka altrms mil tel 6rgii ¢ekecegim
arazinin ¢evresine; eger bu tel orgiiden igeri bir tek koyun adim atacak olursa, buradan ancak 6liisii
cikar. Koyunlarini buradan ¢ikarmak i¢in sana bir hafta siire tamyorum. Bu siire zarfinda gittin gittin,
yoksa buraya Winchesterli altt adanumu yollayacagim, koyunlarint birer birer biftek yapacaklar. O
siirenin bitiminde seni de burada goriirsem, senin de sonun koyunlarinki gibi olur.”

Kral James ciftesinin kabzasina tehditkar bir tavirla vurdu.

Ihtiyar Ellison Incarnacién’un kampina dogru yoluna devam etti. Birkag kez derin derin i¢ gecirdi,
yiiziindeki kirisikliklar derinlesti. Eski diizenin deisecegine dair dedikodular daha once de kulagina
gelmisti. Bedava otlaklar doneminin sonu goériinmiistii. Omuzlarimin iizerinde baska dertler de vardi.
Siiriileri artacag yerde eksiliyordu; her kirkista yiin fiyatlar1 biraz daha diisiiyordu; bu da
yetmiyormus gibi ¢iftlik erzaklarim satin aldigi Frio City’deki erzak diikkam sahibi Bradshaw alti
aylik borcunu 6demesi i¢in onu sikistirmaya baslamus, krediyi kesecegini soylemisti. Kral James’in
aniden indirdigi bu darbe onu 1yice gogertmisti.

Ihtiyar adam giines batarken ¢iftlige dondiigiinde Sam Galloway’i yataina uzannus, sirtin yiin
cuvallariyla diirtilii battaniyelere yaslamus, gitarini tingirdatiyor buldu.

. Trobador neseli bir tavirla, “Merhaba, Ben Amca,” diye seslendi. “Bu aksam erken dondiin. Bugiin
Ispanyol Fandangosu iizerine yeni bir ¢esitleme deniyorum. Neredeyse tamamlamak iizereyim. Dinle
bak.”

“Giizel, ¢ok giizel,” diyerek mutfak merdiveninin basamaklarina ¢oken yasli adam bir Iskog



terrierinin biyiklarim andiran beyaz favorilerini sivazlamaya basladi. “Kalibimu basarim ki, doguda
da batida da senin eline su dokecek miizisyen yoktur, Sam.”

“Bilmem,” dedi Sam diisiinceli bir ifadeyle. “Ama, dogu miiziginden de, bati miiziginden de bir
seyler almisiz. Bes telli herhangi bir calgiyr dogulu ve batili herhangi bir miizisyen kadar iyi
calabilirim. Yalniz seni biraz nesesiz gordiim, Ben Amca, yoksa rahatsiz filan misin?”

“Biraz yorgunum, o kadar, Sam. Eger ¢almaktan yorulmadinsa, su ‘Huile, huile, palomita,” diye
baslayan Meksika parcasim ¢al bir iki sefer de dinleyelim. Uzun siire at binip yoruldugum ya da bir
seye canim sikildig zaman bu sarki beni hep dinlendiriyor, sinirlerimi yatistirtyor nedense.”

“Ah, seguramente, sefior,” dedi Sam. “Kag kere istersen ¢alarim senin i¢in o sarkiyr. Ha, unutmadan
hemen soyleyeyim, Ben Amca, Bradshaw’a ugradigin zaman kulagim cek, zira son yolladigi domuz
pastirmasi epeyce sertti.”

Altmis bes yasinda, bir koyun ¢iftliginde tek basina yasayan ve basinda bin bir tiirlii derdi olan
yasli bir adam derdini uzun zaman saklayamaz. Bu bir yana, trobadorlar ¢evrelerindeki mutsuzlugu
hemen fark ediveren gozlere sahiptir, zira bu mutsuzluk onlarin rahatlarim kacirir. Nitekim, ertesi giin
Sam neden nesesiz ve dalgin oldugu konusunda yasli adamu sorguya ¢ekti. Bunun iizerine ihtiyar
Ellison, Kral James’in tehditlerini ve talimatlarim anlatti, son zamanlarda hayatinda bir
ugursuzluktur, bir felakettir gittigini sOyledi. Trobador, yasli adamun anlattiklarim disiinceli
diistinceli dinledi. Kral James hakkinda o da bir stirii sey duymustu.

Topraklarina el koyan hiikiimdarin kendisine tanidigt yedi giinliik zamanin iigiincii glinlinde, ihtiyar
Ellison iki kisilik hafif arabasiyla ¢iftlik i¢in gerekli kumanyayr almaya Frio City’ye gitti. Bradshaw
once biraz kati davrandiysa da bu tavrini fazla siirdiirmedi. Ihtiyarin istediklerinin yarisini verdi ve
borglarimin vadesini biraz daha uzatti. ihtiyar Ellison’in Bradshaw’dan aldigi kumanyalar arasinda
trobadorun agzina layik taze, kaliteli bir par¢ca domuz pastirmasi da vard.

Yasli adam Frio City’den ¢iftlige donerken, sehirden bes kilometre uzakta, kars1 yonden gelen Kral
James’le karsilasti. Majesteleri korkung ve tehditkar gériinmese olmazdi, yine dyle goriiniiyordu, ama
bu sefer goz yerine gegen o ince ¢izgiler her zamankinden biraz daha fazla aralanmisti sanki.

“Iyi giinler,” dedi Kral boguk bir sesle. “Ben de seni gdrmek istiyordum. Diin Sandyli bir
kovboydan senin aslen Mississippi’nin Jackson vilayetinden oldugunu duydum. Bunun dogru olup
olmadigim 6grenmek istiyordum.”

“Orada dogdum ve yirmi bir yasima kadar orada yasadim,” dedi ihtiyar Ellison.

“O kovboyun dedigine gore,” diye devam etti Kral, “Jacksonli Reeves siilalesiyle bir akrabaligin
falan varmus galiba. Dogru mu bu?”

“Caroline Reeves Teyze benim iivey teyzemdi,” dedi yaslt adam.

“Caroline Reeves Teyze, benim 0z teyzemdi,” dedi Kral James. “On alt1 yasindayken evden kagtim.
Birkag giin 6nce konustugumuz meseleleri seninle yeniden gozden gegirelim diyorum. Benim kétii bir
adam oldugumu soylerler; bunda yar1 yariya haklilik payr var. Benim arazimde senin koyun stiriilerine
yetecek bol bol yer var, siiriilerin ¢ogalsa bile yeter elimdeki topraklar. Caroline Teyze bana koyun
etli borekler yapardi. Koyunlarim yine olduklar1 yerde birakabilir, istedigin kadar araziden



yararlanabilirsin. Para durumun nasil?”
Thtiyar vakur bir sekilde, ama ac¢iksozliiliikle biitiin sikintilarini ona bir bir anlatti.

“Okula gittigim zamanlar beslenme g¢antama fazladan yiyecek koyardi; Carolina Teyze’den s6z
ediyorum,” dedi Kral James. “Bugiin Frio City’ye gidiyorum, yarin aksam donerken senin ciftlige
ugrayacagim. Bankadan 2.000 dolar ¢ekip sana getirecegim; Bradshaw’a da sana istedigin kadar
kredi agmasini tembihleyecegim. Memleketimizde artik atasozii haline gelmis o s6zii biliyorsundur
herhalde: Jacksonli Reeves siilalesi ile King siilalesi birbirine etle tirnak gibi baglidir. Ben de bir
King olarak ne zaman bir Reeves ile karsilagsam buna gore davramrim. Yarin giin batarken beni
gozle, hicbir seye de kafam takma sakin. Kuraklik, otlaklarin camna okumadig siirece endiselenecek
bir sey yok.”

Ihtiyar Ellison biiyiik bir mutluluk i¢inde ¢iftligine dogru siirdii arabasim. Yiiziindeki kirisiklar bir
kez daha giiliimsemelerle dolmustu. Kralligin biiyiisii ve tiim insanlarin yiireginin bir kosesinde duran
1yilik sayesinde biitiin dertleri bir anda ortadan kalkivermisti.

Ciftlige varinca Sam Galloway’1 ortalikta goremedi. Sam’in gitar1 geyik derisi kayisindan bir agac
dalina asiliydi, riizgar esip tellerine ¢arptikca iniltiler ¢ikariyordu.

Kiowali dilinin dondiigiince durumu anlatmaya ¢alisti.

“Sam var tutmak at,” dedi, “ve bana demek gidecek Firiyo Siti’ye. Ne icin gidecek, yok bilmek
kimse. Bana demek donecek aksama. Belki. Bu kadar.”

Gokte ilk yildizlar parlamaya baglarken, trobador barinagina dondii. Atin1 ¢ayira sald1 ve uzun
mahmuzlarina savas marsi ¢aldira ¢aldira eve girdi.

Ihtiyar Ellison mutfaktaki masamn basina oturmus, yemek oncesi keyif kahvesini yudumluyordu.
Keyfi, nesesi yerine gelmisti ihtiyarin.

“Merhaba, Sam,” dedi. “Dondiigline ne kadar sevindigimi bilemezsin. Sen gelip de nese getirmeden
once bu ¢iftlikte bugiine dek nasil yasayabildigime sasiyorum. Bu kadar geciktigine bakilirsa, bahse
girerim ki, Frio City’deki kizlarla oynasiyordun.”

Derken yasli adam Sam’in yiiziine tekrar bakti ve onun tamamuiyla degisik bir kisilige, bir eylem
adanmu kisiligine biirtinmiis oldugunu gordii.

Sam belinden ihtiyar Ellison’1n sehre inerken evde biraktigi altipatlar1 ¢6zerken, biz de kisa bir ara
verip su goriisii ileri siirebiliriz: Eger bir trobador, gitarim birakip da kilicina el atiyorsa bunun sonu
mutlaka felakettir. Korkmamiz gereken, ne Athos’un ustalikli kili¢ hamlesidir ne Aramis’in ustaligina
eklenen sogukkanliligi ne de Portos’un demir bilegidir; asil korkmamiz gereken, Gaskonyalinin atesli
kam, yani bir trobadorun yol yontem tanimayan vahsi saldirisi, yani Dartanyan’in kilicidir.

“Bitirdim isini,” dedi Sam. “Bu isi bitirmek i¢in gitmistim zaten Frio City’ye. Herifin seni kiiciik
diisiirmesine g6z yumamazdim, Ben Amca. Summer’in barinda Oniine dikildim. Ne yapmam
gerektigini ¢ok iyi biliyordum. Baskasimn duyamayacag sekilde bir iki laf ettim ona. Once o el att1
silahina (en asag yarim diizine adam da gordii bunu) ama ben silahimn ondan daha ¢abuk c¢ektim.
Akcigerlerine yan yana ii¢ kursun yerlestirdim; li¢ kursun yarasim tek avucunla kapatabilirdin, dyle
yakind1 kursun yaralari. Bir daha seni rahatsiz edemez artik.”



“Bu-soziinii-ettigin-adam-Kral-James mi?” diye sordu ihtiyar Ellison kahvesini yudumlarken.

“Ustiine bastin. Beni vilayet yargicinin huzuruna cikardilar; 6nce onun davrandigim goren biitiin
taniklar da oradaydi. Tabii, mahkemeye c¢ikabilmek i¢in benden 300 dolar kefalet istediler, ama
orada bulunan arkadaslardan dort bes tanesi hemen bana kefil oldu. Kral James bir daha seni rahatsiz
edemeyecek, Ben Amca. Kursun deliklerinin birbirine ne kadar yakin oldugunu gorecektin. Benim
gibi cok gitar ¢almak tetik ¢ceken parmaga oynaklik kazandiriyor anlasilan, sen ne dersin Ben Amca?”

Satoda Kiowali’mn kizarttig1 geyik pirzolasimn cizirtisindan baska ses yoktu.

Ihtiyar Ellison titrek eliyle ak favorilerini sivazlarken, “Sam,” dedi, “su gitarim alip da bana
‘Huile, huile, palomita’ parg¢asin bir iki kere ¢alar misin? Yorgun oldugum, bir seye camm sikildig
zamanlar bu parca beni hem dinlendiriyor hem de sinirlerimi yatistirtyor nedense.”

Artik soylenecek s6z kalmadi, yalmz bir sey daha sdylenebilir belki, o da hikdyenin adimn yanlis
kondugu. ‘Baronlarin Sonuncusu’ olmaliydi adi. Trobadorlarin sonu hi¢bir zaman gelmeyecektir zira;
bana kalirsa onlarin gitarlarimin  tingirtist  zaman zaman diinya is¢ilerinin kazmalarindan,
cekiclerinden ¢ikan boguk giiriiltiileri bastirmaya devam edecektir.



EVLENMENIN EN BiLIMSEL YOLU

“Sana once de soyledigim gibi,” dedi Jeff Peters, “hilekarlik konusunda kadinlara giivenmem. En
basit dalavere isinde bile onlarla ortak olmak veya ortak bir tecriibe yasamak istemem.”

“Boyle bir 1iltifati hak ediyorlar dogrusu,” dedim. “Kadinlarin erkeklerden daha diiriist oldugunu
sOyleyebilirim.”

“Niye olmasinlar efendim?” dedi Jeff. “Erkek milleti onlar i¢in durup dinlenmeden riisvet yiyor
veya calistyor. Duygularina veya sacglarina ¢ok fazla dokunulmadikga isleri tikirindadir. Aksi
takdirde bes ¢ocuklu, ipotekli bir evi ve bir siirii borcu olan, sakaklar1 kirlasmus, zar zor nefes alan,
tabansiz bir herif olur c¢ikarsin. Cairo’da Andy Tucker’la yaptiimiz ¢opcatanlik isi icin
ayarladigimiz dul kadindan 6rnek vereyim,” dedi ve anlatmaya basladi:

“Sermayen varsa (araba dingili kalinliginda bir tomar para mesela) ¢opgatanlik biirosu islerinde
cok para var azizim. Bizim 6.000 dolarimiz vardi, iki ay icinde bu parayr ikiye katlamayi
distiniiyorduk. Tasarladigimiz bu isi New Jersey’den disar1 bir adim bile atmadan
gergeklestirecektik.

“Once soyle bir ilan hazirladik:

““3.000 dolar nakit paras1 ve degerli gayri menkulleri olan 32 yasinda, evine bagli, giizel, ¢ekici
dul bir kadin evlenmek istiyor. Ticaret kabiliyeti yiiksek yoksul erkekler tercih sebebidir, zira
hammefendi gercek degerlerin alelade insanlar arasinda sakli oldugu goriisiindedir. Sadik, samimi ve
gayri menkullerle paray: isletebilecek kabiliyete sahip oldugu siirece adaylarin yas veya goriiniisleri
onemli degildir. Bagvuru adresi asagidadir,

RUMUZ: YALNIZ

Peters ve Tucker acentesi Cairo, Illinois.’

“‘Buraya kadar 1iyi giizel de giizel dul nerede?’ diye sordum bu edebiyat garabetini okuduktan sonra.
“Andy kiictimser bir bakisla beni siizdii.

‘Jeft,” dedi, ‘hi¢ olmazsa mesleginde gercekgisindir diye diisiiniiyordum. Giizel dula ihtiyacimiz m
var sanki? Wall Street’te satilan su iyice sulandirilmus et sularinda et arar muisin? Aramazsin. Es
arama ilammnin kadinla alakas1 ne?’

“‘Dinle beni,” dedim. ‘Nasil bir yontem izledigimi bilirsin, Andy. Kanunun bir maddesini ihlal
eden bir faaliyette bulunacaksam o ihlal edilen maddenin ortada ve goriiniir olmasim veya o maddeye
uygun hareket ediyormusum hissini vermek isterim. Bes dolar ve bir puroyla halledilecek islerden
daha biiyiik islerde yakayr ele vermemek icin sehir yonetmeligini, hatta tren tarifelerini en ince
ayrintisina kadar incelemis adamum ben. Bu 1s1 de yiirtitebilmek i¢in giizel bir dul veya giizel olsun
olmasin, ilandaki niteliklere uysun veya uymasin mutlaka bir dula ihtiyacimiz var, yoksa sulh
hakimiyle papaz oldugumuzun resmidir.’

“Andy biraz diisiindiikten sonra, ‘Iyi,” dedi, ‘posta idaresi veya sulh yargiclig1 arastirmaya kalkarsa
elimizde bir kanmit olur hi¢ olmazsa. Ama sonu evlilikle bitmeyecek bir evlilik isine zaman ayiracak
dulu bulabilecek misin?’



“Andy’ye bu is i¢in bi¢ilmis kaftan oldugunu diisiindiigiim birinin varligindan s6z ettim. Hayatim
panayirlarda yemek yeme ve soda suyu i¢cme yarigsmalarina katilarak kazanan Zeke Trotter adli eski
bir arkadasim bir y1l 6nce mide agris1 igin siirekli i¢tigi viicut yag yerine yasli doktorun verdigi mide
ilactm i¢mis ve karisim dul birakmusti. Sik sik evlerine ugrardim. Karisinin bize yardim
edebilecegini diistinmiistim.

“Kadimn oturdugu kasaba 50 km uzaktaydi. I. Kasabasi’na gittim ve Bayan Trotter’t ¢amasir
teknesinde aym horoz ve aycigeklerinin bulundugu aym evde buldum. Bayan Trotter 1landaki kadina
tipatip uyuyordu diyebilirim, bir tek giizellik, yas ve mal varligi bakimindan uymuyordu, o kadar.
Ama goze hos gelen saygideger bir tipi vardi. Zeke’ nin hatirasina hiirmeten isi ona verme inceligini
gostermem gerektigini diistindiim.

“‘Bay Peters, teklif ettiginiz diirtist bir is midir?” diye sordu, ona ne istedigimizi anlattiktan sonra.

“‘Bayan Trotter,” dedim, ‘arkadasim Andy Tucker ve ben bu biiyiik iilkede 1lammiz1 goren en asagt
li¢c bin erkegin sizi ve paranizi elde edebilmek i¢in can atacagina eminiz. Bu ii¢ bin kisinin {i¢ bini de
tembel, uykucu, hayatta dikis tutturamams dolandirici, para avcisi olacaktir, emin olun.’

“‘Andy ile ben, bu serserilere bir ders vermeye karar verdik ve Biiylik Ahlaki ve Bin Yillik Kotii
Niyetli Evlilik Ajanst adi altinda bir dernek kurmadan edemedik. Simdi ikna oldunuz mu Bayan
Trotter?’

“‘Evet Bay Peters, ikna oldum,” dedi Bayan Trotter. ‘Diiriist ve ahlaki olmayan bir ise sizin zaten
girismeyeceginizi diisiinmeliydim. Ama bu iste benim gorevim ne olacak? Bu ii¢ bin serseriyi teker
teker mi reddedecegim, yoksa toptan, hepsini birden mi?’

“‘Bayan Trotter siz tam anlanmuyla bir cazibe nesnesi gorevi goreceksiniz,” dedim. ‘Sakin, giizel bir
otelde oturacak ve hicbir is yapmayacaksimz. Biitlin mektuplarla ve isin diger gerekleriyle Andy ile
ben mesgul olacagiz.’

““Tabii yol parasim goze alan baz kiistah talipliler Cairo’ya gelip sizi rahatsiz edebilirler,” dedim.
‘Boyle bir durumda onlart sille tokat disar1 atmak gibi bazi zahmetlere katlanmak zorunda
kalabilirsiniz. Otel masraflarimzin haricinde her hafta 25 dolar alacaksimz.’

“‘Bana bes dakika izin verin,” dedi Bayan Trotter ayaga kalkarken, ‘pudriyerimi alip kapimn
anahtarinm1 komsuya birakayim. Haftaligim islemeye baslayabilir.’

“Boylece Bayan Trotter’1 Cairo’ya gotiirliip Andy’yle benim karargdhimizdan epeyce uzak, namuslu
bir otele yerlestirdim. Durumu Andy’ye bildirdim.

“‘Harika,” dedi. ‘Simdi isin diiriistliigli konusunda vicdamimi rahatlattiysan, aklinda herhangi bir
siiphe kalmadiysa ise baslayalim.’

“Boylece lilke genelinde kag gazete varsa hepsine ilan vermeye basladik. Aym ilani her yerde
kullandik. Farkli ilan kullanmaya kalksaydik onca memurun kirasinin ve onca alet edevatin altindan
kalkamazdik, sonra sakiz ¢igneme sesi Posta Idaresi Miidiirii’niin canini stkmaya baslayabilirdi.

“Bayan Trotter ’1n hesabina 2.000 dolar yatirip banka defterini Bayan Trotter’a verdik, ki biri ¢ikar
da isin diirtstliigiinden siiphelenirse isin i¢inden allmmuzin akiyla siyrilabilelim. Bayan Trotter’in
diiriist ve ¢ok giivenilir biri oldugunu bildigim i¢in géziim arkada kalmadi.



“O tek 1lan sayesinde Andy ile ben gelen mektuplara cevap yazmak icin giinde on iki saatimizi
harcamak zorunda kalmustik.

“Glinde yaklasik yiiz mektup geliyordu. Memlekette geng bir dulla evlenerek parayir isletmek
zahmetine katlanabilecek bu kadar iyi insanin bulundugundan hi¢ haberim yoktu dogrusu.

“Bunlarin ¢ogu meteliksiz olduklarin, islerinden ayrildiklarim ve diinyada onlar1 anlayacak birine
rastlayamadiklarim itiraf ediyordu, ama istisnasiz hepsi kalplerinin sevgi ve sefkatle dopdolu
oldugundan ve eger talepleri kabul edilirse sevgili dullarim diinyamn en mesut kadim
yapacaklarindan emindi.

“Peters ve Tucker evlilik ajans1 hi¢cbir talibi cevapsiz birakmadi. Her birine gonderilen mektupta
giizel dulun onlarin gondermis oldugu diiriist ve ilging mektuplarindan ¢ok memnun kaldigi,
kendileriyle ilgili daha ayrintil1 bilgiler igeren baska mektuplar beklendigi ve miimkiinse bir resim
gondermelerinin 1yi olacag belirtilmisti. Ajans ayrica ikinci mektubun ilgili kisiye ulastirilmasi i¢in
komisyon olarak 2 dolar gonderilmesini bildirmeyi de ihmal etmemisti.

“Plan 1ste bu kadar basit, basit oldugu kadar da giizeldi. Taliplerin yiizde doksan ne yapip etti,
paray1 bulup bize gonderdi. Biitiin mesele bundan ibaretti. Yalmz Andy ile ben zarflar1 agip icinden
paray1 alma zahmetinden epeyce sikayet ettik.

“Baz1 talipler sahsen miiracaat ettiler. Onlar1 Bayan Trotter’a yolladik, gerisini o halletti;
halledemedigi iki ii¢ kisi de oldu, tren parasimin 6denmesini isteyen tipler gibi mesela, onlar1 da biz
hallettik. Bir hafta daha gectikten sonra giinde 200 dolar para gelmeye basladi.

“Bir giin 0gleden sonra yine haril haril c¢alisirken, yani ben iki ve bir dolarliklart puro kutusuna
tikistirmakla mesgulken ve Andy ‘Evlilik Canlar1 Calmaz Oldu’ sarkisimi 1slikla ¢alarken ufak tefek,
kurnaz goriiniiglii bir adam igeri girdi ve adeta kayip bir Gainsborough resminin pesindeymisgesine
duvarlar1 kolagan etti.

“‘Gortyorum ki bugiin epey mektup almissimz,” dedi adam.
“Uzanip sapkam aldim.

“‘Gelin benimle,” dedim adama. °‘Biz de sizi bekliyorduk. Size mallar1 gostereyim. Siz
Washington’dan ayrilirken Teddy nasildi1?’

“Onu Riverview Oteli’ne gotiirdiim ve Bayan Trotter’la tamstirdim. Sonra ona i¢inde 2 bin dolar
bulunan banka hesap ciizdanim gosterdim.

“‘Her sey yolunda gibi goriiniiyor,” dedi ajan.

““Oyle,” dedim. ‘Evli degilseniz sizi bir siire hammefendiyle gdriistiirebilirim. Sizden iki dolar
almayiz. O da miiessesemizin ikrami.’

““Tesekkiir ederim,” dedi adam. ‘Evli olmasaydim dediginizi yapardim. lyi giinler Bay Peters.’

“Uglincii aym sonunda 5.000 dolardan fazla para yapmustik. Artik isi birakmanmin zamanimn
geldigine karar verdik. Epeyce sikayet almistik, Bayan Trotter da 1yice yorulmustu. Son zamanlarda
bir siirii talip onu gormek i¢in gelmeye baslamusti, bu durum artik camm iyice sikiyordu.



“Boylece isi bitirmeye karar verdik. Bayan Trotter’1n oteline, son haftaligim verip 2.000 dolarlik
ceki almaya gittim.

“Oraya gittigimde okula gitmek istemeyen bir ¢ocuk gibi agliyordu.
““Neyiniz var boyle? Birisi size kotii bir sey mi sOyledi? Evinizi mi 6zlediniz?’

“‘Hayir Bay Peters,” dedi. ‘Higbiri degil. Size anlatacagim. Zeke’nin arkadasiydiniz, onun i¢in
aldirmiyorum. Bay Peters, ben asik oldum. Bir adama 6yle fena asik oldum ki ondan ayrilirsam
oliirim. Tam idealimdeki erkek.’

“‘Evlenin dyleyse,” dedim, ‘tabii o da size aym duygular1 besliyorsa. O da sizi aynen tarif ettiginiz
duygularla seviyor mu?’

“‘Evet, seviyor,” dedi, ‘ama o ilan i¢in gelip beni gorenlerden biri. Onun i¢in 2.000 dolar1 ona
vermeden benimle evlenmeyecek. Adi William Wilkinson.” Sonra gene hickira hickira aglamaya
basladi.

“‘Bayan Trotter,” dedim, ‘bir kadinin {iziintiisiinii benim kadar i¢inde hisseden kimse yoktur. Hem
bir zamanlar ¢ok iyi bir arkadasimin karisiydiniz. Bana kalsa hemen size bu 2.000 dolar1 verir,
idealinizdeki erkekle mesut olmamz dilerdim.’

“‘Biitcemiz de buna miisait, (;unku sizinle evlenmek isteyen siiliiklerden 5.000 dolar topladik. Ama
once Andy Tucker’a sormam lazzm. Iyi adamdir, ama isinde katidir. Bu iste yar1 yariya ortagiz. Andy
ile bir konusayim, neler yapabiliriz bir gérelim.’

“Otele doniip Andy’ye konuyu actim.

“‘Boyle bir sey bekliyordum,” dedi. ‘Bir kadinla onun duygularim ve tercihlerini ilgilendiren bir
iste calisiyorsan o isten hayir gelmez.’

““Aci1 bir sey Andy,” dedim. ‘Bir kadinin kalbinin kirilmasina neden olacagiz.’

“‘Haklisin Jeff,” dedi Andy. ‘Ne yapacagim soyleyecegim. Senin ylre8in pek yufkadir.
Fedakarliktan ¢ekinmezsin. Bense siipheci bir adamum. Bir kere de senin dedigin olsun. Git sdyle
Bayan Trotter’a, o 2.000 dolar1 bankadan alip sevdigi adama versin, mesut olsunlar.’

“Sevingle ayaga firladim ve uzun uzun Andy’nin elini siktim, sonra Bayan Trotter’a gidip miijdeyi
verdim. Daha once kederden agladig gibi bu sefer de sevingten agladi.

“Iki giin sonra Andy’yle pilimizi pirtimuz1 toplayip gitmeye hazirlandik.

“‘Gitmeden Once Bayan Trotter’a ugrayip veda etmek istemez misin?’ diye sordum. ‘Seninle
tanismaktan ve sana minnettarligim ifade etmekten memnun olacaktir.’

““Yok istemem,” dedi Andy. ‘Acele edip trene yetissek daha 1yi olur.’

“Trende oturup kazancimuzi sayarken Andy cebinden bir siirii yiizlilkk dolar ¢ikarip bunu da
digerlerinin yamna koymamu istedi.

“‘Budane?’ dedim.



“‘Bayan Trotter’1n iki bini,” dedi Andy.

“‘Peki sende ne ar1yor bu para?’ diye sordum.

“‘Bana verdi,” dedi Andy. ‘Bir aydan beri haftada ii¢ giin onu ziyaret ediyordum.’
“‘Demek William Wilkinson sendin.’

“‘Evet, bendim,” dedi Andy.”



CIFTLIK SAHIBESI MADAM BO-PEEP

“Ellen Teyze,” dedi Octavia neseli bir sesle, oglak derisi eldivenlerini pencerenin oniinde oturan
vakur Iran kedisine dogru firlatirken, “Cok fakir biriyim ben.”

Ellen Teyze basimt gazetesinden kaldirdi ve yumusak bir sesle, “Asirt ifadeler kullanmaya cok
meraklisin Octaviacigim,” dedi. “Sekerleme almak i¢in bozuk paraya ihtiyacin varsa eger, clizdanim
yazi masasinin ¢ekmecesinde.”

Octavia Beaupree sapkasim c¢ikardi, teyzesinin koltugunun yamndaki tabureye oturdu ve ellerini
dizlerinin Oniinde birlestirdi. Modaya uygun bir yas elbisesi i¢indeki ince ve kivrak bedeni bu zor
oturus bi¢imine rahatca uydu. Yasama sevgisiyle dolu 151l 1511 gozleri ve parlak, geng yiizi, icinde
bulundugu durumun gerektirdigi ciddiyete alismaya calisiyor gibiydi.

“Benim sevgili teyzem, konu sekerleme degil; hazir elbiseler, bit pazarindan alinan eldivenler ve
belki de bir an 6nce yemek yemek icin a¢ kurtlar gibi saatin biri vurmasim sabirsizca beklemelerle
kendini hissettirecek olan sefil, sinsi bakisli, sevimsiz yoksulluk. Avukatimin yamndan geliyorum
teyzecigim, ‘Allah rizas1 i¢gin madam, a¢im. Cicek ister misiniz hammefendi? Cebinize ¢icek ister
misiniz bayim? Ucii bes sente kalemler satiyorum efendim, yoksul dula yardim edin!’ Nasil, iyi
yapabiliyor muyum teyzecigim, yoksa aldigim giizel konusma dersleri ekmek parami kazanmamda bir
ise yaramaz m?”

Ellen Teyze gazetesini yere birakarak, “Biraz ciddi ol yavrucugum,” dedi, “ne demek istedigini
anlatmak 1¢in bu kadar dolastirma lafi. Albay Beaupree’nin mirasi...”

Octavia kelimelerini uygun dramatik hareketlerle daha da vurgulayarak: “Albay Beaupree’nin
miras1 Ispanyol satolar1 gibi. Albayin gelir kaynaklarini riizgar almus gdtiirmiis, hisselerini sel alms,
geriye gelir falan da kalmamus. ifadem gerci, bir saatten beri dinlemekte oldugum hukuki terimlerin
teknik tarzim pek yansitmiyor, ama terciime edilince aym anlam ¢ikiyor ortaya.”

“Octavia!” Ellen Teyze’nin bu sefer hayretler i¢inde oldugu belli oluyordu. “Inamlir gibi degil.
Milyoner gibi bir havasi vardi ama. Ustelik onu bizimle De Peysterler tamstirmisti!”

Octavia bir kahkaha att1, sonra tam bir hiizne boguldu.

“Koca bir sifir teyzecigim, geriye hicbir sey kalmamus. Vay Albay vay, ne altin madeniymis ama!
Ben pazarlikta iizerime diiseni yaptim, biitiin mallar tek parca halinde burada: Gozlerim, el ve ayak
parmaklarim, gencligim, kokli bir aile ve sozlesmedeki sarta uygun olarak sosyetedeki tartisma
gotiirmez yerim; s0zlesmeye aykirt higbir sey yok.” Octavia sabah gazetesini yerden aldi. “Ama ben
‘kendini yiyip bitirenler’den olmayacagim; oyunu kaybettikleri zaman talihlerine kizanlara Oyle
denirdi, degil mi?” Gazetenin sayfalarim sakin sakin ¢evirdi. “‘Borsa haberleri’ artik beni
ilgilendirmez. ‘Sosyete haberleri’ de geride kaldi. Iste beni ilgilendiren siitun, eleman arayanlar
stitunu. Bir Van Dresser’in herhangi bir seyi ‘aradigl’ olmamustir tabii. ‘Oda hizmetgileri, as¢ilar,
stenograflar...””

“Camim,” dedi Fllen Teyze sesi hafifce titreyerek, “ne olur boyle konusma. Durumun pek i1yi olmasa
bile benim ii¢ bin dolarim...”

Octavia yerinden yay gibi firlad1 ve ufak tefek, titiz yaratilisli yasli kizin narin yanagina esasli bir



opiiciik kondurdu.

“Benim bir tanecik teyzecigim, ii¢ bin dolarin senin katkisiz Cin ¢ayr i¢meni, Iran kedinin sterilize
krema yemesini saglamaya yeter ancak. Beni seve seve yanminda barindiracagim biliyorum, ama yine
de Peri gibi kap1 dibinde miizik dinleyecegime, Iblis gibi cehennemin dibini boylamay: tercih ederim.
Hayatimi kendim kazanacagim, yapilacak bagka bir sey yok. Ben bir —ah, ah, ah!- az kalsin
unutuyordum. Batan gemiden kurtulan bir sey var. Bir hara, yo bir ciftlik, neredeydi, hah Teksas’ta;
aziz dostumuz Bay Bannister’1n gayri menkul diye tabir ettigi bir ciftlik. Zavalli adam, ipotek altinda
bulunmayan yegane miilkii bana gostermekten ne biiyilk bir memnunluk duymustu! Biirosundan
ayrilirken elime tutusturdugu o kagitlardan birinde bu ¢iftlikle ilgili bir seyler yaziyordu. Bakayim su
kagida nerede.”

Octavia aligveris ¢antasint buldu, i¢inden daktiloda yazilmis bir siirii evrakla dolu uzun bir zart
cikardi.

“Teksas’ta bir ¢iftlik,” dedi Ellen Teyze i¢ini ¢ekerek. “Bu bana bir gayri menkulden ¢ok bir borg
gibi goriiniiyor. Ciyanlarin, Ispanyol dansinin ve kovboylarin da en bol oldugu yerdir orasi.”

Octavia uguk eflatun rengi daktilo yazisindan okumaya basladi: “Rancho de las Sombras, San
Antonio’nun yiiz elli kilometre giineydogusunda ve civardaki en yakin tren istasyonu olan Nopal tren
istasyonundan elli kilometre uzaktadir. Ciftlik, Teksas Eyaleti’nden onay1 alinnmuis 30.000 doniimliik
sulak arazi ile bir kismm yillik icar altinda bulunan, bir kismu da yirmi yillik kamu isletme kanunu
hiikiimleri ¢ercevesinde satin alinnmus yirmi iki parselden, baska bir ifadeyle 56.000 doniim topraktan
ibarettir. Ciftlikte sekiz bin cins merinos koyunu ile gerekli atlar, arabalar, araglar ve genel c¢iftlik
gerecleri bulunmaktadir. Ciftlik evi, iklim sartlarina uygun olarak insa edilmis alt1 odali kagir bir
yapidir. Ciftlige ait biitiin arazi dikenli tellerle ¢evrilidir.

.....

ithmalkarlik ve kotli yonetim yiiziinden harabeye doniisebilecek olan ¢iftligi hizla kar getirir hale
sokmustur.

“Bu ¢iftlik Albay Beaupree .taraﬁndan Bat1 sulama sendikasindan bir anlagma sonucu satin alinmis
olup adina yarasir bir yerdir. Iyi bir yonetim ve gayri menkul fiyatlarimn zaman igindeki dogal artisi
sayesinde bu ciftligin sahibine ileride biiyiik bir servet getirecegi simdiden soylenebilir.”

Octavia okumasim bitirince Ellen Teyze nefesinin izin verdigince kuvvetle i¢ gecirdi.

Iflah olmaz bir biiyiik sehirli siipheciligiyle, “Ama evrakta ne ¢iyanlardan sdz ediliyor ne de
Kizilderililerden. Sonra sen koyun etini hi¢ sevmezsin, Octavia. Bu... bu ¢dlden nasil bir kazancin
olacak anlayamiyorum dogrusu.”

Octavia ise kendinden ge¢misti. Gozleri uzaklara sabitlenmis bir seyler diisiiniiyordu. Dudaklar1
aralanmus, yiizii bir kasifin heyecam, bir macera tutkununun tutusturucu, sonmez atesiyle
aydinlanmisti. Birden biiyiik bir sevingle ellerini ¢irpti.

“Mesele kendiliginden halloldu teyzecigim,” diye bagirdi. “Bu ciftlige gidiyorum. Orada
yasayacagim. Koyun etini sevmesini 0grenecegim, hatta ¢iyanlara alismaya bile calisacagim, tabii
belli bir mesafeyi koruyarak. Bu tam da aradigim sey. Eski hayatim sona ererken 6niimde yepyeni bir
hayat belirdi. Bu bir ferahlama teyzecigim, daralma degil. Ugsuz bucaksiz kirlarda dortnala kosan



atlar1, riizgarin saglar1 kokiinden koparircasina savurusunu, toprakla i¢ ige yasamayi, otlarin ve adi
sam belli olmayan sayisiz yaban ¢igeklerinin biiylime evrelerini yeniden 68renmeyi bir diisiin! Bu tek
kelimeyle harika bir sey. Elinde degnekle kurtlar1 koyunlardan uzak tutan, sehirli 151 sapka giyen bir
koyun ¢oban1 mu olacagim, yoksa pazar gazetelerinde resimleri ¢ikan, kisa sagli tam bir Batil1 ¢iftlik
kiz1 mu? Galiba ikincisi. Tek elle 6ldiirdiigiim yaban kedileri attmin terkisinden sallamrkenki halimle
cekilmig resimler de olacak. ‘Azmin Zaferi’ diye basliklar atacaklar ve eski Van Dresser konag ile
benim evlendigim kilisenin resimlerini basacaklar. Resmimi c¢ekmeyecekler, bir ressama
cizdirecekler. Yabani ve yapagili bir hayatim olacak ve yapagilarini ¢ikaracagim koyunlar1 kendim
yetistirecegim.”

Ellen Teyze biitiin itirazlarin tek bir kelime ic¢ine tikistirarak, “Octavia!” dedi.

“Hig itiraz etme teyzecigim. Gidiyorum. Geceleri mehtabin bakir bir tepsi gibi diinyamn iizerine
cokiisiinii seyredecegim ve cocuklugumdan beri kendileriyle tek kelime konusmadigim yildizlarla
yeniden arkadas olacagim. Oraya gitmek istiyorum. Burada yasadifim hayattan biktim artik.
Meteliksiz kaldigima cok seviniyorum. Birakti§i bu ¢iftlikten otiirli Albay Beaupree’yi siikranla
aniyor ve soyledigi biitliin o yalanlar1 bagisliyorum. Hayatim ¢etin ve yalmz gegecekmis, gecsin ne
cikar! Bunu... bunu hak ettim zaten. Yiiregimi o sefil tutkudan baska her seye kapadim. Ben, ah, gitmek
istiyorum ve unutmak, unutmak istiyorum!”

Octavia ansizin dizlerinin ustiine ¢oktii, alev alev yanan yiiziinii teyzesinin kucagina koydu ve
hickiriklara boguldu.

Ellen Teyze, Octavia’nin iizerine egildi, onun bakir rengine calan kahverengi saglarim hafifce
oksadi.

Yumusak bir sesle, “Bunu bilmiyordum,” dedi Ellen Teyze. “Hi¢ haberim yoktu bundan. Kim bu
sOziinii ettigin adam camm?”

Bayan Octavia Beaupree (kizlik adiyla Van Dresser) Nopal’den trenden inince davranislarinin
belirgin bir 6zelligi olan o katiyeti bir an ic¢in kaybetti. Burasi yakin zamanlarda kurulmus bir
yerlesim yeriydi; temizlenmemis keresteler ve yelken bezlerinden alelacele kurulmus bir kasaba
izlenimi birakiyordu. Istasyon ¢evresinde toplannus olan halkin her ne kadar saldirgan bir griiniimii

yoktuysa da, sert davraniglara alisik ve buna her an hazir bulunan vatandaslardan meydana geldigi
belliydi.

Octavia peronda, telgrafthanenin oniinde durarak agir adimlarla miskin miskin gezinen insanlar
arasindan Rancho de las Sombras’in idarecisini sezgisiyle bulup ¢ikarmaya calisiyordu, zira Bay
Bannister daha once ¢iftlik idarecisine Bayan Octavia’yr karsilamasim soylemisti. Su ilerideki mavi
gomlekli, beyaz kravatli, uzun boylu ve ciddi goriiniislii yasli adam olabilir diye diisiindii Octavia.
Ama yok, adam bakislarim Giineyli adetlerine uygun bir bigimde, Octavia’mn kendisine sabitlenen
bakislarindan kagirarak yanindan gecip gitti. Bekletildigi icin cam sikilan Octavia ¢iftlik idarecisinin
kendisini bulmakta gii¢liik ¢ekmeyecegini diislinliyordu. Son moda kiil rengi yolculuk elbisesi giymis
gen¢ hammmlar ¢ok degildi Nopal’de!

Idareciye benzeyen herkesi bdyle diisiinceli bir ifadeyle siizen Octavia birden hayretten solugu
kesilerek peronda trene dogru gelen Teddy Westlake’1 (Teddy Westlake’1 ya da onun sevyot elbise,
cizme ve kovboy sapkasi giymis, yagiz hayaletini) gordii. Bu Teddy, son kez bir y1l 6nce gordiigii dort



dortliik sporcu, polo sampiyonu olmasina ramak kalmis Theodore Westlake Jr.’dan ¢ok daha
baskaydi. Eskisinden daha yapili, daha bir kendinden emin, kisiligi daha bir oturmus ve daha kararl
bir Teddy’ydi bu.

Teddy de hemen hemen aym anda Octavia’yr gérmiis ve hemen yolunu degistirerek o eski, samimi
tavriyla yanmna gelmisti. Teddy’deki bu tuhaf degisimi daha yakindan goriince Octavia adeta husu
icinde kalir gibi oldu. Teddy’nin giinesten yagizlasmis kanli canli ytiziiniin koyu rengi, saman sarisi
biyiklarimin ve ¢elik mavisi gozlerinin rengini daha bir belirgin kiliyordu. Teddy daha bir bliylimiis
ve sanki kendisine daha bir uzak duruyormus gibiydi. Ama konusunca eski ¢ocuksu Teddy yine geri
geldi. Octavia ile ikisi ¢ocukluk arkadasiydilar.

Saskinlig aklina iistiin gelen Teddy, “Tave! Nasil... niye.... ne zaman... nereye?” diye sagma sapan
laflar etti.

Octavia, “Trenle... zorunluluktan... on dakika once... evime,” dedi. “Cok degismissin Teddy. Simdi
de sira sende: Nasil... niye... ne zaman... nerede?”

“Burada ¢alisiyorum,” dedi Teddy. Bir yandan yan gozle trene dogru bakarken bir yandan da
Octavia’yla konusuyordu ve tipki gorev icabi nazik olmaya calisanlara benziyordu bu haliyle.

“Kivircik kir sagli, bohgalar1 ve kanisiyle beraber iki kisilik yer zaptetmis, kondiiktérle atisan yasl
bir hamma rastladin m1 acaba trende?” diye sordu.

Octavia biraz diisiindiikten sonra, “Galiba rastlamadim,” dedi. “Ya sen irtyar1, kir biyikli, mavi
gomlekli, belinde altipatlar1 olan, saglarina koyun yiinii takilmus bir adama rastladin mm?”

“Istemedigin kadar,” dedi Teddy ¢ildirnus gibi bir ifadeyle. “Tamidigin bdyle biri mi var?”
“Yo, uydurdum. Peki senin o tarif ettigin yasli hammla kisisel bir iliskin mi var?”

“Omriimde gormedim dyle birini. Ben de tamamiyla kafamdan uydurdum onu. Ekmegimi kazandigim
ciftligin, Rancho de las Sombras’in sahibidir de kendisi. Avukattan aldigim talimat iizerine onu
karsilamaya geldim buraya.”

Octavia telgrathanenin duvarina yaslandi. Boyle bir sey miimkiin miiydii? Teddy durumdan
haberdar degil miydi yani?

“Ciftligin idarecisi sen misin?” diye sordu Octavia duyulur duyulmaz bir sesle.
“Benim,” dedi Teddy gururla.

Octavia hafifce, “Bayan Beaupree benim,” dedi. “Yalmz sagimin kivircik olmasi imkansiz, ayrica
kondiiktore de nazik davrandim.”

Bir an i¢in Teddy’nin yiiziinde o tuhaf, biiylimiis ifade tekrar belirdi ve onu Octavia’mn yanmindan
kilometrelerce oteye tasidi.

“Beni mazur gorecegini umarim,” dedi Teddy biraz beceriksizce. “Bir yildan beri kirlarda
yasadigim i¢in haberim olmadi. Bagaj biletlerini rica edeyim, esyam arabaya yiikleteyim. Egyalarim
Jose gotiirlir. Biz de binek arabasiyla gideriz.”



Bir ¢ift giiclii, yerinde duramayan krem renkli Ispanyol atimn gektigi tiiy gibi hafif iki kisilik binek
arabasinda Teddy’nin yaninda oturan Octavia o amin tadim 1yice ¢ikarabilmek icin kafasindaki biitiin
diisiinceleri uzaklastirdi. Kii¢iik kasabadan hizla ciktilar ve giineye dogru uzanan toprak yolda
ilerlemeye basladilar. Toprak yol ¢ok gegmeden daraldi, yavas yavas yok oldu ve doseli bir hal1 gibi
dalga dalga yoncalarla ortiilii ugsuz bucaksiz bir arazide yol almaya basladilar. Tekerlekler ses
cikarmadan doniiyordu. Yorgunluk nedir bilmeyen atlar araliksiz bir bigimde dortnala kosuyordu.
Binlerce doniimii kaplayan mavili sarili yabani ¢iceklerin hos kokusunu tasiyan yumusak riizgar
muhtesem bir timyla kulaklarinda ugulduyordu. Havada siiziiliiyor gibiydiler, insam1 kendinden
geciren bir seydi bu ve heyecan verici bu anlarin ardi arkasi kesilmiyordu. Octavia maddi ve manevi
bir mutluluk i¢inde hi¢ konusmadan oturuyordu. Teddy’nin ise kafasim kurcalayan birtakim
meselelerle cebellesir gibi bir hali vardi.

“Bundan sonra sana madam diyecegim,” dedi Teddy bu zihinsel ¢abalarimin bir sonucu olarak.
“Meksikalilar da sana boyle hitap edeceklerdir. Biliyor musun bilmiyorum, ama ciftlikte yasayanlarin
hemen hepsi Meksikalidir. “‘Madam’ benim i¢in de uygun bir hitap sekli olacak gibi goriiniiyor.”

Octavia resmi bir tavirla, “Cok dogru Bay Westlake,” dedi.
“Bu da ¢ok abartil1 olmadi m?” dedi Teddy, Octavia’mn hitap sekli karsisinda afallamus bir halde.

“Sagma sapan hitap sekilleriyle canimi sikma o zaman. Ilk kez yasadigimu hissetmeye basladim.
Bana sakin yapmacikli seyleri hatirlatayim deme. Ah, su hava sise i¢ine doldurulup saklanabilseydi
keske! Sirf havasi i¢in bile buraya gelmeye deger. A, bak, bak, bir geyik!”

Teddy basim ¢evirmeden, “Tavsan o,” dedi.

“Ben... acaba ben sey... arabay1 biraz da ben siirebilir miyim?” diye sordu Octavia nefes nefese,
yanaklar1 al al olmustu, gézleri kii¢lik bir cocugunki gibi hevesle bakiyordu.

“Bir sartla, ben de bir puro igersem, i¢ebilir miyim?”’

Octavia, “Istedigin kadar!” diye haykird: ve biiyiik bir sevingle dizginleri eline ald1. “Peki ne yana
dogru gidecegimizi nereden bilecegim?”’

“Gliney-glineydogu rotasim bozma ve dosdogru ileri git! Ufukta, su en algaktaki beyaz bulutun
altindaki kara lekeyi goriiyor musun? O leke bir mese kiimesi, onu nirengi noktasi al kendine. Rotayi
o mese kiimesi ile soldaki tepe arasina dogru tut. Bu arada ben de sana Teksas kirlarinda araba
sirmenin pif noktalarim anlatayim: Dizginleri hayvanlarin ayaklarina dolanmasin diye asagida
tutmayacaksin, sonra sik sik kiifrii basacaksin atlara.”

“Kiiftir edemeyecek kadar mutluyum su anda Ted. Ufacik bir binek arabasiyla bir ¢ift beygir ve
boyle bir bahar sabahi insam1 mutlu etmeye yeterken insanlar yat satin almaktan veya saray
arabalarinda dolasmaktan ne anliyorlar sanki?”

Arabanin ¢amurlugu tistiinde purosunu yakabilmek i¢in kibrit {istiine kibrit cakan Teddy, “Senden
bir daha bu atlara beygir dememeni rica ediyorum. Bu gordiigiin atlar giiniin dogusuyla batis1 arasinda
bana misin demeden yiiz mil yaparlar. Bunlar safkan Ispanyol ati.” Teddy iki avucu arasina aldig
kibrit alevinde nihayet purosunu yakabilmisti.

“Enginlik!” dedi Octavia heyecanla. “Bu etkiyi yaratan iste bu alabildigine uzanan topraklar. Ben ne



istedigimi biliyorum artik: Enginlik, u¢suz bucaksiz topraklar, ferah yerler!”

“Ben de binek arabasinda giderken puro tiittirmeye bayiliyorum,” dedi Teddy duygusalliktan uzak
bir ifadeyle. “Riizgir dumam kendiliginden insamin cigerlerine sokup ¢ikariyor, boylece duman
tittiirtirken yorulmuyorsun.”

Her ikisi de kendilerini eski giinlerdeki o dostluk havasina dyle dogal bir bigimde kaptirmisti ki
yeni iligkilerinin yarattig1 yabancilig pek az hisseder olmuslardi.

Teddy merakla, “Madam,” dedi, “ayagim oralardan kesip buralara gelmek nereden aklina geldi?
Sosyetede Newport’a gitme modasi bitti de koyun ciftliklerine gitme modasi nu basladi?”

Ispanyol hanceri diye bilinen dikenli bir ¢al1 kiimesiyle bir maki kiimesi arasindan kazasiz belasiz
gecebilmek i¢in biitiin dikkatini arabayi idare etmeye vermis olan Octavia, “Bu ¢iftlikten baska hi¢bir
miilkiim kalmadi, hatta bundan baska basimu sokabilecegim bir evim bile yok,” dedi sevimli bir
ifadeyle.

Teddy, "Hadi camim,” dedi, inanmayan, ama merakli bir ifadeyle, “saka yapiyorsun, sahi mi
yoksa?”

Octavia, “Kocam,” dedi (“kocam” kelimesini utancindan agzinda geveleyerek soylemisti), “ii¢ ay
once Oldiglii zaman bana diinya nimetlerinden fazlasiyla yararlanmamm saglayacak bir servet
biraktigin1 zannediyordum. Avukati altmis dakika siiren bir konusmada tek tek verdigi orneklerle bu
beklentilerimi suya diisiirdii. Ben de umudu koyunlara bagladim. Peki Manhattanli parlak
delikanlilarin polo oyunlariyla kuliip ortamlarinda boy gostermekten vazgecerek koyun ¢iftliklerinde
idareci olmalar1 nasil bir modamn eseridir acaba biliyor musun?”

“Durumumun agiklamasi basit,” dedi Teddy hemen. “Mutlaka bir ise girmem gerekiyordu. New
York’ta ev kiramu 6deyemiyordum, bu ylizden yasli Sandford’a damisttim. Bay Sandford, Albay
Beaupree satin almadan once ¢iftligin sahibi olan sendikanin iiyelerinden biriydi. Ciftlikteki is1 o
buldu bana. Onceleri idareci degildim. Ciftlik idaresini dgrenene kadar atlarla uzun siire hasir nesir
olmam ve isin girdisiyle ciktistyla ugrasmam gerekti. Ciftligin neden para getirmedigini, bu
nedenlerin nasil ortadan kaldirilabilecegini 1yice arastirdim ve kendimce bir sonuca vardim. Bunun
tizerine Sandford beni idareci yapti. Ayda yiiz dolar aliyorum ve aldigim parayr hak ediyorum.”

Octavia giillimseyerek, “Zavalli1 Teddy!” dedi.

“Ne zavallisi. Aksine hosuma gidiyor bu is benim. Maasimin yarisin yiyor, yarisim biriktiriyorum,
bu konuda hi¢ taviz vermedim bugiine kadar. Ciftlik idare etmek polo oynamaktan daha zevkli.”

“Ciftlik medeniyet diinyasindan kovulmus ikinci bir kisinin ekmegini, cayim, recelini de
saglayabilecek mi bari?”

“llkbaharda kirkilan koyunlardan elde edilen yiiniin sagladigi kazangla c¢iftligin gecen seneki
giderlerini ancak halledebildik,” dedi ¢iftlik idarecisi. “Bu c¢iftlikte daha diine kadar israf ve
Ozensizlikten ge¢ilmiyordu. Giiz kirkimindan, biitiin harcamalar ¢iktiktan sonra ufak bir kar kalacak
elimizde. Recel de seneye kalacak artik.”

Atlar 6gleden sonra saat dort sularinda calilarla ortiilii ufak bir tepeyi dolanip da krem rengi iki
firtina bulutu gibi Rancho de las Sombras’a dogru hamle ettikleri sirada, Octavia hafif bir seving



c1glig atti. Muhtesem bir mese korusu biiyiik bir alana serin bir gblgelik sagliyordu, ¢iftlik de “de las
Sombras” yani “g6lgelik” adim da buradan almisti zaten. Tek katli, kirmiz1 tugladan yapilmus algak
catil1 ev, agaclarin altina uzunlamasina kurulmustu. Evin tam orta yerinde, alt1

odasin ticli bir tarafta, licii de Obiir tarafta kalacak sekilde ikiye ayiran kemerli genis bir gecit
bulunuyordu ve bu gecit tablo kadar giizel ¢icekler, kaktiisler, kemerlerden sarkan kirmizi saksilarla
susliiydii. Evi ¢epecevre algak ve genis bir “veranda” kusatiyordu. Bu verandaya sarmasiklar
dolanmisti. Verandamn c¢evresindeki topraga da baska yerden getirilmis bitkiler dikilmisti. Evin
gerisinde dar ve uzun bir gol, giines 1sinlar1 altinda piril piril parliyordu. Daha 6tede Meksikali
iscilerin barakalari, agillar, ylin depolar1 ve koyun kirkma agillar1 goriiliiyordu. Sag tarafta yer yer
leke gibi duran makilerle oOrtiilii tepecikler vardi. Solda ise ugsuz bucaksiz, yemyesil kirlar ufukta
goglin mavisiyle birlesiyordu.

Octavia solugu kesilmis bir halde, “Iste yuva diye buna derler Teddy,” dedi. “Yuva diye buna
derler.”

Teddy alttan alir gibi yapip gururlandigim belli ederek, “Bir koyun c¢iftligi olarak fena sayilmaz,”
dedi. “Zaman bulduk¢a bir seyler yapmaya calistik iste.”

Otlarin arasindan gen¢ bir Meksikali oglan firladi ve atlar1 devraldi. Ev sahibesiyle ciftlik
idarecisi eve girdi.

Eli yiizii tertemiz yaslica bir kadin onlar1 karsilamak iizere verandaya ¢ikti. “Bu Bayan MaclIntyre,”
dedi Teddy. “Bayan Mac, iste patronunuz. Yolculuktan sonra biitiin bir domuz pastirmasi pargasiyla
bir tabak fasulye yemek isteyecektir samrim.”

En az mese korusu kadar ¢iftligin bir parcasi haline gelmis olan kdhya kadin MaclIntyre, Teddy’nin,
ciftlik evinde sanki bir yolculuktan sonra insana ikram edilecek baska bir sey yokmus gibi domuz
pastirmas1 ve fasulyeden s6z edisini tatli bir 6fkeyle karsilayip tam cevap verecegi sirada araya
Octavia girdi.

“Ah Bayan Maclntyre, siz Teddy’nin kusuruna bakmayin. Evet ona Teddy derim ben. Kendisini
ciddiye aldiracak kadar gozlerimi boyayamadig herkes de onu bu isimle ¢agirir. Yillar 6nce onunla
kagittan bebekler yapar, ¢elik gomak oynardik. Kimse aldiris etmez onun sdylediklerine.”

“Dogru, ona kimse aldiris etmez,” dedi Teddy. “Onun i¢in o da bir daha boyle yapmaz.”

Octavia kisik gozlerle Teddy’ye yan yan bakti. Onun bu bakisina Teddy aparkat adini takmusti.
Octavia ona boyle bakmusti, ama Teddy’nin giineste bronzlasmis yiiziinde herhangi bir imada
bulunduguna dair en ufak bir isaret bile yoktu. ‘Teddy’nin her seyi unuttuguna siiphe yok,” diye
diistindii Octavia.

Bayan MaclIntyre, Octavia’y1 odasina gotiiriirken, “Bay Westlake sakay1 ¢ok sever,” dedi. Sonra da,
“Ama ciddi konustugu zaman burada herkes onun dediklerine kulak verir genellikle. O olmasa buranin
hali ne olurdu kim bilir,” diye ekledi sadik bir tavirla.

Evin doguya bakan ucundaki iki oda c¢iftligin sahibesine ayrilmisti. Bu odalara girip de
ciplakliklarinmi, mobilyamn azligim goriince biraz hayal kirikligina ugrar gibi oldu Octavia. Ancak
hemen ardindan bu bolgenin yar1 tropikal bir iklimi oldugunu diisiinerek odalarin iklime uygun



désendigi sonucuna vardi ve begendi. Biiylik pencerelerin panjurlari ¢ikarilmis, yerlerine jaluziler
takilmusti. Jaluzilerin genis araliklarindan iceri giren meltem beyaz perdeleri dalgalandiriyordu. Yere
kilimler dosenmisti. Sogiit agacindan yapilmus oylumlu koltuklarin g¢ekici bir goriiniisii vardi;
duvarlarsa agik yesil renkli duvar kagitlariyla kaplanmisti. Octavia’nin oturma odasinin bir duvarinda
boydan boya tesviyelenmis boyasiz camdan yapilma raflar vardi ve bu raflar tika basa kitapla
doluydu. Octavia hemen kitaplara ydneldi. Oniinde se¢me kitaplarla dolu bir kitaplik duruyordu.
Daha iizerlerindeki matbaa miirekkebi kurumamus hikdye ve gezi kitaplarinin bazilarimin adlarina
g0zl ilisti.

O anda sadece koyunlarla ¢iyanlarin egemen oldugu mahrumiyet bolgesi gibi bir yerde oldugunu
hatirlayan Octavia karsilastigt bu liiksten Otlirii sasirdi ve kadinlara 6zgii bir merakla birinci
sayfalarina baka baka kitaplar1 tek tek elden gegirmeye basladi. Her kitabin bas tarafindaki bos
sayfada islek bir el yazisiyla yazilmus Theodore Westlake, Jr. ad1 vardi.

Yaptig1 uzun yolculuktan yorulmus olan Octavia gece erkenden odasina cekildi. Bembeyaz, serin
yatagina uzanarak keyfini c¢ikara ¢ikara dinlendi, ama uzun siire goziine uyku girmedi. Yetilerini
tetikte tutan, uzaktan uzaga gelen sesleri, cakallarin kulak tirmalayici ulumalarim, riizgarin hig
kesilmeyen algak sesli senfonisini, goliin ¢cevresindeki kurbagalarin bas seslerini ve Meksikalilarin
kaldiklar1 yerden bir agit gibi duyulan akordeon nagmelerini dinledi. Yiiregi zit duygularla doluydu:
Minnet duygusu ile isyan duygusu, huzur ile huzursuzluk, yalmzlik ile bir ¢esit koruyucu sevgi ve
mutluluk ile kapanmamus, eski bir yaramn s1zisi.

Octavia her kadinin yapacag seyi yapti, kurtulusu, nedeni belirsiz sel gibi bosanan gézyaslarinda
aradi ve her seyi silen uyku gozlerini yavas yavas, oksayarak kapatirken kendi kendine mirildandig
son sozleri, “Unutmus,” oldu.

Rancho de las Sombras’in idarecisi isinde hi¢ de acemi sayilmazdi. Gemisini ¢ok 1y1 yiiriiten bir
“kaptan”d1 o. Ev halki uyanmadan sabah erkenden kalkar, atina atlar ve siiriilerle kamp yerlerini
dolasirdi. Bu is aslinda tavir ve hareketleriyle bir prensi andiran Meksikal1 bas kdhyamn goreviydi,
ama anlasilan Teddy her seyden c¢ok kendi gozlerine giiveniyordu. Islerin yogun oldugu mevsimler
disindaki donemlerde Teddy c¢iftlige en gec saat sekize kadar doner ve orta holdeki kiigiik masada
kahvaltiya oturmus olan Octavia ile Bayan Maclntyre’a kir havasimin saglik dolu kokusuyla
canlandirict serinligini de beraberinde getirirdi.

Octavia’mn ¢iftlige gelisinden birkag¢ giin sonra Teddy ona binici etekliklerinden birini ¢ikarttirdi
ve makilere takilmamasim saglayacak kadar kisaltti.

Octavia biraz mirin kirin edip direndikten sonra etekligi ve Teddy’ nin gerekli gérdiigii ¢izmeleri
giymeye razi oldu ve yerinde duramayan bir ata binerek onunla birlikte miilkiinii gezmeye ¢ikti. Teddy
ona her seyi gosterdi, kuzulari, koyun stiriilerini, koyunlar1 dezenfekte etmede kullamlan i¢i ilag dolu
daldirma teknelerini, koyun kirkma ahirlarim, otlara istahla saldiran merinos koglarim, yaz
kurakligina karsi1 hazir bulundurulan su tanklarim, hepsini gosterdi ve bunlar1 gosterirken hig
eksilmeyen ¢ocuksu bir hevesle nasil idareci oldugunu anlatti ona.

Octavia’mn o kadar 1yi tamdig o eski Teddy neredeydi simdi? Teddy’nin ¢ocuksu yani eskisi gibi
kalmisti, Octavia’nin hosuna giden de onun bu yamydi, ama Octavia’min su ana kadar gordiigii
kadariyla eski Teddy’den de kala kala sadece bu 6zelligi kalmus gibiydi. Peki onun eski duygusallig
(her an degisen o coskulu asik yaratilisi, hayallerle dolu, Donkisotvari sadakati, ylirek paralayici



kederli tavirlari, o tuhaf sefkati ve kibirli gururu) neredeydi? Eskiden son derece duygulu bir insand1
Teddy, hatta bir sanatc1 yaratiligina sahip oldugu bile sdylenebilirdi. Onun moday1 ve sporu yakindan
takip eden biri oldugu kadar, zevkleri son derece gelismis bir insan oldugunu da ¢ok 1yi biliyordu
Octavia. Bir seyler yazmus, resim yapmus, cesitli sanat dallariyla ugrasmus bir insandi ve bir
keresinde biitiin duygu ve umutlarimt Octavia’ya anlatmisti. Halbuki simdi (Octavia ister istemez bu
sonuca vartyordu) Teddy aralarinda olup biten her seyi unutmus ve affetmis neseli bir arkadas ve
Rancho de las Sombras’in idarecisi 6zelliginin disinda, 6teki biitiin yanlarim Octavia’ya kapamus
bulunuyordu. Tuhaftir, her nedense Bay Bannister’in ¢iftligi tarif ederken kullandig kelimeler aklina
geliyordu Octavia’nin: “Ciftlik dikenli tellerle ¢evrilidir.”

Octavia, “Teddy de dikenli tellerle ¢evrili,” dedi kendi kendine.

Onun kendini bu sekilde kapatmasinin nedenini anlamak hi¢ de giic degildi Octavia i¢in. Bunun
kokleri Hammersmithlerin verdigi baloya kadar uzamyordu. Hammersmithlerin verdigi balo,
Octavia’mn, Albay Beaupree’yi ve milyonlarim, kendi giizelligi ve sosyetedeki konumuna karsilik
gelen milyonlar1 kabul etmeye karar vermesinden kisa bir zaman sonrasina rastlamisti. O gece Teddy
biitiin fevriligiyle, biitiin atesliligiyle Octavia’ya evlenme teklif etmis, Octavia da onun gozlerinin
icine bakarak soguk ve kesin bir dille, “Bir daha agzindan boyle sagmaliklar duymayayim,” demisti.
Teddy de, “Asla duymayacaksin,” demisti dudak kivrimlarinda o zamana kadar hi¢ goriilmemis bir
ifadeyle ve iste sonunda dikenli tellerle oriilii saglam bir ¢itin i¢ine hapsetmisti kendini.

Octavia ile birlikte at binerek ¢iftligi teftise ¢iktiklar ilk giin Teddy’nin aklina Octavia’ya “Bo-
peep” adinmi takmak geldi; Mother Goose’daki kadin kahramanin adin1 ona hatirlatan ses benzerligi
dolayisiyla “Beaupree”, Octavia’min soyadi olmustu. Teddy aklina geleni hemen uygulayarak
Octavia’ya bu adi takti ve bir daha da agzindan hi¢ diistirmedi. Ciftlikteki Meksikalilar da bu adi
benimsediler ve “Bo-peep”in sonundaki “p” harfini tek basina telaffuz edemedikleri i¢in sonuna bir
“1” harfi ekleyerek Octavia’ya hiirmeten, “Madam Bo-peepi” demeye basladilar. Bu isim zamanla
cevreye de yayildi ve insanlar bu ismi “Rancho de las Sombras” kadar telaffuz eder oldu.

Mayistan eyliile kadar siiren, kavurucu sicaklarin hiikiim siirdiigii ve c¢iftlikte islerin yavasladig
uzun yaz mevsimi geldi catti. Octavia’mn gilinleri rityadaynus gibi geciyordu. Giiniin sicak saatlerini
kitap okuyarak, hamakta sallanarak, bir iki yakin arkadasina mektup yazarak ve yeniden canlanan
suluboya resim yapma merakim tatmin etmekle gec¢iriyordu. Aksamlar1 ise kesinlikle neseli
geciyordu. Aksam saatlerinin en giizel yam ise, Teddy ile birlikte ay 1s18imin yikadig kirlarda, baykus
sesleri ve tepelerinde daireler c¢izen atmacanin esliginde atla gezintiye c¢ikmakti. Geceleri
Meksikalilar genellikle ellerinde gitarlariyla barakalarindan c¢ikar, yiirekleri daglayan sarkilar
sOylerlerdi. Geceleri riizgarin tath tatl estigi verandada Teddy ile Bayan Maclntyre birbirleriyle
uzun uzun ¢ene yaristirird1 ve Iskog niiktedanliginin o ince zekasiyla bezeli bu ¢ene yarismalar: Bayan
Maclntyre’da pek bulunmayan esprilerle dolup tagiyordu.

Sonra geceler geceleri, haftalar haftalar1 ve aylar aylar1 kovaladi (Asiklarin yiiregini kavuracak,
onlara ¢ilginca seyler yaptiracak, delirtecek tiirden bas dondiiriicii, cezbedict hos kokularla dolu
gecelerdi bunlar) ne var ki Teddy dikenli tel ¢itini hi¢ agmadi.

Bir temmuz gecesi Madam Bo-peep ile ciftlik idarecisi dogu yoniindeki verandada oturuyordu.
Teddy, giiz kirkiminda yiin fiyatlarinin yirmi dort sente ¢ikip ¢ikmayacag konusunda olasilik hesabi
biliminin bagvurulmadik noktasini birakmamus, en sonunda Havana purosunun uyusturucu dumanlari



igine gomiilmiistii. Teddy’nin maasinin en azindan {i¢te birinin ithal mal1 olan bu purolara gittigini
bunca zamandir fark etmemis olmak i¢in insanin yargi yeteneginin bir kadin kadar yetersiz olmasi
gerekirdi.

“Teddy,” dedi Octavia ansizin ve biraz da sertge, “ciftlikte calismanin karsiliginda ne aliyorsun?”
“Yemek, yatmak hari¢ ayda yiiz dolar.”

“Seni 1sten azletmek i¢in 1yi bir nedenim var.”

“Cikaramazsin,” dedi Teddy siritarak.

“Neden ¢ikaramayacakmisim?” diye sordu Octavia tartismaya her an hazir bir tonda.

“Sozlesme var. Satis sartnamesinde giinii dolmamus biitiin anlagmalarin gegerliliklerini koruduguna
dair bir madde var. Benim s6zlesmem aralik ayinin otuz birinde, gece saat 12°de sona eriyor. Beni
kovmak i¢in o tarihte gece yarisi yatagindan kalkman gerekecek. Eger daha dnce kovmaya kalkisirsan
mahkemelik olursun.”

Octavia boyle bir davamn muhtemel sonuglar1 iizerinde diisiiniir gibiydi.
“Ama,” diye devam etti Teddy neseli bir sekilde, “ben de istifa etmeyi diisiiniiyordum zaten.”

Octavia’nin oturdugu sallanir koltuk aniden durdu. Bu memlekette ¢iyanlarin oldugundan emindi
Octavia; Kizilderililer de vardi ve dikenli tellerle ¢evrili ugsuz bucaksiz, 1ss1z bir arazi iizerindeydi.
Octavia’da Van Dresser gururu vardi, tamam da Van Dresser yiiregi de vardi. Teddy’nin eskiyi
unutup unutmadigindan iyice emin olmak istiyordu artik.

Teddy’nin son ciimlesiyle nezaketen ilgilenmis gibi bir tavir takinarak, “Ah, tabii, Teddy,” dedi,
“buralar1 1ss1z; eski hayatim 6zlemissindir, poloyu, 1stakozu, tiyatrolari, balolar1.”

“Balolara hi¢ 6nem vermemisimdir,” diye cevap verdi Teddy burnu havada.

“Yaslanyorsun Teddy. Hafizan zayifliyor. Senin bir dansi bile kac¢irdigin goriilmemistir, tabii
yanliglikla iki kiza aym yerde bulusma teklif ettigin zamanlar hari¢. Aym kisiyle iist liste dans etmeye
de pek gelemezdin. Dur bir dakika bakayim, su Forbeslerin kizimn adi neydi, hani patlak gozli
olaminin, hah Mabel, Mabel’d1 degil mi?”

“Hayir, Adéle. Mabel dirsekleri kemikli olaniydi. Adéle’in gozleri de patlak degil, hiilyaliydi.
Onunla oturur, sonatlardan, Verlaine’den falan s6z ederdik. O siralarda hayatimizin baharim
yastyorduk iste.”

“Bes kere dansa kaldirdin onu Hammersmithlerde,” dedi Octavia, Teddy’nin sodzlerine
aldirmayarak.

“Hammersmithler de ne?”” diye sordu Teddy bos bir ifadeyle.
“Balo, balo,” dedi Octavia sinirli sinirli. “Deminden beri neden sz ediyoruz biz?”

“Ben gozlerden s0z ettigimizi samyordum,” dedi Teddy biraz diislindiikten sonra. “Bir de
dirseklerden.”



Hasir koltugun arkaligina rahat rahat yaslanmis erkegin basindan, giineste agarmus sar1 saglardan bir
tutam yolmak ic¢in duydugu giiclii istegi yendikten sonra en tatli sosyetik edasim takinarak, “Su
Hammersmithler de ¢ok parali bir aileydi dogrusu,” dedi Octavia. “Madenleri vardi onlarin, degil
mi? Tonu bilmem ne kadar getiren bilmem ne madeni. Evlerinde bir bardak normal su bulamazdin.
Diizenledikleri balo korkung derecede abartiliydi.”

“Oyleydi, dogru,” dedi Teddy.

“Cok da kalabalikt1!” diye devam etti sozlerine Octavia; ilk dansim anlatan liseli bir gen¢ kiz
heyecanm ve telasiyla konugmakta oldugunun farkindaydi. “Balkonlar1 da odalarimin i¢i kadar sicakti.
O baloda... bir sey... kaybettim ben.” Son ciimleyi, Teddy’ nin c¢evresindeki dikenli teli ortadan
kaldirmak amaciyla bilerek manali bir tonda soylemisti.

Teddy de algak bir sesle, “Ben de,” diye itirafta bulundu.

Octavia, “Eldivenimi,” dedi, diismanmn yaklasmakta oldugunu sezen bir asker gibi siperine dogru
geri adim atarak.

“Itibarimu,” dedi Teddy ates hattimi kayip vermeden korumasim bilerek, “o gecenin yarisim
Hammersmithlerin madencilerinden biriyle yan yana gecirdim; adam ellerini ceplerinden ¢ikarmadan,
maden isletmelerinden, su kanallarindan, yikama teknelerinden s6z edip duruyor, baska sey
konusmuyordu.”

“Siit mavisi, yepyeni bir eldivendi,” diye i¢ini ¢cekti Octavia kederle.

“Ama yaman bir adamdi su McArdle dogrusu,” diye devam etti sdzlerine Teddy. “Zeytinlerden ve
asansorlerden nefret ediyordu. Daglarla oyuncakla oynar gibi oynuyor, koca tepeleri kdstebek gibi
oyup tiineller agryordu; hayatinda bos laf etmemis bir insan olduguna eminim onun. icar hakkim
yenileme dilek¢elerini imzaladin mi, madam? Ayin otuz birinde tapu dairesinin dosyalarina girmis
bulunmal: dilekge.”

Teddy cevap alamayinca yavasca basini ¢cevirdi. Octavia’nin sandalyesi bostu.

Kaderin ¢izdigi yollar boyunca siiriinerek ilerleyen bir ¢iyan, durumu agikliga kavusturdu. Octavia
ile Bayan Maclntyre bati yoniindeki verandadaki hammellerinin kurumus yapraklarim ayikladiklari
sirada heniiz sabahin erken bir saatiydi. Geceleyin ¢ikan firtinada bir koyun siiriisiiniin dagildigin
haber alan Teddy giin dogmadan atina atlayip alelacele gitmisti.

Kaderin yonlendirdigi ¢iyan 6nce verandaya sokuldu, sonra da iki kadimin attigi cigliklara gore
yOniinii ayarlayip, sar1 bacaklarim hizla isleterek Teddy’ye ait olan en uctaki odanin agik kapisindan
igeri daldi. Uzunluklarindan otiirii sectikleri temizlik araglariyla silahlanan Octavia ve Bayan
Maclintyre, eteklerini toplaya toplaya ve hiicum kuvvetinin art¢1 kismunda gorev almak igin
birbirleriyle miicadele ede ede bir harekat: iy1 kotii sonuglandirdilar.

Odadan disar1 kagtiktan sonra sirra kadem basan ¢iyanin miistakbel katilleri kurbanlarim dikkatle
aramaya basladilar.

Boylesine heyecanli ve dikkat isteyen bir seriiven sirasinda bile Octavia, Teddy’nin mabedinde
bulunmaktan dolayr miithis bir meraka kapilmaktan kurtaramamisti kendini. Teddy artik kimseyle
paylasmadig diisiinceleriyle bu odada bas basa oturuyor, kimseden yorumlamasim istemedigi



riiyalarim bu odada goriiyordu.

Burasi ¢ok yalin bir yerdi, bagka bir deyisle bir asker odasina benziyordu. Bir kdsede genis bir
portatif karyola duruyordu; obiir kdsede kitaplarla dolu ufak bir dolap, bir baska kosede ise
Winchester marka karabinalar, ¢iftelerle dolu bir silahlik. Dordiincii koseyi ise iistiine kagitlar ve
evrak yayilmis, cekmeceli bir yazi masasi kapliyordu.

Cryamn bu kadar az esya bulunan bir odada saklanabilmesi i¢in bir dahi olmas1 gerekiyordu. Bayan
Maclntyre kitap dolabimin arkasina siipiirgenin sapinm sokup ¢ikartyordu. Octavia, Teddy’nin portatif
karyolasina yaklasti. Oda, telasla ¢ikip giden idarecinin biraktig gibi duruyordu. Meksikal1 hizmetgi
kiz heniiz gelip oday1 toplamamisti. Teddy’nin kocaman yastiginda basimin biraktigr ¢ukur bile oldugu
gibi duruyordu. Octavia, korkun¢ canavarin karyolaya tirmanip yastigin altina saklanmus olabilecegini
diisiindii. Ne de olsa ¢iyanlar ciftlik idarecilerinden nefret ederler ve zalimdirler onlara karsi.

Octavia yastig1 sakinarak ¢evirdi ve yastigin altinda yatan ince uzun, koyu renkli bir sey goriince,
yardime1 kuvveti ¢cagirmak tizere dudaklarim araladi. Ama dudaklarimin ucuna kadar gelen ¢igligini
tam zamaninda tuttu ve (Oyle goriiniiyordu ki) yastigin altinda aylarca yatmaktan, Hammersmithlerin
verdigi baloyu tamamyla unutmus olan erkegin agirligiyla yassilmig siit mavisi eldiven tekini oradan
aldi. Teddy anlasilan odadan alelacele cikarken eldivenmi giindiizleri sakladigi yere kaldirmayi
unutmustu. Kurnazliklariyla iin salmus ¢iftlik idarecileri bile bir yerde koseye sikisirlar.

Octavia siit mavisi eldiveni, yazlik sabahliginin gbgsiinden iceri kaydiriverdi. Eldiven onundu.
Kendilerini dikenli telden ¢it i¢ine kapatan ve Hammersmithlerin verdigi baloyu sadece maden
yikama usullerinden s6z eden madencilerin konugmalariyla hatirlayan erkeklerin boyle seyleri
sahiplenmeye haklar1 yoktu.

Her seye ragmen ¢iftligin bulundugu bu memleket tam bir cennetti! Insan kaybettigini sandif1 seyleri
bulunca nasil da toz pembe goriiniiyordu diinya goziine birdenbire! Sari ratama c¢iceklerinin tatli
kokularim tasiyarak pencereden giren su sabah meltemi ne muhtesemdi! Cok uzaklara dalmis o 151l
151l yanan gozleriyle bir an i¢in durup da eski hatalarim tamir edebilecegini hayal edebilir miydi?

Bayan MacIntyre da elinde siipiirgenin sapiyla ha bire ne diirtiikleyip duruyordu orada camm!
Kap1y: ¢arparak kapatan Bayan Maclntyre, “Buldum onu,” diye bagird. “Iste burada.”
Octavia, ilgisiz, ama nezaketini bozmayan bir tavirla, “Bir sey mi kaybetmistiniz?” diye sordu.

“O kiigiik seytani!” dedi, Bayan MaclIntyre cileden ¢iktigi her halinden belli olan bir ifadeyle. “Ne
cabuk unuttunuz!”

Ciyani aralarina alip katlettiler. Ciyanin Hammersmithlerin balosunda kaybolan seylerin bulunmasi
i¢in yaptig casuslugun odiilii bu oldu.

Anlasilan Teddy bu siire i¢inde eldiveni hatirlanus olacak ki, giin batarken eve dondiiglinde gizli
gizli, ama haril haril eldivem aradi durdu. Eldiveni ancak aksam karanligi ¢oktiikten sonra, ay
15181nin aydinlattigl verandada buldu. Eldiven, kendisiyle evlenme umudunun ebediyen kayboldugunu
sandig kadimin elindeydi; o yiizden Teddy, bir daha agzindan asla c¢ikarmamaya yemin ettidi
sagmaliklara yeniden basladi. Teddy’nin dikenli tel ¢iti ¢okmiistii.

Bu sefer ortada erkekle kadimn arasina bir engel gibi giren hirs yoktu, onun i¢in de atesli cobanla



zarif coban kiz1 arasindaki ask dogal ve hayirli bir seyir izledi.
Kirlar bir cennet bahgesine, Rancho de las Sombras da Aydinlik Ciftlik’e dontistii.

Bundan birkag giin sonra Octavia is konusunda bazi sorular sormak i¢in Bay Bannister’a yaznmus
oldugu mektuba cevap aldi. Mektubun bir boliimiinde soyle deniliyordu:

“Koyun ¢iftligiyle ilgili s6zlerinizi hayretle karsiladim. Ciftlige yerlesmek i¢in ayrilisinizdan iki ay
sonra, Albay Beaupree’nin ¢iftlik lizerinde hi¢bir hakka sahip olmadig anlasildi. Albayin c¢iftligi
oliimiinden 6nce baskasina devrettigini gosteren bir belge ortaya ¢ikti. Durum hemen idareciniz Bay
Westlake’e bildirildi, bunun iizerine Bay Westlake harekete ge¢ip yeni sahibinden ¢iftligi satin aldi.
Bugiine kadar gergegi nasil olup da 6grenemediginize aklim ermiyor. ifademi dogrulayacak olan bu
beyle hemen temasa ge¢menizi rica ederim.”

Octavia, gozlerinde kavga etmek i¢in yamp tutusan bir ifadeyle Teddy’yi aradh.
“Ciftlikteki calismanin karsiliginda ne aliyorsun?” diye bir kere daha sordu ona Octavia.

Teddy, “Yiiz dolar,” diye aym cevabi tekrarlayacak oldu, ama Octavia’nin yiiziinden onun her seyi
bildigini sezdi. Bay Bannister’in mektubunu elinde tutuyordu Octavia. Teddy oyunun sonunun
geldigini anlad.

Kotii bir 1s yaparken yakalanmus bir 6grenci gibi, “Ciftlik benim,” dedi. “Yeteri kadar zamam
oldugu halde patronun biitiin islerini lizerine alamayan bir 1dareci kotii bir idarecidir.”

Teddy bilmecesini ¢ozecek anahtar1 eline gecirebilmek i¢in hala inatla savasan Octavia, “Niye
calisiyordun bu ¢iftlikte?” diye diretti.

Teddy stiklinetle ve agiksozliiliikle, “Dogrusunu istersen, Tave,” dedi, “yliz dolarlik maas i¢in
calismiyordum. Yiiz dolar benim ancak purolarima ve glines kremlerime yeter. Doktorum yolladi
giineye beni. Polo oyunlari, jimnastik filan derken asir1 zorlamadan otiirii sag akcigerim hapi
yutuyordu az daha. Yumusak bir iklime, bol oksijene, dinlenmeye ihtiyacim vardi.”

Octavia hemen erkegin hastalikli orgamina sokuluverdi. Bay Bannister’in mektubu yerlerde
stirtiniiyordu.

“Simdi... simdi 1yilesti artik cigerin, degil mi, Teddy?”

“Kog gibi saglam. Seni yalniz bir noktada kandirdim. Ciftlik {izerinde hi¢bir hakkin bulunmadigim
ogrenir 6grenmez elli bin dolar1 verip satin almistim ¢iftligi. Ben burada koyun giittiigiim sirada
bankadaki hesabimdan hi¢ para ¢ekmedigim i¢in elli bin dolar birikmis bulunuyordu, o nedenle
miizayedede bir penilik bir esya almak kadar kolay oldu benim i¢in. Bankada yine ufak bir miktar
fazlalik birikmis bulunuyor, Tave. Bu parayr cekip bir yat kiralamayr ve yatin direklerini beyaz
kurdelelerle donatarak Akdeniz, Hebrid Adalari, Norve¢ ve Zuider Zee’yi kapsayan bir balayi
gezisine ¢ikmay tasarliyordum kafamda.”

Octavia yumusak bir sesle, “Bense c¢iftligimin idarecisiyle diigiin serefine ata atlayip koyun siiriileri
arasinda dortnala dolasmayi, sonra da donlip verandaya kurulacak diiglin sofrasina oturmayi
diistinliyordum. Sofrada Bayan MaclIntyre da olurdu, belki sofranin iizerine sarkan kirmizi saksiya bir
tanecik portakal cicegi filizi de ilistirirdik.”



Teddy bir kahkaha atarak sarki séylemeye basladi:
“Kiiclik Bo-peep koyunlarim kaybetmis,

Nereye gittiklerini bilmiyormus,

Giderlerse gitsinler, nasil olsa yine donerler,
Ve...”

Octavia, Teddy’nin basim tutup asagi dogru egdi ve kulagina bir seyler fisildadi. Ama bu, ikisinin
de gecmiste biraktigr bir hikayeydi.



MAMMONL2! iLE OKCU

Rockwall Eureka sabunlarimn isten el ¢ekmis imalatgisi ve sahibi yasli Anthony Rockwall Besinci
Bulvar’daki kasanesinin kiitliphane penceresinden bakti ve siritti. Sag yandaki komgsusu, aristokrat
kuliip¢ii G. Van Schuylight Suffolk-Jones, evinden c¢ikip kendisini bekleyen otomobiline dogru
yiiriirken, her zamanki gibi sabuncunun saraymmin girisindeki Ronesans donemine 6zgii Italyan
heykeline burun kivirarak bakti.

“Kendini begenmis tembellik sahikas1!” diye sdylendi eski sabun kral1 kendi kendine. “Seni soguk
nevale seni! Gelecek yaz evi kirmizi, beyaz ve maviye boyatayim da gorelim bakalim o Hollandal1
burnun daha ne kadar havalara kalkacak!”

Sonra, zillerle arasi pek iyi olmayan Anthony Rockwall kiitiiphane kapisina cikarak o sitma
gormemis sesiyle, “Mike!” diye bagirdi.

Sese kosan usaga, “Ogluma sdyle, disar1 ¢ikmadan 6nce buraya gelsin,” dedi.

Geng Rockwall kiitliphaneye girince yasli adam gazetesini birakti, o koca, piiriizsiiz, tonton
clissesine zit, tatli bir sertlikle ona bakti, bir eliyle beyaz saclarimn bir tutamum savururken oteki
eliyle de cebindeki anahtar1 sakirdatti.

“Richard,” dedi, “kullandigin sabunu kagtan aliyorsun?”

Universiteden doneli heniiz alt: ay ge¢mis olan Richard biraz sasirmisti bu soru karsisinda. ilk kez
partiye katilan geng bir kiz kadar siirprizlerle dolu olan babasinin tavirlarina heniiz alisamamusti.

“Diizinesi alt1 dolardan galiba, baba.”
“Ya elbiselerini?”
“O da yuvarlak hesap, altmis dolar olacak.”

“Sen bir beyefendisin,” dedi Anthony kendinden emin bir ifadeyle. “Bazi deli bozuklarin sabuna 24
dolar, elbiselerine de 100 dolardan fazla verdiklerini duydum. Senin de en asagi onlar kadar
harcayacak paran var, ama sen ifrata kagmiyorsun. Bak mesela ben hala eski Eureka sabunlarini
kullanirim; yalmz nostalji olsun diye degil, aym zamanda ¢ok saf oldugu i¢in. Sabunun kalibina 10
sentten fazla vermeye basladiginda kotii parfim ve marka almaya baslarsin. Ama senin yasinda,
mevkiinde ve durumunda bir geng i¢in sabun kalibina 50 sent vermek de isten bile degil. Soyledigim
gibi, sen bir beyefendisin. Bir ailede ancak ii¢ nesil icinde beyefendi yetistigini sOyliiyorlar. Halt
etmisler. Paray1 bastin mn beyefendi olursun, hem de en alasindan, sabun yag gibi hi¢ zorlanmadan.
Sen buna iy1 bir 6rneksin. Onu birak, beni bile beyefendi yapacakti az kalsin. Evlerinin arasindaki evi
satin aldigim i¢in geceleri gozlerine uyku girmeyen su Felemenk bozuntusu komsularim gibi gorgiisiiz,
laf anlamaz, yol yordam bilmez biri olacaktim neredeyse.”

“Paramin satin alamayacag seyler de vardir,” dedi geng Rockwall dalgin dalgin.

“Oyle deme,” dedi Anthony Rockwall. Oglunun sozleri onu dehsete diisiirmiistii. “Ben paramn her
seye kadir olduguna eminim. Ansiklopedide A’dan Z’ye kadar paramn alamayacag bir sey aradim,
bulamadim; gelecek hafta da ek boliimiine bakacagim. Kim ne derse desin, ben paradan yanayim.



Bana paranin satin alamayacag bir sey soyle bakalim.”

“Birincisi para insam toplumun seckin g¢evrelerine sokamaz,” dedi Richard biraz {izgiin bir
ifadeyle.

“Oyle mi dersin?” diye giirledi her tiirlii kotiiliigiin anasimin savunucusu. “ilk Astor’un Amerika’ya
gelen gemide liclincii simif mevkiye verecek parasi olmasaydi bugiin senin o se¢kin ¢evrenin bir
gidimu bile olmazdi, ne haber?”

Richard i¢ini ¢ekti.

“Zaten ben de ondan bahsetmek istiyordum,” dedi yasli adam; simdi biraz yatismisti. “Seni de onun
icin buraya cagirdim. Senin bir sikintin var oglum. iki haftadir bir seyler fark ediyorum sende. Seni
sikan o sey neyse unut gitsin. Yirmi dort saat i¢inde trink 11 milyon dolar sererim oniine, gayri
menkuller de cabasi. Goniil mii eglendirmek istiyorsun? Rambler korfezde, komiirii momiirii her seyi
hazir, iki giinde basar gidersin Bahama’ya.”

“Tahminin hi¢ de fena degil baba. On ikiden vurmana ramak kaldi.”
“Yaa,” dedi Anthony Rockwall hevesle. “Ad1 ne kizin?”

Richard kiitiiphanede bir asag bir yukari yiirimeye basladi. Kaba saba yasli babasimn tavirlari
dostca ve samimiydi, ona rahatca acilabilirdi.

“Niye teklif etmiyorsun kiza?” diye sordu Anthony Rockwall. “Hemen kucagina atlar. Paran var,
yakisiklisin, efendisin. Ellerin temiz. Onlar1 Eureka sabunuyla yikamiyorsun. Universitede okudun,
ama merak etme bunu mazur gérecektir.”

“Teklif etmeye firsatim olmadi,” dedi Richard.

“O firsat1 sen yarat o zaman!” dedi Anthony Rockwall. “Onu parkta gezmeye gotiir, atla gezintiye
¢ik onunla veya kiliseden sonra evine kadar eslik et. Firsat bulammyormus, poh!”

“Baba, sosyete degirmenini bilmiyorsun. Kiz iste o degirmeni dondiiren ¢aglayanlardan biri. Her
dakikasi, her saati giinlerce onceden ayarlantyor. Baba bu kizla evlenmeliyim. Yoksa hayat bana zehir
olacak. Mektupla da teklif edemem, imkansiz, yapamam.”

“Tiih sana, sahip oldugum biitiin bu paraya ragmen kizin birka¢ saatini alamadigim mu soylemek
istiyorsun bana?” dedi yasli adam.

“Konuyu sana anlatmakta ¢cok gec kaldim baba. Yarin degil obiir giin Avrupa’ya gidiyor, orada iki
yil kalacak. Yarin aksam onu birka¢ dakika yalmz gorebilecegim. Simdi Larchmont’ta teyzesinde
kaliyor. Yarin aksam Grand Central istasyonunda 8.30 trenine gelecek, oradan onu taksiyle alacagim.
Sonra onunla birlikte Broadway’de Wallack’s tiyatrosuna gidip antrede annesi ve arkadaslariyla
bulusacagiz. Boyle sikisik vaziyette alt1 yedi dakikada benim ilam agkimi dinler mi samyorsun? Tabii
ki hayir. Hayir baba, bu senin paranin ¢dzemeyecegi bir sorun. Dakikalar parayla satin alinamaz;
bunu yapabilseydik zenginler daha uzun omiirlii olurdu. Gemiye binmeden once Bayan Lantry’yle
konusmamin imkani yok.”

“Peki oglum, peki,” dedi Anthony Rockwall neseyle. “Simdi kuliibiine gidebilirsin. Goniil



eglendirmek istemedigine sevindim. Ara sira biiylik mangiz tanrisina bir mum dikmeyi de unutma.
Para zamam satin alamaz diyorsun, 6yle mi? Tabii ki ebediyeti paket yaptirip alamazsin, ama Zaman
Baba’nin altin madenlerinde dolastiginda topuklarinin yaralandig da olmustur.”

O gece tatl1, sevimli, burusuk yiizlii, duygusal Ellen Hala zenginligin verdigi agirliktan bunalmus bir
halde nefes nefese agabeyi Anthony’yi ziyarete geldi. Anthony Rockwall o sirada aksam gazetesini
okuyordu. Ellen Hala konuyu asiklarin 1stirapli durumlarina getirdi.

Anthony Rockwall esneyerek, “Bana her seyi anlatti,” dedi. “Bankadaki hesabimin onun emrinde
oldugunu soyledim. Para hakkinda ileri geri konusmaya basladi. Paranin bir ise yaramayacagim
sOyledi. Sosyete kaidelerini on tane milyoner bile bir santim degistiremezmis.”

Ellen Hala, “Ah Anthony,” diye i¢ini ¢ekti. “Paraya bu kadar deger vermeseydin keske. Hakiki
sevgl karsisinda servetin hi¢cbir Onemi yoktur. Ask her seye kadirdir. Keske daha once kiza
acilabilseydi! Richardimizi reddetmezdi. Simdi korkarim ki ¢ok ge¢ oldu. Kiza duygularim agmaya
firsat bulamayacak. Biitiin o altinlarin, servetin ogluna mutluluk saglayamayacak.”

Ertesi aksam saat sekizde Ellen Hala eski altin bir yiiziigii giive yenigi bir kutudan ¢ikardi ve
Richard’a verdi.

“Bu gece bunu tak Richardcigim, ne olur,” dedi. “Bana bunu annen vermisti. Askta sans getirirmis.
Sevdigin kiz1 buldugun zaman sana vermemi sdylemisti.”

Geng Rockwall yiiziigl saygiyla alip kiigiik parmagina denedi. Yiiziik kii¢iik parmaginin ancak ilk
bogumuna kadar girebildi. Gen¢g Rockwall yiiziigii ¢ikarip yeleginin cebine yerlestirdi. Sonra da
telefon edip araba ¢agirdi.

Istasyonda saat 8:32’de Bayan Lantry’yi kalabaligin arasindan giicliikle kurtarip arabaya bindirdi.
“Annemle otekileri bekletmemeliyim,” dedi kiz.
“Wallack’s tiyatrosuna miimkiin oldugu kadar ¢abuk liitfen,” dedi Richard, kizin istegine uyarak.

Broadway’e giden Kirk lkinci Cadde’ye saptilar, oradan giin dogumunun yumusak otlaklarindan
sabahin kayalik tepelerine kadar uzanan beyaz yildizli yola gegtiler.

Otuz Dordiincti Cadde’de geng Richard ¢abucak tuzag kurdu ve arabaciya durmasini soyledi.

Arabadan inerken, “Yiizigimi diisiirdiim,” diyerek kizdan 6ziir diledi. “Annemindi. Kaybetmek
istemem. Simdi bir dakikada gelirim. Diistiigli yeri gordiim zaten.”

Bir dakikadan kisa bir zaman i¢inde yiiziikle ger1 donmiistii.

Ama o bir dakika i¢inde taksinin 6niinde sehirlerarasi ¢alisan bir araba durmustu. Arabaci soldan
gecmek istedi, bir yiik arabasi yolunu kesti. Sagdan gecmeyi denedi, ama orada bulunmamasi gereken
hirdavat yiiklii bir aragla karsilasti, gidemedi. Arabaci yularlar1 birakarak kiifretti. Trafik kapannus,
diigiim olmustu. Yol arabalar ve atlarla tiimiiyle kapanmusti.

O biiyiik sehirde ticareti ve hareketi zaman zaman aniden felce ugratan o trafik sikisikliklarindan
biri meydana gelmisti yine.



Bayan Lantry, “Neden devam etmiyorsunuz?” diye sabirsizlikla sordu. “Geg kalacagiz.”

Richard arabada ayaga kalkarak etrafina bakindi. Broadway, Altinc1 Bulvar ve Otuz Dordiincii
Cadde arasindaki dev alan otuz sekiz beden kemer taknus kirk dort beden bir kiz gibi atlar, arabalar,
faytonlar, kamyonlarla tikis tikisti. Buna ragmen araglar yan yollardan akin akin trafigin tikandig yere
dogru gelmeye devam ediyor, siiriiciilerinin kiifirleri ayyuka c¢ikiyordu. Manhattan’in trafigi de bu
tikamklik yiiziinden 1yice kapanmus gorliniiyordu. Yaya kaldirimlarina siralanmus olan binlerce
merakl1 i¢gindeki en yasli olam bile hayatinda bu biiytikliikte bir trafik tikanikligina tanik olmamusti.

“Cok lizgiiniim,” dedi Richard yerine otururken. “Galiba burada tikilip kaldik. Tikaniklik bir saatte
ancak acilir. Su yliziigi distirmeseydim...”

“Bakayim su yiiziige,” dedi Bayan Lantry. “Nasilsa caresi yok, onun i¢in aldirmnyorum. Zaten
tiyatro da sagma bir sey bana gore.”

O gece saat on birde birisi hafifce yasli Anthony Rockwall’un kapisim tiklatt.

“Gir 1¢er1,” dedi, o sirada kirmuzi robdosambiriyla oturmus bir korsan romam okumakta olan
Anthony Rockwall.

Gelen Ellen Hala’ydi. Yanlislikla diinyaya inmis giimiis sacli bir melege benziyordu.

“Anthony, nisanlanmuslar,” dedi fisiltil1 bir sesle. “Richardimizla evlenmeyi kabul etmis. Tiyatroya
giderken yol tikanmus, trafik ancak iki saatte a¢ilmus.

“Ah, Anthony agabey, sakin paranmin kudretiyle Oviineyim deme yine. Richard’a mutlulugu
kazandiran sey hakiki askin kiiclik bir simgesi, yani ebedi ve maddiyata onem vermeyen sevgiyi
simgeleyen kiictliclik bir yiiziik olmus. Yiiziigi diisiirmiis. Onu arayip bulmus, tam hareket edecekleri
sirada yol tikanmms. Orada beklerken kiza askindan bahsetmis ve askimt kazanmus. Askla
karsilastirilinca para bir higtir, Anthony.”

“Pekala,” dedi Anthony Rockwall, “oglanin istedigini elde ettigine memnun oldum. Zaten ona
masraftan kaginmayacagim soylemistim yeter ki...”

“Ama agabey, paranin ne faydasi olabilirdi ki!”

“Kardesim,” dedi Anthony Rockwall, “benim korsan basim fena belaya soktu. Gemisi yeni delindi
ve denizin dibini boylamayacak kadar paramn kiymetini biliyor. Birak da su boliimii bitireyim.”

Hikaye burada bitmeliydi. Ben de bu hikdyeyi okuyan sizler gibi bu hikdyenin burada bitmesini
goniilden arzulardim, ama hakikati 6grenmemiz i¢in hikdyeyi sonuna kadar gotiirmemiz lazim.

Ertesi giin Kelly adinda kirmizi elli, mavi benekli esarplt birisi Anthony Rockwall’u ziyarete geldi
ve derhal kiitiiphaneye kabul edildi.

“Evet,” dedi Anthony Rockwall ¢ek defterine uzanirken, “iyi is ¢ikardin. Dur bakayim 5.000 dolar
nakit almigsin.”

“Kendimden de 300 dolar harcadim,” dedi Kelly. “Hesabi biraz astik, ama ylik arabasiyla arabalari
5 dolara tuttum; ancak kamyonlarla iki atli araba 10 dolardan asagiya gelmedi. Motorlu tasit
stirliciiler1 de 10 dolar istedi, bazilarina 20 dolar vermek zorunda kaldim. Asil zorlugu polislerde



yasadim. Iki polise elliser dolar, digerlerine yirmi ve yirmi beser dolar verdim. Ama her sey bir yana
giizel 1s ¢ikardik dogrusu Bay Rockwall, degil mi? Yonetmen William A. Brady iyi ki o sahneyi
gormedi. Yoksa kiskancliktan catir catir catlardi adamcagz. Ustelik biz prova falan da yapmadik
yani. Cocuklar yerlerine saniyesi saniyesine geldiler dogrusu. Yilan bile Greeley’nin heykeline ancak
iki saatte varabilirdi.”

“1.300 al bakalim, Kelly,” dedi Anthony Rockwall ¢ek defterinden bir yaprak koparirken. “Bin
dolar ve 300 dolar da masraflar i¢in. Parayr hakir géremezsin, degil mi Kelly?”

“Ben mi?” dedi Kelly, “fakirligi icat edenin agzina tiikiireyim.”
Anthony Rockwall, Kelly tam kapinin yanina geldiginde ona seslendi.

“O hengame i1¢inde elinde bir yayla etrafa ok atan sisko, ¢iplak bir oglan ¢ocugu gordiin mii?”” diye
sordu.

“Yo, gormedim,” dedi Kelly. “Eger soylediginiz gibi c¢iplak idiyse, ben oraya gidene kadar
aynasizlar isini ¢oktan bitirmislerdir.”

“O kiigiik yaramazin ele avuca sigmaz biri oldugunu samyordum,” dedi Anthony Rockwall keyifle.
“Gile giile Kelly.”



HAYAL MI, GERCEK MI?

“Tugla teknesi,” diye yineledi Bayan Kinsolving lizgiin bir tavirla.

Bayan Bellamy Bellmore kaslarim catarak onun liziintiisiine ortak oldugunu belli etti. Bu hareketiyle
Bayan Kinsolving’e hem iiziintiisiinii hem de saskinligini ifade etmisti.

“Diislinin bir kere! Her gittigi yerde anlatiyor!” dedi Bayan Kinsolving aglamakli bir sesle.
“Burada kaldig1 dairede, en kiymetli misafir salonumuzda bir hayalet gordiigiinii sOyliiyor, sirtinda
tugla teknesi tasiyan bir hayalet. Tulumlu, pipolu, tugla teknesi tasiyan yasli bir hayalet! Soyledigi
seyin sagmalig kotii niyetini belli ediyor. Kinsolvinglerde tuglact asla olmamistir. Bay Kinsolving’in
babasinin servetini biiyiik miiteahhitlik ihaleleri sonucu yaptigimi herkes bilir; hi¢cbir zaman ingaatta
elleriyle ¢alismamistir. Bu binanin plamini da o ¢izmis ve yaptirmisti, ama tugla teknesi... Yo! Niye
bu kadar zalim ve kindar davrandi bilmem ki!”

“Gergekten ¢ok kotii,” dedi Bayan Bellmore muriltili bir sesle. Ortamu begendigini belli eden bir
ifadeyle leylak ve altin saris1 mobilyayla dosenmis salonu siiziiyordu. “Hem de bu odada gormiis
degil mi? Yo, ben hayaletlerden korkmam. Benim i¢in korkmayin. Bana bu oday1 verdiginize memnun
oldum. Aile hayaletlerini ilging bulurum. Ama hakikaten hikdye biraz tuhaf. Bayan Fischer-
Suympkins’den daha 1y1 bir sey beklerdim dogrusu. Tugla teknesinde tugla tasimazlar mi? Bir hayalet
tas ve mermerden yapilmis bir villaya ne diye tugla getirsin ki? Uziilerek sdyliiyorum, ama bana
sorarsamz Bayan Fischer-Suympkins’in yas1 artik etkisini iyice géstermeye baslamis.”

“Bu ev,” dedi Bayan Kinsolving, “I¢ savas zamaninda kullamlan eski bir villamn yerine yapilmus.
Onun igin perili olmas1 dogal. General Greene’in ordusunda Ingilizlere karsi c¢arpismus Yiizbasi
Kinsolving diye biri de var istelik. Ger¢i bunu dogrulayan kagitlar1 ¢ok ugragsmamiza ragmen
bulamadik. Madem aile hayaleti diye bir sey var, neden onun hayaleti degil de bir duvarci ustasimn
hayaleti geldi sanki?”

“Devrim savascist bir atanin hayaleti fikri hi¢ de fena gelmiyor kulaga,” dedi Bayan Bellmore.
“Ama hayaletlerin ne kadar diisiincesizce ve akillar1 estigi gibi davrandiklarim bilirsiniz. Belki de
hayaletler, tipki ask gibi, insanin ‘gdziinde yarattig1’ bir seydir. Hayalet gorenlerin lehine isleyen bir
durum var, o da anlattiklar1 hikdyenin dogrulugunun ¢iiriitiilememesi. Kem gozler bir devrim askerinin
sirt cantasini kolayca bir tuglaci teknesine doniistiiriiverir. Bu konu tizerinde daha fazla diisiinmeyin
artik Bayan Kinsolving, Eminim ki o bir sirt cantasiydi.”

“Ama herkese Oyle soyledi!” diye feveran etti Bayan Kinsolving. “Israrla ayrintiya girdi. Ortada bir
pipo var. Sonra tulumu ne yapacagiz?”

Bayan Bellmore eliyle esnemesini kapatarak, “Cok fazla kaptirmayin kendinizi,” dedi. “Karisik, zor
meseleler bunlar. Sen misin Felice? Banyomu hazirlayiver liitfen. Bayan Kinsolving, aksam yemegini
yedide Clifttop’ta mu yiyorsunuz? Yemekten 6nce benimle sohbet etmeniz biiyiik incelik! Ev sahibinin
misafirle girdigi boyle kiiciik, gayri resmi miinasebetleri severim. Bu tiir seyler ziyaretlere bir yuva
sicaklig katiyor. Kusura bakmayin, giyinmem lazim. Cok tembelim, her seyi hep bdyle son dakikaya
birakirim.”

Bayan Fischer-Suympkins, Kinsolvinglerin sosyete pastasindan aldiklari ilk biiyiik par¢aydi. Bu
pastanin bizatihi kendisi de uzun zaman ulasamayacaklar1 ytlikseklikte bir rafta durmustu. Ama para ve



azimli takip zaman i¢inde o pastamin daha asag raflara inmesini saglanusti. Bayan Fischer-
Suympkins sosyetenin sivri zeka gosteris heyetinin bir helyografiydi. Zekasiyla hareketlerinin 1s1ltis1
sosyetenin yollarindan gegcer ve bu dikiz gosterisinde en son ve en kiymetli haberleri ortaya
cikariverirdi. Eskiden sosyetede boyle toplantilara katilmak igin tiirlii dalaverelere bas vurmasim
gerektirmeyecek kadar sohretli ve basi ¢eken biriydi. Simdi ise bu tiir dalavereler tahtta kalmasi i¢in
gerekliydi. Bunun disinda orta yas, o canli, civil civil gengliginin yerini almisti artik. Eskiden onun
i¢in bir sayfa yer ayiran fisilti gazeteleri artik ancak iki siitun yer veriyordu. Zekasi zehir iiretmeye,
tavirlar1 kabalagsmaya, saygisizlasmaya baslamusti; kiiciik hiikiimdarlarin bagli kaldiklar1 adetleri hor

goriiyor ve meydam bos birakmamak i¢in kendi hiikiimranligim kurmanin zorunlu oldugunu
diistinliyordu adeta.

Kinsolvinglerin 1srarina dayanamayarak daveti kabul etmis, bir giin ve bir gece misafirleri olma
serefini onlara bahsetmisti. Sonra da onlardan intikam almak i¢in tugla teknesi tasiyan hayalet
hikayesini dalgasim gegerek ve ballandira ballandira anlatmisti. Bu durum, girmeyi pek arzu ettigi o
cevreye adim atmanin sevincini yeni yeni yasamakta olan Bayan Kinsolving’in biiyiik bir hayal
kirikligr yasamasina neden olmustu. Hayalet hikdyesini dinleyen herkes ya Bayan Kinsolving adina
liziilmiis ya da kahkahalarla glilmiistii, zira bu ikisinden baska tepki verme yolu yoktu ortada.

Ama sonradan ikinci ve daha biiyiikk bir 6diill, Bayan Kinsolving’in iimit ve nesesini yerine
getirmisti.

Bayan Bellamy Bellmore, Kinsolvinglerin Clifftop’taki evlerine gelme teklifini kabul etmisti ve
orada tli¢ giin kalacakti. Bayan Bellmore, giizelligi, ailesinin soylulugu ve zenginligiyle kendisine
sosyetede yiiksek ve sarsilmaz bir mevki saglamis olan sosyetenin geng ve giizel dullarindandi. Bayan
Kinsolving’e o ¢ok arzu ettigi payeyi comert¢e sunmus, bir yandan da bu ziyaretin Terence’i de ¢ok
sevindirecegini diisiinmiistii. Bu ziyaretin sonunda belki onu nihayet dize getirebilirdi.

Terence, Bayan Kinsolving’in ogluydu. 29 yasinda, yakisikli, insamn ilgisini ¢eken bazi gizemli
yanlar1 olan bir gencti. Oncelikle annesine ¢ok bagliydi, dikkati cekecek derecede hem de. Bazilarina
goreyse insani rahatsiz edecek kadar az konusurdu ve bu da ya ¢ok utangac ya da ¢ok derin biri gibi
gortinmesine neden olurdu. Terence bu ylizden Bayan Bellmore’un da ilgisini {istiine ¢ekmisti, ¢iinkii
glizel dul onun gercekten utangag biri mi, yoksa derin bir kisi mi oldugunu merak eder hale gelmisti.
Onu bir siire daha, konuyu unutana kadar, incelemeye karar vermisti. ESer utangagsa onunla
ugrasmaya degmezdi, utangaclik ¢ok can sikiciydi zira. Derin biriyse de onunla ilgilenmeyi kesecekti,
clinkii derinlere dalmak tehlikeli bir seydi.

Ziyaretinin tigiincii giinii Terence, Bayan Bellmore’u aradi ve onu bir kosede albiimlere bakarken
buldu.

“Buraya gelmeniz ve giinlimiizii aydinlatmamz ne iyi oldu,” dedi Terence. “Bayan Fischer-
Suympkins’in ayrilmadan once gemiye delik actigini duymussunuzdur. O tugla teknesiyle geminin
altim1 bastan asag kanmirtti. Annem olayin {iziintiisii yiiziinden hasta oldu. Siz hazir buradayken bizim
i¢in basi tagli, koltugunda c¢ek defteri tagiyan, iki dirhem bir ¢ekirdek bir hayalet géremez misiniz?”

“Boyle hikayeler anlatan kotii bir yasli kadin o sadece Terence,” dedi Bayan Bellmore. “Herhalde
aksam yemeginde ona fazla yedirdiniz ki dyle acayip hikdyeler uydurdu. Annen onu ciddiye almadi
herhalde?”



“Sanirim ciddiye aldi,” dedi Terence. “O tugla tenekesindeki tuglalarin hepsi basina diistii adeta.
Annem annelerin en 1yisidir, onun liziilmesini istemem. Umarim o hayalet, tugla hamallar1 sendikasina
tiyedir ve greve cikar da bir daha buralara ugramaz. Yoksa bundan sonra aileye rahat huzur haram
olacak.”

“Ben hayaletli odada yatiyorum,” dedi Bayan Bellmore, dalgin bir ifadeyle, “ama oyle giizel bir yer
ki baska odaya gegmeyi asla istemem. Korkmuyorum, ama korksaydim bile odamu degistirmezdim.
Ortaya soyle giizel, aristokrat bir hayalet hikdyesi atabilirim, benim icin sorun degil. Bunu
memnuniyetle yapardim, ama bu hikdyenin diger hikdyeye karsilik uyduruldugunun apagik belli
olacag endisesini tagityorum.”

“Dogru,” dedi Terence, kivircik, kahverengi saclarim iki parmagiyla tarayarak. “Bu, ise yaramaz.
Ayni hayaleti tulumsuz ve o tugla teknesi altinla dolu oldugu halde tekrar gormenin ne yarar1 olabilir
ki? Boyle bir sey olsa olsa o hayaleti basit bir 1s¢i goriiniimiinden ¢ikarip zengin biri haline getirir.
Bu da yeterince saygideger bir sey aslinda, sizce de dyle degil mi?”

“Ingilizlere kars1 savasmus biri vardi siilalenizde galiba, degil mi? Annen bdyle bir seyler
sOylemisti.”

“Raglan yelekli, golf pantolonlu birileri vardi galiba. Bana gore hava hos. Ama annem debdebeye,
armalara, havai fiseklere ¢ok 6nem veriyor, onun mutlu olmasin istiyorum.”

“Annenin liziilmesini istemiyorsun, aferin sana Terence,” dedi Bayan Bellmore, ipek elbisesinin
kanepeye sere serpe yayilmis olan etegini toplayarak. “Simdi otur yamima da birlikte su albiime
bakalim, yirmi y1l once insanlarin yaptigi gibi. Albiimdekilerin hepsini anlat bana. Bir elimi Korint
stitununa dayamus, ufka karsi poz vermis su uzun boylu, heybetli bey kim?”

“Su koca ayakli adam mu?” diye sordu Terence boynunu alblime dogru uzatarak. “O biiyiik
amcalarimdan O’Brannigan Amca. Bowery’de birahanesi vardi.”

“Sana otur dedim Terence. Beni eglendirmez veya bana itaat etmezsen yarin sabah herkese onliikli,
bira tasiyan bir hayalet gordiigimii sOylerim ona gore. Senin yasinda birinin utanga¢ olmasi
utanmlacak bir sey, Terence.”

Ertesi gilin, yani ziyaretinin son sabahinda kahvaltida Bayan Bellmore gece hayaleti gordiigiinii
sOyleyerek herkesi sasirtti.

“Seyi, seyi var miydi1?” Bayan Kinsolving tereddiit ve endise duygular1 arasinda o kelimeyi
sOyleyememisti.

“Tabii ki hayir. Hi¢ alakas1 yok.”

Masadakiler koro halinde birbiri ardina sorular sordular: “Korkmadimz mu?” “Ne yapt1?” “Nasil
goriliniiyordu?” “Nasil giyinmisti?” “Bir sey soyledi mi?” “Bagirmadiniz mi?”

“Sorularimzi hemen cevaplayacagim,” dedi Bayan Bellmore kahramanca bir edayla. “Cok ag
olmama ragmen sorularimzi bir bir cevaplayacagim. Bir sey beni ansizin uyandirdi; beni uyandiran
sey giiriiltii miiydii, bir temas miyd1 hatirlamiyorum, ama iste karsimda hayalet duruyordu. Geceleri
151k yakamam, onun i¢in oda epeyce karanlikti. Yine de onu iyice gordiim. Riiya gérmiiyordum. Uzun
boylu bir adamdi, basindan asagt bulut gibi bembeyazdi. Koloni zamamnda erkeklerin giydigi tiirden



bir elbise vardi lizerinde: Pudrali bir peruk, kol kapaklar1 ve yakas1 dantelli uzun eteklikli bir ceket
ve bir kili¢. Karanlikta elle tutulmaz ve parlak bir goriiniimii vardi. Evet, 6nce biraz korktum, daha
dogrusu sasirdim. Hayatimda ilk kez hayalet goriiyordum. Hayir, bir sey sOylemedi. Bagirmadim.
Dirsegimin iistiinde dogruldum. O zaman yavasca, sessizce siiziiliip gitti. Kapiya varinca da ortadan
kayboldu.”

Bayan Kinsolving mutluluktan havalara u¢mustu. “Tarifinize gore hayalet, General Greene’in
ordusunda gorev yapmis olan atalarimizdan Yiizbasi1 Kinsolving olmal1,” dedi rahatlamis ve gururdan
titreyen bir sesle. “Hayalet akrabamiz adina sizden 6ziir dilerim, Bayan Bellmore. Rahatimiz1 fena
halde kagirmis olmali.”

Terence annesine minnettar bir tebessiimle bakti. Nihayet her sey Bayan Kinsolving’in istedigi gibi
olmustu. Terence onu boyle mutlu gordiigiine ¢ok sevinmisti.

“Utanarak sdylemem gerekir ki,” dedi o sirada kahvaltisim etmekte olan Bayan Bellmore, “pek de
rahatsiz olmus sayilmam. Hayalet goriince yapilmasi gereken herhalde bagirmak, bayilmak ve
hepinizi telasa diisiirerek o mahrem giysilerle oradan oraya kosturmakti. Ama ilk heyecan am gegince
telaslanmak gelmedi i¢imden. Hayalet hafifce arkasina doniip sessiz ve sakin bir sekilde oradan
uzaklasinca tekrar uyudum.”

Odada bulunanlarin hemen hepsi Bayan Bellmore’un hikdyesini Bayan Fischer- Suympkins’in
aktardigr miinasebetsiz hayalet hikdyesine karsi uydurulmus bir hikdye gbziiyle dinlemisti. Ama giizel
dulun hikayeyi ger¢ekten yasadigina inanarak anlattigim gosteren bazi belirtiler i¢lerinden bir ikisinin
goziinden kagmamusti. Sozlerinin her birine hakikat ve acikyiireklilik sinmis gibiydi. Hayaletlere
inanmayan biri bile (¢ok gozlemci bir kisi oldugunu varsayarsak tabii) hayaleti en azindan ona
gercekmis gibi gelen bir riiyada gormiis olabilecegini diisiiniirdii.

Biraz sonra Bayan Bellmore’un hizmetcisi valizleri hazirlamaya basladi. ki saat sonra araba gelip
Bayan Bellmore’u istasyona gotiirecekti. Terence doguya bakan taragada gezinirken Bayan Bellmore,
gozlerinde bir sir saklamakta oldugu izlenimi veren 1siltiyla yanmina geldi.

“Otekilere hikAyenin tamarmum anlatmak istemedim,” dedi Bayan Bellmore. “Ama sana
sOyleyecegim. Bir anlamda bu olaydan sen de sorumlu sayilirsin. Diin gece hayalet beni nasil
uyandirdir biliyor musun?”

“Zincirlerint mi sakirdatt1?”” dedi Terence {lizerinde biraz disiindiikten sonra. “Yoksa homurdandi
m1? Genellikle boyle seyler yaparlar da.”

“Sizin, huzurunu bulamanus atamz Yiizbasi Kinsolving’in kadin akrabalarindan birine herhangi bir
benzerligim var mi acaba?”” dedi Bayan Bellmore aniden lafi degistirerek.

“Sanmam,” dedi Terence son derece saskin bir ifadeyle. “Iclerinde Syle aman aman giizel
sayilabilecek kimse yok.”

“O halde,” dedi Bayan Bellmore, ciddi bir ifadeyle gen¢ adamin gozlerinin i¢ine baka baka, “o
hayalet beni niye Optii, ki Optiigiine adim gibi eminim.”

“Yok camim, daha neler!” diye bagirdi Terence, gbzlerini saskin bir ifadeyle kocaman agarak.
“Ciddi olamazsimz Bayan Bellmore! Adam sizi 6ptlii mii yani?”



“Soyledim ya,” dedi Bayan Bellmore, “Climledeki zamiri yanlis kullandigim sanmiyorum.”
“Ama bana niye bu olaydan benim de sorumlu sayilacagim soylediniz?”
“Hayaletin hayatta olan yegane erkek akrabasi sensin de ondan.”

“Anladim. ‘Ugiincii veya dordiincii nesil iizerinden’ demek istiyorsunuz yani. Peki ama cidden....
adam... sey, yani nereden...”

“Nereden mi biliyorum? Herkes nasil biliyorsa dyle. Uyuyordum, beni uyandiran onun opiiciigii
oldu. Hemen hemen eminim.”

“Hemen hemen mi?”’

“Yani tam o sirada uyandim... aman ne demek istedigimi anlamiyor musun camm? Insan tahrik
oldugu zaman, hani riiya goriip gormediginden emin olmaz ya, sen de bilirsin ya iste Terence, o
gelismis pratik zekdni ¢alistirman i¢in sana insamin en temel duygularini ayrintisiyla anlatmam mu
gerek?”

“Ama Open hayaletler konusunda,” dedi Terence alttan alir bir tavirla, “en temel tariflere ihtiyacim
var gayet tabii. Hi¢ hayalet )pmedim zira. Nasildi? Yani ne his...”

“Ne hissettigime gelince,” dedi Bayan Bellmore ne dedigini bildigini hissettiren bir tavir ve hafit
bir alaycilikla, “madem temel bir tarif ihtiyaci i¢indesin, soyleyeyim, maddi olanla manevi olamn i¢
ice gecmesi gibi bir sey hissettim.”

“Tabii camm,” dedi Terence aniden ciddileserek, “bu ya bir riiyaydi ya da bir ¢esit haliisinasyon.
Artik kimse ruhlara inanmyor. Annemi memnun etmek i¢in bu hikayeyi soyliiyorsamz size ne kadar
minnettar oldugumu anlatamam. Kadincagiz o kadar mutlu oldu ki. Devrimci ata fikri bile basli basina
muazzam bir fikirdi zaten.”

Bayan Bellmore i¢ini ¢ekti. “Ben de diger hayalet gérenlerin akibetine ugradim iste,” dedi glizel
dul kaderine raz1 olmus bir tavirla. “Hayaletle karsilasma tecriibem istakoz salatasina yoruldu veya
uydurma bir hikdye olarak algilandi. Neyse hi¢ olmazsa bu enkazdan bir am kaldi geriye; Obiir
diinyadan bir Opiiciik. Yiizbas1 Kinsolving cesur muymus acaba Terence, biliyor musun?”

“Yorktown’da yenilgiye ugranms galiba,” dedi Terence diisiinceye dalarak. “Orada yapilan ilk
muharebeden sonra boliigiiyle birlikte kactig sdyleniyor.”

“Utangac¢ biriydi herhalde,” dedi Bayan Bellmore sanki orada tek basinaymis gibi kendi kendine.
“Bir kere daha yapabilirdi yoksa.”

“Savast m?” diye sordu Terence sikintil1 bir ifadeyle.

“Neden bahsediyorum sence ben? Artik gidip hazirlanmam lazim. Araba bir saate kadar gelecek.
Evinizde ¢ok iy1 vakit gecirdim. Ne kadar giizel bir sabah, degil mi Terence?”

Istasyona giderken Bayan Bellmore c¢antasindan ipek bir mendil ¢ikardi. Tuhaf bir tebessiimle
mendile bakti. Sonra birka¢ siki diigim atti ve miisait bir zamanda gectikleri yolun kenarindaki
ucurumdan asag firlatti.



Terence odasinda usag Brooks’a bazi emirler veriyordu. “Su seyleri paket yap, sonra bu karttaki
adrese yollayiver.”

Karttaki adres New Yorklu bir kostiim diikkdmna aitti. O “seyler” de I¢ Savas donemine 6zgii
beyaz satenli, giimiis kopgali, beyaz ipek ¢orapli ve beyaz ayakkabili bir erkek elbisesiydi. Beyaz bir
perukla kili¢ da kiyafeti tamamliyordu.

“Etrafa iyice bak Brooks,” dedi Terence biraz endiseli bir ifadeyle. “Kenarinda adimin bas harfleri
olan ipek bir mendil olacak. Onu buralarda bir yerde diisiirmiis olmaliyim.”

Bir ay sonra Bayan Bellmore ile sosyeteden arkadaslar1 Catskills dolaylarinda faytonla yapacaklari
geziye davet edecekleri kisilerin listesini hazirliyorlardi. Bayan Bellmore hazirlanan listeyi son bir
kez gozden gecirdi. Listede Terence Kinsolving’in de adi vardi. Bayan Bellmore yasak¢i kalemiyle
bu adin iistiinii ¢izdi.

"’

“Cok utangag!” diye ag¢ikladi tatli bir sesle mirildanarak.



KISMET

Madalyonun iki yiizii vardir, dogru. Biz oteki yiiziine bakalim isterseniz. “Tezgahtar kizlar’dan
bahsedildigini duyariz sik sik. Boyle bir sey yoktur. Olsa olsa magazada calisan kizlar vardir.
Hayatlarini bu sekilde kazanir onlar. Yaptiklari isi sifat haline getirmenin geregi var nn? Hakkaniyetli
olalim. O nedenle Besinci Bulvar’da oturan kizlara da “zengin koca delisi” kizlar demeyecegiz.

Lou ile Nancy arkadastilar. Sehre is bulmak i¢in gelmislerdi, ¢iinkii memleketlerinde karinlarim
doyurabilecekleri bir is yoktu. Nancy on dokuz, Lou yirmi yasindaydi. Sahneye ¢ikip artist olmayi
aklindan gecirmeyen giizel, canli, tasrali kizlardi ikisi de.

Yukarida oturan kii¢iik bir melek onlara kilavuzluk edip ucuz, namuslu bir pansiyonda bir oda
bulmalarina yardime1 olmustu. Ikisi de is bulmus ve hayatlarim kazanmaya baslanusti. Arkadaslhiklar
sehirde de siirliyordu. Ben size sehre geldikleri glinden alt1 ay sonrasimi anlatacagim. Meddlesome
okurlari: Dostlarim Bayan Nancy ve Bayan Lou’yu sizinle tamstirmaktan seref duyarim. Sizler el
sikisirken liitfen tistlerindeki giysilere dikkat edin; fark ettirmeden tabii. Evet, fark ettirmeden, ¢linkii
bu hanmimlar size hemen kinayeli bir bakis firlativerirler.

Lou bir ¢camasirhanede iitliciiliik yapiyor. Mor elbisesi viicuduna iyice oturmamis ve sapkasindaki
tily biraz fazla biiyiikk olmasina ragmen 25 dolarlik ermin esarb1 ve mangonu vardi. Mevsim sonunda
erminlerin fiyatt 7.93’e bile inerdi ya neyse. Yanaklar1 pembe, acik mavi gozleri piril pirildi.
Kendinden hosnut oldugu her halinden belli olurdu.

Nancy’nin bir tezgahtar kiz oldugunu sdyleyebilirdiniz, boyle sdylemeye alisiksimzdir da ondan.
Belli bir tip yoktur, ama siitiibozuk nesiller hep bir tip ihtiyacindadir. O zaman tipini tarif edelim biz
de. Moda anlayis1 riikiisliik derecesindeydi ve abartili derecede soguk bir durusa sahipti. Etegi adi
bir kumastan yapilmisti, ama bicimliydi. Onu soguk sonbahar havalarindan koruyacak bir kiirkii yoktu,
ama listiindeki dokar1 dyle bir havayla giyiyordu ki, samrdimz Iran astraganm. Yiiz ifadesi, bakisi
acimasiz tip sevdalilarmin deyisiyle tam bir “tezgihtar kiz” gibiydi. Goriiniisii, kadinlarin
aldatilmalarina karsi sessiz, ama kiiclimseyici bir baskaldirisa isaret ediyor, erkeklerden alinacak
intikamu miijdeliyordu adeta. Kahkahalarla giilerken bile yiiziindeki bu ifade degismezdi. Aym
ifadeye Rus c¢iftcilerin gozlerinde de rastlayabilirdiniz; Kiyamet Giinii’nii gorecek olanlar da bizi bu
diinyadan alacak olan Cebrail’in yiiziinde aym ifadeyi goreceklerdir. Bu, erkekleri hem yerin yedi kat
dibine sokacak hem de onlar1 utandiracak bir ifadeydi, ama erkekler hi¢bir sey olmamus gibi davramp
cicek takdim ederlerdi, birbirine iple baglanmus ¢icekler.

Lou’nun neseli neseli “Tekrar goriisiiriiz” dedigini duydugunuzda veya Nancy’nin bir bakima beyaz
bir kelebek gibi sizi 1skalayip evlerin damuna, oradan da yildizlara kadar giden alayci, tatli
tebessiimiiyle karsilastigimzda sapkamzi ¢ikarip oradan uzaklagsaniz iyi olur.

Ikisi kosede Dan’i bekliyorlar. Dan, Lounun uzatmali sevgilisi. Sadik mu dersiniz?
Tamstiklarindan beri beraber olduklarim sdylemekle yetinelim.

“Aklindan zorun mu var senin, Nancy?” diye sordu Lou. “O eski magazada haftada sekiz dolara
neden calisiyorsun? Ben yalmz gecen hafta 18.50 dolar kazandim. Utiiciiliik, dantel satmak kadar
temiz bir is degildir, ama iyi para getiriyor. Utiiciiler arasinda haftada 10 dolardan asag calisam yok.
Utiiciiliigiin kotii bir is oldugunu da sanmiyorum ayrica.”



“Istemem eksik olsun,” dedi Nancy burnunu havaya kaldirarak. “Haftada sekiz dolar alip antrede
yatmaya raziyim. Giizel seyler ve sik insanlar arasinda olmayi seviyorum. Hem 6yle firsatlar var ki
elimde! Gegenlerde bizim magazada eldiven boliimiinde ¢alisan bir kiz Pittsburglu bir milyonerle
evlendi; demir tiiccar1 miydi neydi... madenciydi galiba veya dyle bir sey iste. Bir giin ben de Oyle
birisini bulacagim. Giizelligimle 6viindiigiim falan yok; sansimu biiytlik firsatlarla karsilasabilecegim
bir yerde artyorum. Camasirhanede kime nasil begendirebilir ki bir kiz kendini?”

“Ben Dan’le orada tamstim ama,” dedi Lou muzafferane bir edayla. “Pazar gomlegiyle yakaligim
almak icin gelmisti. Ben de en ondeki {itii masasindaydim. Herkes o 6n masada calismak ig¢in deli
olur. Ella Maginnis o giin hastaydi, onun yerine ben ge¢mistim. Dan ilk 6nce koluma dikkat etmis,
‘dyle beyaz ve yuvarlakti ki,” diyordu. Kollarimu sivamistim. Oyle kibar, iyi adamlar geliyor ki
camasirhaneye bilsen. Oyleleri elbiselerini valiz iginde getirirler ve kapiyr aniden, bir hisimla
acarlar.”

“Nasil boyle bir buluz giyebiliyorsun, Lou?”” dedi Nancy, karsisinda her an saldiriya gegmeye hazir
bekleyen arkadasina tatli bir sesle ve giir kirpikli gézlerini ona ¢evirerek. “Cok zevksiz bir sey.”

“Bu buluzu mu diyorsun?” dedi Lou yiiksek sesle ve kocaman actig1 gozleriyle etkisini daha da
artirdig biiyiik bir kars1 ¢ikisla. “Ben bu buluza 16 dolar verdim. Asil degeri 25 dolar. Kadimn biri
bunu temizletmeye getirmisti, bir daha ugramadi. Bizim patron da onu bana satti. Buluz bastan asag: el
isciligiyle bezeli. Senin uistiindeki su basit, ¢irkin seyden bahsetsek daha 1yi olur bence.”

“Senin basit, ¢irkin dedigin bu sey,” dedi Nancy sakin bir sesle, “Bayan Van Alstyne Fisher’in
buluzundan 6rnek cikarilarak dikildi. Kizlar gecen yi1l onun magazadan 12.000 dolarlik alisveris
yaptigim sOyliiyor. Bunu ben kendim diktim. Bana 1.50 dolara mal oldu. On adim uzaktan baksan
aslindan ayiramazsin.”

Lou neseyle, “A¢ karmna hava atmak istiyorsan, at,” dedi. “Ben isimden de paramdan da
memnunum. Hi¢ olmazsa tistiimdekiler gibi sik, giizel seyler alabiliyorum.”

Tam o sirada Dan geldi. Dan haftada 30 dolar kazanan bir elektrik¢iydi. Boynunda hazir alinmis bir
boyunbag vardi; bu haliyle sehrin havailiklerinden kagip gelmis gibi goriiniiyordu. Lou’ya
Romeo’nun mahzun bakislariyla bakiyor ve onun 6rgii buluzunun bel bolgesini her sinegin takilmak
i¢in can atacag bir oriimeek ag1 gibi goriiyordu.

“Arkadasim Bay Owens, Bayan Danforth’la tanistirayim,” dedi Lou.
“Cok memnun oldum Bayan Danforth,” dedi Dan elini uzatarak. “Lou sizden ¢ok soz etti.”

“Tesekkiir ederim,” dedi Nancy, Dan’in elini soguk parmaklarimn ucuyla sikarken. “Sizden de bana
birka¢ kez s6z etmisti.”

Lou kikirdadi.
“Boyle el sikismayr da Bayan Van Alstyne Fisher’dan mi 6grendin, Nancy?”” diye sordu Lou.
“Oyle olsa ne olacak? Aymisim yapabilecek misin sanki?” dedi Nancy.

“Yok bana gore degil Oyle seyler. Cok alengirli. Daha ziyade parmaktaki pirlanta yiiziikleri
gosterebilmek i¢in icat edilmis bir sey bu. Birkag¢ pirlanta yiiziik alayim, ondan sonra 6grenirim.”



“Once 6gren,” dedi Nancy bilgi¢ bir edayla. “Yiiziikleri elde etmek o zaman daha kolay olur.”

“Bu miinakasayr burada kesmek i¢in,” diye atildi Dan o yiiziinden hi¢ eksik olmayan neseli
giliimseyisiyle, “size bir teklifte bulunayim. Ikinizi kuyumcuya gotiiriip bu isteginizi yerine
getiremeyecegim belki, ama bir vodvile ne dersiniz? Biletleri aldim. Gergekleri bize yar olmuyor,
gidelim de sahte pirlantalar1 seyredelim bari.”

Sadik kavalye kaldirimin kenarinda, yaminda parlak, giizel elbisesi i¢inde kiiciik bir tavus kusu gibi
goriinen Lou, onun yaninda da donuk renkli elbisesiyle bir giivercini andiran ve tam anlammyla Van
Astyne Fisher gibi yiiriiyen Nancy, birlikte miitevazi aksam eglencelerine dogru yola koyuldular.

Hi¢ kimsenin biiylik bir magazayr bir egitim kurumu olarak gordiiglinii sanmam. Ama Nancy’nin
calistigit magaza Nancy’ye okul vazifesi goriiyordu. Etrafi zevk ve zarafet tasiyan giizel seylerle
doluydu. Liiks bir atmosferde yasarsaniz paramz olsa da olmasa da o liiks seyler size aittir.

Nancy’nin hizmet ettigi kadinlar genellikle giyimleriyle, tavirlariyla ve sosyete ig¢indeki
mevkileriyle baskalarina 6rnek olusturan tiirden kadinlardi. Nancy zamanla bu kadinlarin 6zelliklerini
almaya baslamisti, kendisine gore en iy1 yonlerini.

Bir tanesinden giizel bir jest, digerinden zarif bir kas kaldirma hareketi, 6biiriinden yiiriiytis, bir
baskasindan ¢anta tagima tarzi, birinden bir tebesslim, selamlama, kendinden asagi mevkide olanlara
hitap seklimi almisti; bunlar1 yeri geldiginde uyguluyordu. En gézde modeli Bayan Van Astyne
Fisher’den ise en miikemmel 6zelligini, tatli, yumusak, billur gibi bir sesle ve ardi¢ kusu gibi tane
tane konusmayr 0grenmisti. Soylularla dolu bu kibar ortamda bulunup da etkisi altinda kalmamak
imkansizdi. Iyi huyun iyi ilkelerden daha iyi oldugu sdylenir, belki bu sozii iyi davramslarin iyi
huylardan daha 1yi oldugunu sdyleyerek daha da ileri gotiirebiliriz. Ebeveynleriniz o kadar egitime
ragmen ic¢inizde o kadim degerlerin uyanmasim saglayamazken dik arkalikli bir sandalyeye oturur da
bu dgretileri kirk defa tekrarlarsamz bu degerler sip diye yerine oturabilir. Iste Nancy de Bayan Van
Astyne Fisher’1n ses tonuyla konusurken o asaletin gereklerini iliklerine kadar hissediyordu.

O biiyiik magaza okulunda baska bir bilgi kaynag daha vardi. Ug dort tezgahtar kizin bir araya
gelip de tel bileziklerinin singirtis1 esliginde heyecanli bir konusmaya daldiklarini goriirseniz,
Ethel’in sa¢ modelini ¢ekistirdiklerini falan sanmayin sakin. Konusma erkeklerin viicutlarinin vakur
goriintiisii lizerine odaklanmiyor belki, ama Havva anamiz ile onun ilk kizimin bas basa verip Adem
babamiza evin diregi oldugunu anlatmamn yollarim aramalar1 kadar onemli konulardan olustugunu
sOyleyebiliriz. Diinyaya karsi olusturulmus bir Kadinlar Arasi Stratejik Saldir1 ve Geri Cekilme
Taktikleri Alisverisi ve Ortak Savunma Isbirligi Konferansi. Bir anlamda bu bir sahne oyunudur ve
bu oyunun seyircisi, sahneye hi¢ durmaksizin ¢igek atan erkeklerdir. Kadin, hayvan yavrular1 igindeki
bu en savunmasiz yaratik (ceylan gibi zarif, ama onun kadar lzli degil, kus gibi giizel, ama onun
kadar yiikseklere ugamaz, bal arisi1 gibi tatliya biiriinmiis ama onun gibi...) Ah! Ne giiliiyorsunuz?
Daha once ar1 sokmadi mu sizi?

Bu savas konseyi sirasinda silahlarini elden ele dolastirirlar ve her birinin hayat taktiklerinden elde
edip formiil haline getirdigi stratejileri degis tokus ederler.

“Ben de ona dedim ki,” diyor Sadie, “Senin bildigin kizlardan degilim ben! Beni ne zannettin de
boyle konusmaya ciiret ediyorsun? Bana ne cevap verdi dersiniz?”



Bunun iizerine sar1, kumral, siyah, kizil sa¢li baslar hayir anlaminda sallanarak Sadie’nin sorusu
cevaplandirildi. Kiran kirana gecen bir tartismanin ardindan bundan sonra ortak diismanlari olan
erkeklere kars1 bir saldiriyr savusturma taktigi benimsenmesine karar verildi.

Iste Nancy kendini savunma sanatim bu sekilde 6grendi. Kadinlar igin iyi bir savunma zafere
bedeldir.

Magazamn miifredatt genistir. Onu hayattaki tek amacina, yani evlilik icin ideal biri olmaya
hazirlama konusunda burasi ona belki de hig¢bir iiniversitenin basaramayacag kadar yararli olmustu.

Magazadaki yeri iyiydi. Miizik odas1 biiylik kompozitorlerin eserlerini duymasim ve onlara agina
olmasimt (en azindan i¢ine girmeyr ¢ok arzuladigi o sosyete diinyasina yabanci olmamasini)
saglayacak kadar yakindi. Kadinlarda neredeyse aranan Ozellik haline gelmis olan sanat eserleri,
pahal1 ve zarif kumaslar ve ziynet esyalar1 hakkindaki bilgileri yutarcasina 6grenmisti.

Obiir kizlar ¢abucak Nancy’nin biiyiik arzusunun farkina vardilar. Herhangi bir erkek onun masasina
yaklasinca Nancy’ye, “Iste milyonerin geliyor, Nancy,” derlerdi. Erkekler genellikle, refakat ettikleri
kadinlar aligveris yaparken mendil tezgihinin etrafinda dolasmayr ve mendillerle oyalanmay1 bir
aliskanlik haline getirmislerdi. Nancy’nin taklit soylu havasiyla gercek, ince giizelligi onlari
cezbederdi. Bu nedenle bir¢ok erkek yanina gelir, ona olan hayranligim dile getirirdi. Bu adamlardan
bazilar1 milyonerdi belki, ama geri kalanlar onlarin kotii kopyalarindan baska bir sey degildiler.
Nancy onlar1 ayirt etmesini 6grenmisti. Mendil kisminin arkasindaki pencereden asagida kapida
bekleyen arabalar1 gorebiliyordu. Iste bu pencereden bakarken Nancy otomobiller arasinda da
sahipleri arasindaki gibi bir ayrim oldugunu fark etmisti.

Bir keresinde hos bir adam dort diizine mendil almis ve Nancy’ye adeta Kral Karun edasiyla dil
dokmiistii. Adam gittikten sonra kizlardan bir1 Nancy’ye, “Ne oldu, Nancy, adama niye soguk
davrandin? Hig¢ de fena pargaya benzemiyordu,” demis, Nancy de, “O mu? Bana gore degil. Disarida
arabasina binerken gdrdiim. A 12 beygir motorlu bir araba ve irlandali bir soforii var! Ne bi¢im
mendiller ald1 gérmedin mi? Hepsi ipek! Ustiinde lekeler vardi. Ya adam gibi biri olur ya da hig
olmaz.”

Magazamn en “kibar” kadinlarindan ikisinin, yani bas tezgahtar ile kasiyerin ara sira yemege ¢iktig
birkac “kibar erkek arkadas1” vardi. Bir keresinde Nancy’yi bir davete beraberlerinde gotiirmiislerdi.
Davet, masalarin yilbasi i¢in daha bir yi1l dncesinden ayirtildigi muhtesem bir kafedeydi. Davette
onlarin iki “beyefendi arkadaslar1” vardi; birisi kabak kafaliydi (sosyete hayati sa¢ dokiiyordu
anlasilan, bunu kanitlayabiliriz); 6teki ise iki ¢eliskili yoniiyle degerini ve kiiltiirlinii gézler Oniine
seren geng bir adamdi: Adam masaya gelen saraplarin hepsi i¢in mantar kokulu demenin 6tesinde bir
degerlendirmede bulunamamusti ve pirlanta kol diigmeleri vardi. Bu gen¢ adam Nancy’de bazi
cezbedici yoOnler bulmustu. Adam tezgihtar kizlardan hoslanirdi; Ustelik karsisindaki, kendi
mevkisinin samimiyetini sosyetenin konusma ve davramslariyla harmanlamug biriydi. Onun i¢in ertesi
glin magazaya yollanip tezgahin Ustiindeki islemeli mendiller arasinda Nancy’ye ciddi bir evlenme
teklifi yapti. Nancy reddetti. On adim Otedeki kahverengi topuzlu kadin bu olaya gozleri ve
kulaklariyla sahit olmustu. Reddedilen talip gidince kosarak Nancy’nin yamina geldi ve basindan
asagl azarlarim ve dehset duygularim saydi doktii:

) “Sen su katilmamuis bir salaksin kizim! O ¢ocuk milyoner. Su meshur yasli Van Skittles’1in yegeni.
Ustelik 1yice yola gelmis oglan. Sen aklim mu kagirdin Nancy?”



“Aklimu mu kagirdim?” dedi Nancy. “Teklifini kabul etmedim ki. Senin dedigin gibi de milyoner
degil ayrica. Ailesi yilda sadece 20.000 dolar cep harcliglt veriyor ona. Gegen aksam yemekte o
kabak kafal1 adam bunu séyleyip ona takiliyordu.”

Kahverengi topuzlu kadin yanmina biraz daha yaklasip gozlerinmi kisarak, “Daha ne istiyorsun?” dedi,
sakiz ¢igneyememekten kurumus agzindan ¢ikan boguk bir sesle. “Bu kadar1 sana kafi degil mi? Cok
esliligi kabul edip aym anda hem Rockefeller hem Gladstone Dowie hem de Ispanya kraliyla nu
evlenmek istiyorsun? Yilda 20.000 dolar neyine yetmiyor?”

Nancy karsisindaki kisik siyah gozlerin delici bakislar1 altinda biraz kizardi.

“Sorun tiimilyle para degil, Carrie,” dedi. “Gegen aksam yemekte o sagsiz adam onun bir yalanim
yakaladi. Tiyatroya beraber gitmedigini soyledigi bir kiz hakkinda. Dogrusu yalancilara hig
tahammiiliim yoktur. Hepsi bir yana, ondan hoslanmadim, bu yeterli samrim. Ben ucuza gitmek
istemiyorum. Adam gibi oturup kalkmasim bilen birini istiyorum. Evet, voliyi vurmak istiyorum, ama
bu kisinin etrafta giiriiltii yapan bir kumbaradan ibaret biri olmasim da istemiyorum.”

“Kizim sen timarhaneliksin vallahi!” dedi kahverengi topuzlu kadin ve yiiriidii gitti.

Nancy haftada 8 dolara bu yiice fikirleri (buna ideal denmese de) beslemeye devam etti. Giinbegiin
kemerini sikip kuru ekmegini yiyerek o biiyiik, bilinmez “volisini” beklemeye devam etti. Yiiziinde
tatl1, can yakici, mahzun bir erkek avcisinin tebessiimii vardi. Magaza onun ormamydi. Bir¢ok kereler
bliylik, semiz bir ava tiifegini dogrultmus, ama derin ve sasmaz bir i¢giidii (belki avciya, belki de
kadina ait bir i¢giidii) ates etmesini engellemis, kismetini baska bir yerde aramak iizere yoluna devam
etmesine neden olmustu.

Lou ¢amasirhanesinde mutluydu. 18.50 dolarimn altistm oda kirasina veriyordu. Gerisini
cogunlukla elbiselere harciyordu. Zevk ve davramslarim gelistirmek ic¢in Oniindeki firsatlar
Nancy’nin Oniindeki firsatlara gére pek azdi. Buhar kapli ¢gamasirhanede sadece 1s vardi, is ve aksam
yapacagl giizel seylerin hayali. Elinden bir¢ok gosterisli ve pahali kumas geciyordu. Elbiselere olan
diiskiinliigii belki de elindeki o iletken demirden ge¢cmisti ona.

Aksamiistii 1s1 bitince sadik golgesi, hangi 151k altinda olursa olsun onun golgesi olmaktan asla
vazgecmeyen Dan, onu disarida beklerdi.

Bazen Lou’nun gittikce frapanlasan elbiselerine diislinceli diisiinceli bakardi. Ama bunun
sadakatsizlikle alakas1 yoktu; sokaktan gecenlerin onunla ilgilenmesinden hoslanmazdi.

Dan, Lou’ya ne kadar bagliysa Lou da Nancy’ye o kadar bagliydi. Nereye giderlerse gitsinler
beraberlerinde Nancy’yi de gotiirmelerini zorunlu kilan bir kanun varmus gibi onu da hep yanlarina
alirlardi. Dan bu fazlalig1 neseyle ve istekle karsilardi. Eglenceye giden bu {icliiniin rengini Lou,
sesini Nancy, agirligim da Dan’in olusturdugu sdylenebilirdi. Tertipli, ama hazir oldugu her halinden
belli olan elbisesi, hazir kravatt ve o tilkenmez, miilayim hazircevapliligiyla kizlara 1yi vakit
gecirtirdi. Varliginda goze ¢arpmayan, yoklugunda ise ayrintisiyla hatirlanan tiplerdendi Dan.

Dan’in hazir elbiseleri, kravatlart Nancy’nin yiiksek zevkine pek uymuyordu, ama Nancy gencti ve
genclik gurme olmayi basaramadiginda oburluga doniisiirdii.

“Dan hemen evlenmemizi istiyor,” demisti Lou, Nancy’ye bir keresinde. “Ama niye evleneyim?



Simdi bagimsizim. Kazandigim parayla istedigimi aliyorum. Zaten evlensek ¢alismama izin vermez,
biliyorum. Bana bak, Nancy, sanki niye o eski magazaya saplanip kaldin? Yar1 a¢ yar1 tok geziyorsun.
Dogru diiriist giyecek bir seyin de yok. Istersen camasirhanede sana hemen is bulurum. Daha iyi para
kazanirsan boyle yiiksekten atmazsin o zaman.”

“Yiksekten attigim falan yok,” dedi Nancy, “birka¢ kurus daha fazla kazanacagim diye
yirtinacagima az para alip da oldugum yerde kalmay: tercih ederim. Yiiksekten atiyorum diyelim.
Istedigim firsati boyle daha rahat yakalayabilirim. Tezgah basinda 6miir tiiketmeye niyetim yok. Sonra
magazada her giin yeni bir sey 0greniyorum, her zaman kibar ve zengin insanlar arasindayim, her ne
kadar simdilik onlara sadece hizmet ediyorsam da. Orada muhtemel kismetlerimin hig¢birini
kagirmiyorum sonra.”

“Milyonerini avladin mut bari?” dedi Lou alayl1 alayl giilerek.

“Daha hangisini secece§imi bilmiyorum,” dedi Nancy, “onlar1 heniiz uzaktan incelemekle
mesgulim.”

“Aman Allahim sececekmis! Kendini agirdan sat Nancy, parali bile olsa sakin yakayr kaptirayim
deme hemen. Ama dalga geciyorsun sen zaten; milyonerler bizim gibi ¢alisan kizlarin yiiziine bile
bakmazlar.”

“Baksalar onlarin lehine olurdu,” dedi Nancy ciddi bir ifadeyle. “Bizim gibi kizlar onlara
paralarim nasil idare edeceklerini 6gretebilir.”

“Milyonerlerden biri benimle konusmaya kalksa,” dedi Lou giilerek, “baliklama dalardim.”

“Hi¢ milyoner tammiyorsun da ondan bdyle soyliiyorsun. Zenginlerle diger insanlar arasindaki tek
fark onlarin yakindan incelenmesi gerektigi. Lou, kirmizi astarin rengi paltonun rengine gore biraz
fazla parlak degil mi sence?”

Lou arkadasinin sade, soluk yesil renkli ceketine bakti.
“Bence degil ama senin listiindeki o soluk seyin yanminda parlak goriinmesi gayet dogal.”

“Bu ceket,” dedi Nancy magrur bir ifadeyle, “Bayan Van Astyne Fisher’in gecen giin Ustiinde
bulunan ceketin modelinden. Bu bana 3.98 dolara mal oldu, onunkinin fiyat1 ise sanirim 100 dolar
civarinda.”

“Neyse,” dedi Lou daha sakin bir sesle, “pek milyoner kiyafetine benzemiyor da. Ben senden once
bir milyoner avlarsam hi¢ sasma.”

Bu iki arkadasin teorilerini anlamak i¢in filozof olmak lazzmdi. Diikkanlarla tezgihlarin en temel
ihtiyaglar i¢in ¢alisan kizlarla dolup tasmasimn sorumlusu olan gurur ve miiskiilpesentlikten uzak olan
Lou giirtiltiilii ve basik ¢amasirhanede iitii yapmaktan memnundu. Yevmiyesi ona bol bol yetiyordu.
Aldig1 parayr elbiselere harcarken ara sira Dan’in tertipli, ama zevksiz elbisesine de elestirel
gozlerle yan yan bakmaktan kendini alamiyordu, o sadik, sagsmaz, diiriist Dan’in elbisesine.

Nancy ise o on binlerce kizdan biriydi. Zengin ve zevk sahibi insanlarin diinyasindaki ipekler,
miicevherler, danteller, siisler, parflimler ve miizik, iste bunlar kadinlar i¢in yaratilmisti, bunlar
kadinmin bir pargasiydi. Bunlar Nancy’nin hayatinin bir parcasiysa ve bunlarla mutlu oluyorsa eger,



birakin bunlarin yakiminda yasasin. Nancy kendine ihanet etmemis, ruhunu seytana satmanusti.

Nancy bu magaza ortamina aitti, burada serpilip gelisiyor, burada yedigi birka¢ lokma ekmege raz
oluyor, ucuz elbiselerini, onlarin asil degerlerinin bilincinde, mutlu mutlu giyinip kusamyordu.
Kadinlar1 biliyordu zaten, artik erkekleri inceliyordu, yani hayvanlar aleminin pargasi olan erkegi,
hem aliskanliklar1 hem de kendisine uygun olup olmamasi bakimindan. Bir giin bu oyuna son
verecekti ama o giliniin erkeklerin istisnasiz en 1yisint buldugu giin olacagina kendi kendine soz
vermisti.

Nancy bu sekilde evlenecegi kisi i¢in kendine bakiyor, i¢indeki 15181 hi¢ sondiirmiiyordu.

Ama yavas yavas, belki de farkinda olmayarak baska bir ders daha almisti. Deger standartlari
degismeye baslamisti. Bazen dolar isaretleri zihninde bulaniklasir ve “hakikat”, “seref” ve nihayet
sadece “iyilik” bigimine biirlinlirdii. Bunu vahsi bir ormanda geyik avlayan bir avcinin durumuyla
acgiklayalim. Bu avci avimin pesinde kosarken i¢inden bir derenin sir1l sir1l aktig yesil, huzurlu, gilizel
bir kuytu goriir ve yalmzca rahati, huzuru diisiinmeye baslayarak avim unutur. Boyle zamanlarda
Nemrut’un bigag: bile korlenir.

Nancy zaman zaman astragan kiirklerin kiymetlerinin sarip sarmaladiklar1 kalplerin fiyatiyla
esdeger olup olmadigim sorgulardi.

Bir persembe aksamu Nancy magazadan ¢ikip Altinci1 Bulvar’a dogru, ¢gamasirhanenin bati yoniinde
yiirlimeye basladi. Lou ve Dan’le bulusup miizikal bir komediye gideceklerdi.

Oraya vardig zaman Dan camasirhaneden ¢ikiyordu. Yiiziinde tuhaf, sikintili bir ifade vardi.
“Ugrayip ondan haber alip almadiklarim sorayim dedim,” diye sdze basladi Dan.
“Kimden haber aldilar mn?” diye sordu Nancy saskin bir ifadeyle. “Lou i¢eride degil mi?”

“Senin haberin var zannediyordum,” dedi Dan. “Pazartesiden beri ¢amasirhanede veya oturdugu
evde yok. Biitlin egyalarim alip gitmis. Camasirhanedeki kizlardan birine Avrupa’ya gidebilecegini
sOylemis.”

“Kimse nerede oldugunu bilmiyor mu? Kimse gérmemis mi?”
Dan gri gozlerinde garip bir pirilti, dislert sikilmis oldugu halde Nancy’ye bakti.

Sert bir sesle, “Camasirhanedekilerden biri onu diin 6zel bir arabayla gecerken gormiis. Lou’yla
stirekli lafim ettiginiz o malum milyonerlerden biriyle herhalde.”

Nancy, belki de hayatinda ilk defa olarak bir erkegin Oniinde sarsilmusti. Titreyen elini Dan’in
koluna koyarak, “Bana boyle bir sey sOylemeye hakkin yok, Dan. Benim bu isle hi¢cbir alakam yok
ki,” dedi.

“Oyle demek istemedim,” dedi Dan, yumusamusti, elini cebine sokup bir seyler ¢ikardi.
“Bu geceki temsiller i¢in bilet almistim,” dedi son derece nazik bir ifadeyle. “Eger istersen...”
Nancy yiirekli davramslara daima hayrandi.

“Beraber gideriz Dan,” dedi.



Nancy, Lou’yu ancak ii¢ ay sonra gordii.

Bir aksam alacakaranlikta bizim tezgihtar kiz aceleyle kiiciik, sakin parkin yamndan gegiyordu.
Kendisine seslenildigini duyunca dondii, doner donmez de kendisine dogru kosan Lou’yu kollarinin
arasinda buldu.

Kucaklastiktan sonra akillarinda birbirlerine soracaklar1 binlerce soru, saldirmaya veya
karsisindakini kendine hayran birakmaya hazir iki yilan gibi birbirlerinden ayrildilar. Derken Nancy,
lizerindeki pahali kiirkten, parlak tasli yliziiklerden, kolyelerden, usta terzilerin elinden ¢ikma
elbiseden Lou’nun basina bir devlet kusu kondugunu anlada.

“Seni kiiciik aptal!” diye haykirdi Lou sevgiyle. “Anladigim kadariyla hala o magazada calisiyorsun
ve eskisi kadar pejmiirdesin. Ya vuracagin o biiyiik voliye ne oldu, heniiz vuramadin galiba?”

Bu s6zleri sOyledikten sonra Lou, Nancy’nin servetten de muhtesem bir sey yakaladigim hissetti.
Gozlerinde miicevherlerden daha parlak bir 1s1lt1, yanaklarinda giillerden daha kirmuzi bir canlilik
oldugunu, dilinin biilbiil gibi sakidigim fark etti.

“Evet hala o magazadayim,” dedi Nancy, “ama gelecek hafta oradan c¢ikiyorum. Evet, voliyi
vurdum. Diinyanin en biiyiik volisini hem de. Artik aldirmazsin, degil mi Lou? Dan’le evleniyorum.
Dan’le. Artik benim Dan’im oldu. Nen var Lou?”

O sirada bir polis (su polis teskilatim, en azindan g6z zevki bakimindan daha katlamlir kilan,
saglar1 kisa, diiz suratli gen¢ polislerden biri) parkin kdsesinden geciyordu. Polis pahali bir kiirk
giymis, elmas yliziikli bir kadimn demir parmakliga dayanmis hickira hickira agladigini gordii.
Kadinin yaninda duran zayif, basit giyimli bir 1s¢1 kiz egilmis onu teselli etmeye ¢alisiyordu. Polis
teskilatinin bu taze kuvveti onlar1 gormemis gibi yaparak oradan gecip gitti. Bu tiir islere kimsenin
burnunu sokmamasi gerektigini, hele ki temsil ettigi gilicii hi¢ mi hi¢ ilgilendirmedigini ¢ok iyi
biliyordu. Yine de copuyla kaldirima vura vura yuriidii, ta ki copun sesi en uzak yildiza ulasana
kadar.



CEHENNEM AZABI

Parklarin aristokrat bir tarafi vardir, parklari 6zel daireleri gibi kullanan serserilerin de Oyle.
Vallance bilmekten ¢ok sezinliyordu bunu, ama yine de kendi diinyasindan karmakarisik bir diinyaya
adim atinca ayaklar1 onu dogruca Madison Square’e getirdi.

Mayis, tomurcuklanan agaglar arasinda eskinin okullu kizlar1 gibi c¢ekingen, iirkek dolasiyordu.
Vallance ceketini ilikledi, son sigarasim yakti ve bir banka oturdu. Ug¢ dakika boyunca, otomobilini
durduran bisikletli polisin kestigi ceza yiiziinden cebindeki son binligin son yiizlligliniin gittigine
hayiflandi. Ceplerini yokladi, tek bir metelik bile ¢ikmadi. Evinden o sabah ayrilmisti. Evinin
mobilyalar1 borglarina karsilik gotiiriilmiistii. Uzerindekiler harig biitiin elbiseleri de ddenmemis
ayligina karsilik usagina verilmisti. Su anda Vallance i¢in koskoca sehirde (arkadaslarina askinti
olmadig ya da dolandiricilik yapmadigr siirece) ne yatacak yer, ne 1stakoz i1zgara, ne bir tramvay
parasi ne de yakasina takacak bir karanfil vardi. Vallance da iste bundan dolay1 parki se¢misti.

Biitiin bunlarin nedeniyse amcasinin onu mirasindan mahrum etmeye karar verip o giine kadar
Vallance’a comertce verdigi odenegi birdenbire kesivermesiydi. Bunun nedenine gelince, biitiin
mesele, yegenin bir kiz yliziinden amcasina itaatsizlik etmesiydi. Bu hikdyede bu kiza yer yok, o
nedenle olayin nedenini merak edenler varsa simdiden uyaralim, daha fazla okumayip hikdyeyi
ellerinden biraksinlar. Ortada amcamn gozdesi ve mirasgist olan bir yegen daha vardi. Mirastan
umudunu 1yice kesen bu yegen uzun yillar once sefalet batakligi icinde kaybolup gitmisti. Simdi gozler
onu haril haril ariyordu. Bu yegen tekrar ayaga kaldirilmali ve iyilestirilmeliydi. Vallance ise tam
tersine birden ¢ukurun en dibini boylanus ve bu kiiclik parktaki hayaletlerin arasina katilmisti.

Vallance oturdugu bankin arkaligina iyice yaslandi ve sigarasimn dumanini agaclarin en alt
dallarina dogru giilerek tifledi. Onu hayata baglayan baglarin boyle birdenbire kopuverisi Vallance’1
heyecan verici, ozgiir, adeta keyifli bir seving duygusuna gark etmisti. Tipki ipini kopardig balonun
havadaki siiziiliisiiniin keyfini ¢ikaran bir baloncunun hissettiklerine benzer seyler hissediyordu.

Saat asag yukari ondu. Banklarin iistiinde pek serseri yoktu. Bizim park gediklisi her ne kadar
sonbahar serinligine kafa tutabilecek bir savas¢i idiyse de ilkbaharin soguk oncii birliklerine karsi
saldirida bulunamayacak kadar zayifti.

Derken ¢esmenin yanindan birisi kalkip geldi ve Vallance’1in yamna oturdu. Adam gen¢ mi, yaslh mu
belli degildi; ucuz berdus evlerinin kiif kokusu iistiine sinmisti; tarak ve tiras bigcagini ise uzun
zamandir unuttugu anlasiliyordu. Adamin bogazina kadar ickiyle dolduguna ve yiirliyen bir icki
sisesine doniistiigiine siiphe yoktu. Park kanepelerinde geceleyenlerin tamsmak i¢in bas vurduklari
usul geregince once bir kibrit rica etti, sonra da konugsmaya bagladi.

“Buralara sik gelenlerden degilsin, de8il mi?” dedi adam. “Ismarlama elbiseyi goriir gormez
tanirim. Parkin i¢inden gecerken biraz dinleneyim dedin herhalde. Biraz konugsmamin bir sakincasi
yoktur umarim. Birisiyle birlikte olmam gerekiyor. Korkuyorum, korkuyorum. Bunu o&tedeki
serserilere de sOyledim. Beni deli saniyorlar. Bakin, ne diyecegim, bugiin yedigim biitiin yemek iki
corekle bir elmadan ibaretti. Yarin ise ii¢ milyonluk bir mirasin miras¢is1 olacagim; Oniinde
otomobiller siralanmus suradaki lokanta var ya, caddenin karsi tarafindaki, iste orasi yarin yemek
yemege tenezziil bile etmeyecegim bir yer sayilacak. Bana inamyorsun, degil mi?”

“En ufak bir siiphen olmasin,” dedi Vallance bir kahkaha patlatarak. “Diin 6gle yemegini orada



yedim. Bu aksam ise bes sentlik bir fincan kahve bile igemedim!”

“Bizlerden birine benzemiyorsun. Boyle seyler de oluyordur herhalde bu diinyada. Ben de birkag
y1l Ooncesine kadar gozii yiikseklerde biriydim. Sen neden diistiin buralara?”

“Sey, ben, ben isimi kaybettim,” dedi Vallance.

“Bu sehir tam anlamiyla bir Hades’tir,” dedi oteki. “Felek, kimi zaman kavun yedirir kimi zaman
kelek. Bense felekten payima diisenden de fazlasim aldim. Bes yildan beridir de dilencilerden biraz
daha halliceyim. Liiks bir hayat i¢inde, hi¢bir 1s yaptirmadan yetistirdiler beni. Bak (sana sdoylemekte
bir sakinca gormiiyorum) birisiyle mutlaka konusmam gerekiyor, anliyor musun? Ciinkii korkuyorum,
korkuyorum. Adim Ide. Riverside Cikmazi’nda oturan su milyonerlerden birinin, moruk Paulding’in
amcam oldugu aklimn kosesinden bile gegmezdi, degil mi? Ama amcam iste. Bir zamanlar onun
evinde oturur, cammun ¢ektigi kadar para alirdim. Sey, bir iki kadeh 1smarlayacak kadar para yok mu
lizerinde? Bu arada adin ne senin?”

“Dawson,” dedi Vallance. “Uzgiiniim, ama mali agidan tam anlamiyla gd¢miis durumdayim.”

“Bir haftadan beri Division Caddesi’nde bir komiirliikte kaliyorum,” diye devam etti Ide. “‘Kirpik’®
Morria lakapl bir dolandiriciyla beraber. Gidecek baska yerim yoktu, ne yapayim. Bugiin ben yokken
cebinde birtakim kagitlarla herifin biri gelerek beni sormus. Sivil polis midir nedir bilmedigim i¢in
karanlik basana kadar o taraflara hi¢ ugramadim. Herif benim i¢in bir kagit biraknms. Kagitta sehrin
en islek yerinde yazihanesi olan kalantor avukatlardan Mead’in adresi vardi, diislinebiliyor musun
Dawson! Ann Caddesi’nde tabelada daha once onun adim gOérmiistiim. Paulding miisrif yegenini
istiyormus, geri doniip miras¢isi olmamu ve paralarim har vurup harman savurmamu istiyormus. Yarin
sabah saat onda avukatin yazihanesine ugrayip eski hayatima geri donecegim; ti¢ milyonun mirasgisi
olacagim Dawson, ayrica yilda 10.000 dolar da cep har¢hig alacagim. Ama korkuyorum,
korkuyorum.”

Berdus ayaga firlayip titremekte olan kollarin1 baginin iistiine kaldirdi ve solugunu tutarak histerik
bir sekilde inlemeye baslad.

Vallance kolunu kavrayip onu zorla tekrar banka oturttu.

“Sakin ol,” dedi Vallance tiksinti dolu bir ses tonuyla. “Duyan da senin servete konmak yerine
elinden servetinin alinacagim sanir. Neden korkuyorsun?”

Ide bankin lizerinde biiziilmiis tir tir titriyordu. Sonra Vallance’in ceketinin koluna yapisti. En son
mirastan mahrum edilen kisi, Broadway 1siklarinin solgun aydinligr altinda bile yanindakinin almnda
garip bir korkunun sebep oldugu boncuk boncuk terleri gorebiliyordu.

“Sey, sabahi goremeden basima bir sey geleceginden korkuyorum. Basima ne gelecegini
bilmiyorum, paray1 almama engel olacak herhangi bir sey iste. Uzerime bir agacin devrilmesinden
korkuyorum mesela, bir otomobil altinda kalmaktan, bir evin tepesinden basima bir sey diismesinden
ya da buna benzer seylerden korkuyorum. Daha once korku nedir bilmezdim. Bu parkta, yiizlerce
aksam, kahvaltimu nerden bulacaginu bile bilmeksizin, bir put gibi sakin, misil misil uyumusumdur.
Ama simdi baska. Paray1 severim Dawson, yanlis anlama; paranin parmaklarimin arasinda ¢ikardig
sesleri duyarken, insanlar 6niimde secde ederken, ¢icegiydi, miizigiydi, ¢cevremde bunlar1 goriirken
kendimi Tanr1 gibi hissederdim. Oyunu kaybettigimi 6grendikten sonra higbir seye aldiris etmedim.



Hatta surada midem agliktan kazinarak oturur, ¢esmenin sesini dinler, caddeden gecen arabalari
seyrederken bile mutlu olurdum. Halbuki simdi, para tekrar elimin erisebilecegi bir yere gelmis,
bense on iki saat beklemeye bile tahammiil edemiyorum. Basima bin tiirlii bela gelebilir, kor
olabilirim, kalp krizinden gidebilirim, kiyamet kopabilir ve ben ona elimi...”

Ide bir feryat kopararak ayaga firlad1 tekrar. Banklarda oturan insanlar tedirginlikle bakmaya
basladilar. Vallance onu kolundan yakalada.

“Gel benimle, yiirliyelim biraz,” dedi Vallance. “Kendine hakim olmaya ¢alis. Heyecanlanmana,
korkmana sebep yok. Bir sey olmayacak sana. Bu gecenin de baska gecelerden bir farki yok.”

“Haklisin,” dedi Ide. “Yammda kal, Dawson; iyi bir arkadassin sen. Birlikte biraz dolasalim
seninle. Daha once kendimi bu kadar dagittigim olmamusti, listelik basima gelmeyen de kalmamigtir
hani. Soyle, ufak bir ziyafet i¢in bir seyler araklayabilir misin, ha? Ne yazik ki sinirlerim dilencilik
etmeme el vermeyecek kadar bozuldu.”

Vallance arkadasinm, o siralarda iyice tenhalasmis olan Besinci Cadde’ye, sonra da otuzlu caddeler
boyunca bati tarafindan Broadway’e gotiirdii. “Burada biraz bekle,” dedi Vallance, Ide’1 karanlik,
kuytu bir kdsede birakarak oradan uzaklasti. Bildigi bir otele girdi ve o eski, kendinden emin tavriyla
bara dogru yiiriidu.

Barmene, “Disarida karmmn a¢ oldugunu sdyleyen bir zavalli var Jimmy,” dedi. “Goriiniisiine
bakilirsa gercekten de a¢ adamcagiz. Para verince ne yaptiklarim bilirsin bunun gibilerin. Bir iki
sandvi¢ yapiver suna, ben de bir g6z kulak olayim, sandvi¢leri atmasin diye.”

“Hay hay Bay Vallance,” dedi barmen. “Hepsi de diizenbaz olacak degil ya. A¢ insan gormeye hig
dayanamam.”

Barmen bir pegeteye agik biifeden koydugu yiyeceklerle biiyiikge bir paket yapti. Vallance
yiyecekle birlikte arkadasimin yanina gitti. Ide yiyecege a¢ kurtlar gibi saldirdi. “Sen yemeyecek
misin, Dawson?” dedi.

“Benim karmm a¢ degil, tesekkiir ederim,” dedi Vallance.

“Hadi, meydana geri donelim,” dedi Ide. “Aynasizlar orada bizi rahatsiz etmezler. Su domuz
salamli seyin geri kalamim sarip kahvaltiya ayiracagim. Daha fazla yemesem iy1 olur. Kusarim diye
korkuyorum. Ya bu gece bir mide kramp yiiziinden 6liir de o paralara bir daha elimi siiremezsem! Su
avukatla gériismeme daha on bir saat var. Beni yalmz birakmayacaksin, degil mi Dawson? Basima
bir 1s gelecek diye ¢ok korkuyorum. Senin gidecek yerin yok, degil mi?”

“Hayir, yok,” dedi Vallance. “Bu gece gidecek hi¢bir yerim yok. Seninle birlikte, bankta
gecirecegim geceyl.”

“Eger bana dogru sOylediysen, bayagi metanetli bir adamsin,” dedi Ide. “Bir giin i¢inde 1y1 bir isi
kaybedip meteliksiz kalan birinin sagim basim yolmasi gerekirdi zira.”

“Ben de sana ertesi giin servete kavusacak birinin ¢ok daha rahat ve huzurlu olmasi gerektigini
sOylemistim,” dedi Vallance giilerek.

“Insanlarin olaylar1 farkli gdzlerle degerlendirmeleri tuhaf sey dogrusu,” diye felsefe yapti Ide.



“Senin bankin bu Dawson, benimkinin yamnda. Bu bankta yatinca géziine sokak lambasinin 15181
gelmez. Bak ne diyece@im Dawson, eve dondiiglim zaman moruktan sana is i¢in bir tavsiye mektubu
yazmasint isteyecegim. Bu gece bana c¢ok yardimci oldun. Sana rastlamasaydim sabaha sag
cikamazdim herhalde.”

“Tesekkiir ederim,” dedi Vallance. “Bu banklara uzamp da mi uyuyorsunuz, yoksa oturarak mm?”

Vallance saatlerce neredeyse goziinii hi¢ kirpmadan dallar arasindan goriinen yildizlar1 seyredip
glineyde asfalt denizinin iizerinden gecen atlarin siddetli nal seslerini dinledi. Zihni yerindeydi, ama
duygular1 uyusmustu. Duygular1 yok olmus gibiydi. Ne korku, ne pismanlik, ne 1stirap, ne de
rahatsizlik hissediyordu. Hatta kiz1 diisiindiigii zamanlarda, onu bile, izledigi su uzak yildizlardan
birinde oturuyormus gibi ¢ok uzaklarda kalmis hissediyordu. Arkadasimn tuhafliklarim hatirlayarak
hafifce giiliimsedi, ama nesenin kirintis1 bile yoktu giiliimseyisinde. Cok gecmeden siit arabalari
ordusu sehri glimbiirdeyen bir davula doniistiirdii. Vallance, rahatsiz bankin tistiinde uyuyakaldi.

Sabah saat onda her ikisi de avukat Mead’in, Ann Caddesi’ndeki yazihanesinin kapisi 6niindeydi.

Vakit yaklastikca Ide’1n sinirleri daha ¢ok geriliyor, Vallance ise korktuklar1 basina gelir diye onu
biraksa mi, birakmasa mu bilemiyordu.

Yazihaneye girdikleri zaman avukat Mead onlar1 merakla siizdii. Vallance ile ikisi eski arkadasti.
Avukat Vallance’la selamlastiktan sonra yiizii kire¢ gibi bembeyaz kesilmis, dudaklar: titreyen, sinir
krizinin esigindeki Ide’a dondii.

“Adresinize diin aksam bir mektup daha yolladim Ide,” dedi avukat. “Orada bulunmadigimz i¢in
elinize gegmedigini bu sabah 6grendim. Mektupta amcamz Bay Paulding’in sizi tekrar himayesine
alma kararini yeniden gézden gecirip bu kararindan vazgectigi bildiriliyordu. Aramzdaki iligkilerin
eskisi gibi kalacagim bilmenizi istiyor.”

Ide’1n titremesi birdenbire kesiliverdi. Yiiziine tekrar renk geldi, sirtt diklesti. Cenesi bir karig one
cikti ve gozleri parlamaya basladi. Bir eliyle eski piiskii sapkasim geriye atti, artik parmaklari
titremeyen oteki elini de avukata dogru uzatti. Derin bir soluk alip hin hin giilmeye basladi.

Yiksek sesle ve tane tane, “Paulding moruguna sdyle cehenneme kadar yolu var,” dedi ve sirtim
doniip emin adimlarla ¢ikti gitti yazihaneden.

Avukat Mead topuklar1 iizerinde Vallance’a donerek giiliimsedi.

Yiiziinde iyimser bir ifadeyle, “Geldigine ¢ok sevindim,” dedi. “Amcan derhal eve donmeni istiyor.
Acele karar vermesine neden olan meselede senin hakli oldugunu kabul ettigini ve her seyin yine
eskisi gibi...”

Avukat Mead sozlerini yarida keserek, “Hey, Adams!” diye yardimcisina seslendi. “Bir bardak su
getir, Bay Vallance bayildi.”



(STORIES)



THE GIFT OF THE MAGI

One dollar and eighty-seven cents. That was all. And sixty cents of it was in pennies. Pennies saved
one and two at a time by bulldozing the grocer and the vegetable man and the butcher until one’s
cheeks burned with the silent imputation of parsimony that such close dealing implied. Three times
Della counted it. One dollar and eighty-seven cents. And the next day would be Christmas.

There was clearly nothing to do but flop down on the shabby little couch and howl. So Della did it.
Which instigates the moral reflection that life is made up of sobs, sniffles, and smiles, with sniffles
predominating.

While the mistress of the home is gradually subsiding from the first stage to the second, take a look
at the home. A furnished flat at $8 per week. It did not exactly beggar description, but it certainly had
that word on the lookout for the mendicancy squad.

In the vestibule below was a letter-box into which no letter would go, and an electric button from
which no mortal finger could coax a ring. Also appertaining thereunto was a card bearing the name
“Mr. James Dillingham Young.”

The “Dillingham” had been flung to the breeze during a former period of prosperity when its
possessor was being paid $30 per week. Now, when the income was shrunk to $20, though, they were
thinking seriously of contracting to a modest and unassuming D. But whenever Mr. James Dillingham
Young came home and reached his flat above he was called “Jim” and greatly hugged by Mrs. James
Dillingham Young, already introduced to you as Della. Which is all very good.

Della finished her cry and attended to her cheeks with the powder rag. She stood by the window
and looked out dully at a gray cat walking a gray fence in a gray backyard. Tomorrow would be
Christmas Day, and she had only $1.87 with which to buy Jim a present. She had been saving every
penny she could for months, with this result. Twenty dollars a week doesn’t go far. Expenses had
been greater than she had calculated. They always are. Only $1.87 to buy a present for Jim. Her Jim.
Many a happy hour she had spent planning for something nice for him. Something fine and rare and
sterling, something just a little bit near to being worthy of the honor of being owned by Jim.

There was a pier-glass between the windows of the room. Perhaps you have seen a pierglass in an
$8 flat. A very thin and very agile person may, by observing his reflection in a rapid sequence of
longitudinal strips, obtain a fairly accurate conception of his looks. Della, being slender, had
mastered the art.

Suddenly she whirled from the window and stood before the glass. Her eyes were shining
brilliantly, but her face had lost its color within twenty seconds. Rapidly she pulled down her hair
and let it fall to its full length.

Now, there were two possessions of the James Dillingham Youngs in which they both took a mighty
pride. One was Jim’s gold watch that had been his father’s and his grandfather’s. The other was
Della’s hair. Had the queen of Sheba lived in the flat across the airshaft,

Della would have let her hair hang out the window some day to dry just to depreciate Her
Majesty’s jewels and gifts. Had King Solomon been the janitor, with all his treasures piled up in the
basement, Jim would have pulled out his watch every time he passed, just to see him pluck at his



beard from envy.

So now Della’s beautiful hair fell about her rippling and shining like a cascade of brown waters. It
reached below her knee and made itself almost a garment for her. And then she did it up again
nervously and quickly. Once she faltered for a minute and stood still while a tear or two splashed on
the worn red carpet.

On went her old brown jacket; on went her old brown hat. With a whirl of skirts and with the
brilliant sparkle still in her eyes, she fluttered out the door and down the stairs to the street.

Where she stopped the sign read: “Mne. Sofronie. Hair Goods of All Kinds.” One flight up Della
ran, and collected herself, panting. Madame, large, too white, chilly, hardly looked the “Sofronie.”

“Will you buy my hair?” asked Della.

“I buy hair,” said Madame. “Take yer hat off and let’s have a sight at the looks of it.”
Down rippled the brown cascade.

“Twenty dollars,” said Madame, lifting the mass with a practised hand.

“Give it to me quick,” said Della.

Oh, and the next two hours tripped by on rosy wings. Forget the hashed metaphor. She was
ransacking the stores for Jim’s present.

She found it at last. It surely had been made for Jim and no one else. There was no other like it in
any of the stores, and she had turned all of them inside out. It was a platinum fob chain simple and
chaste in design, properly proclaiming its value by substance alone and not by meretricious
ornamentation —as all good things should do. It was even worthy of “The Watch”. As soon as she saw
it she knew that it must be Jim’s. It was like him. Quietness and value —the description applied to
both. Twenty-one dollars they took from her for it, and she hurried home with the 87 cents. With that
chain on his watch Jim might be properly anxious about the time in any company. Grand as the watch
was, he sometimes looked at it on the sly on account of the old leather strap that he used in place of a
chain.

When Della reached home her intoxication gave way a little to prudence and reason. She got out her
curling irons and lighted the gas and went to work repairing the ravages made by generosity added to
love. Which is always a tremendous task, dear friends —a mammoth task.

Within forty minutes her head was covered with tiny, close-lying curls that made her look
wonderfully like a truant schoolboy. She looked at her reflection in the mirror long, carefully, and
critically.

“If Jim doesn’t kill me,” she said to herself, “before he takes a second look at me, he’ll say I look
like a Coney Island chorus girl. But what could I do, oh! What could I do with a dollar and eighty-
seven cents?”

At 7 o’clock the coffee was made and the frying-pan was on the back of the stove hot and ready to
cook the chops.



Jim was never late. Della doubled the fob chain in her hand and sat on the corner of the table near
the door that he always entered. Then she heard his step on the stair away down on the first flight, and
she turned white for just a moment. She had a habit for saying little silent prayer about the simplest
everyday things, and now she whispered: “Please God, make him think I am still pretty.”

The door opened and Jim stepped in and closed it. He looked thin and very serious. Poor fellow, he
was only twenty-two —and to be burdened with a family! He needed a new overcoat and he was
without gloves.

Jim stopped inside the door, as immovable as a setter at the scent of quail. His eyes were fixed
upon Della, and there was an expression in them that she could not read, and it terrified her. It was
not anger, nor surprise, nor disapproval, nor horror, nor any of the sentiments that she had been
prepared for. He simply stared at her fixedly with that peculiar expression on his face.

Della wriggled off the table and went for him.

“Jim, darling,” she cried, “don’t look at me that way. I had my hair cut off and sold because I
couldn’t have lived through Christmas without giving you a present. It’ll grow out again—you won’t
mind, will you? I just had to do it. My hair grows awfully fast. Say ‘Merry Christmas!” Jim, and let’s
be happy. You don’t know what a nice —what a beautiful, nice gift I’ve got for you.”

“You’ve cut off your hair?” asked Jim, laboriously, as if he had not arrived at that patent fact yet
even after the hardest mental labor.

“Cut 1t off and sold it,” said Della. “Don’t you like me just as well, anyhow? I’m me without my
hair, ain’t [?”

Jim looked about the room curiously.
“You say your hair is gone?” he said, with an air almost of idiocy.

“You needn’t look for it,” said Della. “It’s sold, I tell you—sold and gone, too. It’s Christmas Eve,
boy. Be good to me, for it went for you. Maybe the hairs of my head were numbered,” she went on
with sudden serious sweetness, “but nobody could ever count my love for you. Shall I put the chops
on, Jim?”

Out of his trance Jim seemed quickly to wake. He enfolded his Della. For ten seconds let us regard
with discreet scrutiny some inconsequential object in the other direction. Eight dollars a week or a
million a year—what is the difference? A mathematician or a wit would give you the wrong answer.
The magi brought valuable gifts, but that was not among them. This dark assertion will be illuminated
later on.

Jim drew a package from his overcoat pocket and threw it upon the table.

“Don’t make any mistake, Dell,” he said, “about me. I don’t think there’s anything in the way of a
haircut or a shave or a shampoo that could make me like my girl any less. But if you’ll unwrap that
package you may see why you had me going a while at first.”

White fingers and nimble tore at the string and paper. And then an ecstatic scream of joy; and then,
alas! a quick feminine change to hysterical tears and wails, necessitating the immediate employment



of all the comforting powers of the lord of the flat.

For there lay The Combs —the set of combs, side and back, that Della had worshipped long in a
Broadway window. Beautiful combs, pure tortoise shell, with jewelled rims— just the shade to wear
in the beautiful vanished hair. They were expensive combs, she knew, and her heart had simply
craved and yearned over them without the least hope of possession. And now, they were hers, but the
tresses that should have adorned the coveted adornments were gone.

But she hugged them to her bosom, and at length she was able to look up with dim eyes and a smile
and say: “My hair grows so fast, Jim!”

And then Della leaped up like a little singed cat and cried, “Oh, oh!”

Jim had not yet seen his beautiful present. She held it out to him eagerly upon her open palm. The
dull precious metal seemed to flash with a reflection of her bright and ardent spirit.

“Isn’t it a dandy, Jim? I hunted all over town to find it. You’ll have to look at the time a hundred
times a day now. Give me your watch. I want to see how it looks on it.”

Instead of obeying, Jim tumbled down on the couch and put his hands under the back of his head and
smiled.

“Dell,” said he, “let’s put our Christmas presents away and keep ‘em a while. They’re too nice to
use just as present. I sold the watch to get the money to buy your combs. And now suppose you put the
chops on.”

The magi, as you know, were wise men —wonderfully wise men— who brought gifts to the Babe! in
the manger. They invented the art of giving Christmas presents. Being wise, their gifts were no doubt
wise ones, possibly bearing the privilege of exchange in case of duplication. And here I have lamely
related to you the uneventful chronicle of two foolish children in a flat who most unwisely sacrificed
for each other the greatest treasures of their house. But in a last word to the wise of these days let it
be said that of all who give gifts these two were the wisest. Of all who give and receive gifts, such as
they are wisest. Everywhere they are wisest. They are the magi.



A RAMBLE IN APHASIA

My wife and I parted on that morning in precisely our usual manner. She left her second cup of tea
to follow me to the front door. There she plucked from my lapel the invisible strand of lint (the
universal act of woman to proclaim ownership) and bade me to take care of my cold. I had no cold.
Next came her kiss of parting—the level kiss of domesticity flavored with Young Hyson. There was
no fear of the extemporaneous, of variety spicing her infinite custom. With the deft touch of long
malpractice, she dabbed awry my well-set scarf pin; and then, as I closed the door, I heard her
morning slippers pattering back to her cooling tea.

When I set out I had no thought or premonition of what was to occur. The attack came suddenly.

For many weeks I had been toiling, almost night and day, at a famous railroad law case that I won
triumphantly but a few days previously. In fact, I had been digging away at the law almost without
cessation for many years. Once or twice good Doctor Wlney, my friend and physician, had warned
me.

“If you don’t slacken up, Bellford,” he said, “you’ll go suddenly to pieces. Either your nerves or
your brain will give way. Tell me, does a week pass in which you do not read in the papers of a case
of aphasia —of some man lost, wandering nameless, with his past and his identity blotted out— and all
from that little brain clot made by overwork or worry?”

“I always thought,” said I, “that the clot in those instances was really to be found on the brains of
the newspaper reporters.”

Doctor Volney shook his head. “The disease exists,” he said. “You need a change or a rest. Court-
room, office and home —there is the only route you travel. For recreation you read law books. Better
take warning in time.”

“On Thursday nights,” I said, defensively, “my wife and I play cribbage. On Sundays she reads to
me the weekly letter from her mother. That law books are not a recreation remains yet to be
established.”

That morning as I walked I was thinking of Doctor Volney’s words. 1 was feeling as well as |
usually did— possibly in better spirits than usual.

I woke with stiff and cramped muscles from having slept long on the incommodious seat of a day
coach. I leaned my head against the seat and tried to think. After a long time I said to myself: “I must
have a name of some sort.” I searched my pockets. Not a card; not a letter; not a paper or monogram
could I find. But I found in my coat pocket nearly $3,000 in bills of large denomination. “I must be
some one, of course,” I repeated to myself, and began again to consider.

The car was well crowded with men, among whom, I told myself, there must have been some
common interest, for they intermingled freely, and seemed in the best good humor and spirits. One of
them —a stout, spectacled gentleman enveloped in a decided odor of cinnamon and aloes— took the
vacant half of my seat with a friendly nod, and unfolded a newspaper. In the intervals between his
periods of reading, we conversed, as travelers will, on current affairs. I found myself able to sustain
the conversation on such subjects with credit, at least to my memory. By and by my companion said:



“You are one of us, of course. Fine lot of men the West sends in this time. I’m glad they held the
convention in New York; I’ve never been East before. My name’s R. P. Bolder—Bolder & Son, of
Hickory Grove, Missouri.”

Though unprepared, 1 rose to the emergency, as men will when put to it. Now must I hold a
christening, and be at once babe, parson and parent. My senses came to the rescue of my slower
brain. The insistent odor of drugs from my companion supplied one idea; a glance at his newspaper,
where my eye met a conspicuous advertisement, assisted me further.

“My name,” said I, glibly, “is Edward Pinkhammer. I am a druggist, and my home is in Cornopolis,
Kansas.”

“I knew you were a druggist,” said my fellow traveler, affably. “I saw the callous spot on your right
forefinger where the handle of the pestle rubs. Of course, you are a delegate to our National
Convention.”

“Are all these men druggists?” I asked, wonderingly.

“They are. This car came through from the West. And they’re your old-time druggists, too—none of
your patent tablet-and-granule pharmashootists that use slot machines instead of a prescription desk.
We percolate our own paregoric and roll our own pills, and we ain’t above handling a few garden
seeds in the spring, and carrying a side line of confectionery and shoes. I tell you Hampinker, I’ve got
an idea to spring on this convention—new ideas is what they want. Now, you know the shelf bottles
of tartar emetic and Rochelle salt Ant. et Pot. Tart. and Sod. et Pot. Tart.—one’s poison, you know,
and the other’s harmless. It’s easy to mistake one label for the other. Where do druggists mostly keep
‘em? Why, as far apart as possible, on different shelves. That’s wrong. I say keep ‘em side by side,

so when you want one you can always compare it with the other and avoid mistakes. Do you catch the
idea?”

“It seems to me a very good one,” I said.

“All right! When I spring it on the convention you back it up. We’ll make some of these Eastern
orange-phosphate-and-massage-cream professors that think they’re the only lozenges in the market
look like hypodermic tablets.”

“IfI can be of any aid,” I said, warming, “the two bottles of—er—"
“Tartrate of antimony and potash, and tartrate of soda and potash.”
“Shall henceforth sit side by side,” I concluded, firmly.

“Now, there’s another thing,” said Mr. Bolder. “For an excipient in manipulating a pill mass which
do you prefer—the magnesia carbonate or the pulverised glycerrhiza radix?”

“The—er—magnesia,” I said. It was easier to say than the other word.
Mr. Bolder glanced at me distrustfully through his spectacles.
“Give me the glycerrhiza,” said he. “Magnesia cakes.”

“Here’s another one of these fake aphasia cases,” he said, presently, handing me his newspaper,



and laying his finger upon an article. “I don’t believe in ‘em. I put nine out of ten of ‘em down as
frauds. A man gets sick of his business and his folks and wants to have a good time. He skips out
somewhere, and when they find him he pretends to have lost his memory—don’t know his own name,
and won’t even recognize the strawberry mark on his wife’s left shoulder. Aphasia! Tut! Why can’t
they stay at home and forget?”

I took the paper and read, after the pungent headlines, the following:

“Denver, June 12. —Elwyn C. Bellford, a prominent lawyer, is mysteriously missing from his home
since three days ago, and all efforts to locate him have been in vain. Mr. Bellford is a well-known
citizen of the highest standing, and has enjoyed a large and lucrative law practice. He is married and
owns a fine home and the most extensive private library in the State. On the day of his disappearance,
he drew quite a large sum of money from his bank. No one can be found who saw him after he left the
bank. Mr. Bellford was a man of singularly quiet and domestic tastes, and seemed to find his
happiness in his home and profession. If any clue at all exists to his strange disappearance, it may be
found in the fact that for some months he has been deeply absorbed in an important law case in
connection with the Q. Y. and Z. Railroad Company. It is feared that overwork may have affected his
mind. Every effort is being made to discover the whereabouts of the missing man.”

“It seems to me you are not altogether uncynical, Mr. Bolder,” I said, after I had read the despatch.
“This has the sound, to me, of a genuine case. Why should this man, prosperous, happily married, and
respected, choose suddenly to abandon everything? I know that these lapses of memory do occur, and
that men do find themselves adrift without a name, a history or a home.”

“Oh, gammon and jalap!” said Mr. Bolder. “It’s larks they’re after. There’s too much education
nowadays. Men know about aphasia, and they use it for an excuse. The women are wise, too. When
it’s all over they look you in the eye, as scientific as you please, and say: ‘He hypnotized me.’”

Thus Mr. Bolder diverted, but did not aid, me with his comments and philosophy.

We arrived in New York about ten at night. I rode in a cab to a hotel, and I wrote my name
“Edward Pinkhammer” in the register. As I did so I felt pervade me a splendid, wild, intoxicating
buoyancy —a sense of unlimited freedom, of newly attained possibilities. I was just born into the
world. The old fetters— whatever they had been —were stricken from my hands and feet. The future lay
before me a clear road such as an infant enters, and I could set out upon it equipped with a man’s
learning and experience.

I thought the hotel clerk looked at me five seconds too long. I had no baggage.

“The Druggists’ Convention,” I said. “My trunk has somehow failed to arrive.” I drew out a roll of
money.

“Ah!” said he, showing an auriferous tooth, “we have quite a number of the Western delegates
stopping here.” He struck a bell for the boy.

I endeavored to give color to my role.

“There 1s an important movement on foot among us Westerners,” 1 said, “in regard to a
recommendation to the convention that the bottles containing the tartrate of antimony and potash, and



the tartrate of sodium and potash be kept in a contiguous position on the shelf.”
“Gentleman to three-fourteen,” said the clerk, hastily. I was whisked away to my room.

The next day I bought a trunk and clothing, and began to live the life of Edward Pinkhammer. I did
not tax my brain with endeavors to solve problems of the past.

It was a piquant and sparkling cup that the great island city held up to my lips. I drank of it
gratefully. The keys of Manhattan belong to him who is able to bear them. You must be either the
city’s guest or its victim.

The following few days were as gold and silver. Edward Pinkhammer, yet counting back to his
birth by hours only, knew the rare joy of having come upon so diverting a world full-fledged and
unrestrained. [ sat entranced on the magic carpets provided in theatres and roof-gardens, that
transported one into strange and delightful lands full of frolicsome music, pretty girls and grotesque
drolly extravagant parodies upon human kind. I went here and there at my own dear will, bound by no
limits of space, time or comportment. I dined in weird cabarets, at weirder tables d’hote to the sound
of Hungarian music and the wild shouts of mercurial artists and sculptors. Or, again, where the night
life quivers in the electric glare like a kinetoscopic picture, and the millinery of the world, and its
jewels, and the ones whom they adorn, and the men who make all three possible are met for good
cheer and the spectacular effect. And among all these scenes that I have mentioned I learned one thing
that I never knew before. And that is that the key to liberty is not in the hands of License, but
Convention holds it. Comity has a toll-gate at which you must pay, or you may not enter the land of
Freedom. In all the glitter, the seeming disorder, the parade, the abandon, I saw this law, unobtrusive,
yet like iron, prevail. Therefore, in Manhattan you must obey these unwritten laws, and then you will
be freest of the free. If you decline to be bound by them, you put on shackles.

Sometimes, as my mood urged me, I would seek the stately, softly murmuring palm rooms, redolent
with high-born life and delicate restraint, in which to dine. Again [ would go down to the waterways
in steamers packed with vociferous, bedecked, unchecked love-making clerks and shop-girls to their
crude pleasures on the island shores. And there was always Broadway —glistening, opulent, wily,
varying, desirable Broadway— growing upon one like an opium habit.

One afternoon as I entered my hotel a stout man with a big nose and a black mustache blocked my
way in the corridor. When I would have passed around him, he greet me with offensive familiarity.

“Hello, Bellford!” he cried, loudly. “What the deuce are you doing in New York? Didn’t know
anything could drag you away from that old book den of yours. Is Mrs. B. along or is this a little
business run alone, eh?”

“You have made a mistake, sir,” I said, coldly, releasing my hand from his grasp. “My name is
Pinkhammer. You will excuse me.”

The man dropped to one side, apparently astonished. As I walked to the clerk’s desk I heard him
call to a bell boy and say something about telegraph blanks.

“You will give me my bill,” I said to the clerk, “and have my baggage brought down in half an hour.
I do not care to remain where I am annoyed by confidence men.”



I moved that afternoon to another hotel, a sedate, old-fashioned one on lower Fifth Avenue.

There was a restaurant a little way off Broadway where one could be served almost al fresco in a
tropic array of screening flora. Quiet and luxury and a perfect service made it an ideal place in which
to take luncheon or refreshment. One afternoon I was there picking my way to a table among the ferns
when I felt my sleeve caught.

“Mr. Bellford!” exclaimed an amazingly sweet voice.

I turned quickly to see a lady seated alone —a lady of about thirty, with exceedingly handsome eyes,
who looked at me as though I had been her very dear friend.

“You were about to pass me,” she said, accusingly. “Don’t tell me you do not know me. Why should
we not shake hands —at least once in fifteen years?”

I shook hands with her at once. I took a chair opposite her at the table. I summoned with my
eyebrows a hovering waiter. The lady was philandering with an orange ice. I ordered a creme de
menthe. Her hair was reddish bronze. You could not look at it, because you could not look away from
her eyes. But you were conscious of it as you are conscious of sunset while you look into the
profundities of a wood at twilight.

“Are you sure you know me?” I asked.
“No,” she said, smiling. “I was never sure of that.”
g

“What would you think,” I said, a little anxiously, “if I were to tell you that my name is Edward
Pinkhammer, from Cornopolis, Kansas?”

“What would I think?” she repeated, with a merry glance. “Why, that you had not brought Mrs.
Bellford to New York with you, of course. I do wish you had. I would have liked to see Marian.” Her
voice lowered slightly —You haven’t changed much, Elwyn.”

I felt her wonderful eyes searching mine and my face more closely.

“Yes, you have,” she amended, and there was a soft, exultant note in her latest tones; “I see it now.
You haven’t forgotten. You haven’t forgotten for a year or a day or an hour. I told you you never
could.”

I poked my straw anxiously in the créme de menthe.

“I'm sure I beg your pardon,” I said, a little uneasy at her gaze. “But that is just the trouble. I have
forgotten. I’ve forgotten everything.”

She flouted my denial. She laughed deliciously at something she seemed to see in my face.

“I’ve heard of you at times,” she went on. “You’re quite a big lawyer out West—Denver, isn’t it, or
Los Angeles? Marian must be very proud of you. You knew, I suppose, that I married six months after
you did. You may have seen it in the papers. The flowers alone cost two thousand dollars.”

She had mentioned fifteen years. Fifteen years is a long time.

“Would it be too late,” I asked, somewhat timorously, “to offer you congratulations?”



“Not if you dare do it,” she answered, with such fine intrepidity that I was silent, and began to
crease patterns on the cloth with my thumb nail.

“Tell me one thing,” she said, leaning toward me rather eagerly “a thing I have wanted to know for
many years —just from a woman’s curiosity, of course— have you ever dared since that night to touch,
smell or look at white roses —at white roses wet with rain and dew?”

I took a sip of créme de menthe.

“It would be useless, I suppose,” I said, with a sigh, “for me to repeat that I have no recollection at
all about these things. My memory is completely at fault. I need not say how much I regret it.”

The lady rested her arms upon the table, and again her eyes disdained my words and went traveling
by their own route direct to my soul. She laughed softly, with a strange quality in the sound —it was a
laugh of happiness— yes, and of content—and of misery. I tried to look away from her.

“You lie, Elwyn Bellford,” she breathed, blissfully. “Oh, I know you lie!”
I gazed dully into the ferns.

“My name is Edward Pinkhammer,” 1 said. “I came with the delegates to the Druggists’ National
Convention. There is a movement on foot for arranging a new position for the bottles of tartrate of
antimony and tartrate of potash, in which, very likely, you would take little interest.”

A shining landau stopped before the entrance. The lady rose. I took her hand, and bowed.

“I am deeply sorry,” I said to her, “that I cannot remember. I could explain, but fear you would not
understand. You will not concede Pinkhammer; and I really cannot at all conceive of the—the roses
and other things.”

“Good-bye, Mr. Bellford,” she said, with her happy, sorrowful smile, as she stepped into her
carriage.

I attended the theatre that night. When I returned to my hotel, a quiet man in dark clothes, who
seemed interested in rubbing his finger nails with a silk handkerchief, appeared, magically, at my
side.

“Mr. Pinkhammer,” he said, giving the bulk of his attention to his forefinger, “may I request you to
step aside with me for a little conversation? There is a room here.”

“Certainly,” I answered.

He conducted me into a small, private parlor. A lady and a gentleman were there. The lady, I
surmised, would have been unusually good-looking had her features not been clouded by an
expression of keen worry and fatigue. She was of a style of figure and possessed coloring and
features that were agreeable to my fancy. She was in a traveling dress; she fixed upon me an earnest
look of extreme anxiety, and pressed an unsteady hand to her bosom. I think she would have started
forward, but the gentleman arrested her movement with an authoritative motion of his hand. He then
came, himself, to meet me. He was a man of forty, a little gray about the temples, and with a strong,
thoughtful face.



“Bellford, old man,” he said, cordially, “I’m glad to see you again. Of course we know everything
is all right. I warned you, you know, that you were overdoing it. Now, you’ll go back with us, and be
yourself again in no time.”

I smiled ironically.

“I have been ‘Bellforded’ so often,” I said, “that it has lost its edge. Still, in the end, it may grow
wearisome. Would you be willing at all to entertain the hypothesis that my name is Edward
Pinkhammer, and that [ never saw you before in my life?”

Before the man could reply a wailing cry came from the woman. She sprang past his detaining arm.
“Elwyn!” she sobbed, and cast herself upon me, and clung tight. “Elwyn,” she cried again, “don’t
break my heart. I am your wife —call my name once— just once. I could see you dead rather than this
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way.
[ unwound her arms respectfully, but firmly.

“Madam,” I said, severely, “pardon me if I suggest that you accept a resemblance too precipitately.
It is a pity,” [ went on, with an amused laugh, as the thought occurred to me, “that this Bellford and I
could not be kept side by side upon the same shelf like tartrates of sodium and antimony for purposes
of identification. In order to understand the allusion,” I concluded airily, “it may be necessary for you
to keep an eye on the proceedings of the Druggists’ National Convention.”

The lady turned to her companion, and grasped his arm.
“What is it, Doctor Volney? Oh, what is it?”” she moaned.
He led her to the door.

“Go to your room for a while,” I heard him say. “I will remain and talk with him. His mind? No, I
think not —only a portion of the brain. Yes, I am sure he will recover. Go to your room and leave me
with him.”

The lady disappeared. The man in dark clothes also went outside, still manicuring himself in a

thoughtful way. I think he waited in the hall.

“I would like to talk with you a while, Mr. Pinkhammer, if I may,” said the gentleman who
remained.

“Very well, if you care to,” I replied, “and will excuse me if I take it comfortably; I am rather
tired.” I stretched myself upon a couch by a window and lit a cigar. He drew a chair nearby.

“Let us speak to the point,” he said, soothingly. “Your name is not Pinkhammer.”

“I know that as well as you do,” I said, coolly. “But a man must have a name of some sort. I can
assure you that I do not extravagantly admire the name of Pinkhammer. But when one christens one’s
self suddenly, the fine names do not seem to suggest themselves. But, suppose it had been
Scheringhausen or Scroggins! I think I did very well with Pinkhammer.”

“Your name,” said the other man, seriously, “is Elwyn C. Bellford. You are one of the first lawyers
in Denver. You are suffering from an attack of aphasia, which has caused you to forget your identity.



The cause of it was over-application to your profession, and, perhaps, a life too bare of natural
recreation and pleasures. The lady who has just left the room is your wife.”

“She 1s what I would call a fine-looking woman,” I said, after a judicial pause. “I particularly
admire the shade of brown in her hair.”

“She is a wife to be proud of. Since your disappearance, nearly two weeks ago, she has scarcely
closed her eyes. We learned that you were in New York through a telegram sent by Isidore Newman,
a traveling man from Denver. He said that he had met you in a hotel here, and that you did not
recognize him.”

“I think I remember the occasion,” I said. “The fellow called me ‘Bellford,” if I am not mistaken.
But don’t you think it about time, now, for you to introduce yourself?”’

“I am Robert Volney—Doctor Volney. I have been your close friend for twenty years, and your
physician for fifteen. I came with Mrs. Bellford to trace you as soon as we got the telegram. Try,
Elwyn, old man— try to remember!”

“What’s the use to try?” I asked, with a little frown. “You say you are a physician. Is aphasia
curable? When a man loses his memory does it return slowly, or suddenly?”

“Sometimes gradually and imperfectly; sometimes as suddenly as it went.”
“Will you undertake the treatment of my case, Doctor Volney?” I asked.

“Old friend,” said he, “I’ll do everything in my power, and will have done everything that science
can do to cure you.”

“Very well,” said 1. “Then you will consider that I am your patient. Everything is in confidence now
—professional confidence.”

“Of course,” said Doctor Volney.

I got up from the couch. Some one had set a vase of white roses on the centre table—a cluster of
white roses, freshly sprinkled and fragrant. I threw them far out of the window, and then I laid myself
upon the couch again.

“It will be best, Bobby,” 1 said, “to have this cure happen suddenly. I’m rather tired of it all,
anyway. You may go now and bring Marian in. But, oh, Doc,” I said, with a sigh, as I kicked him on
the shin, “Good old Doc, it was glorious!”



THE LAST OF THE TROUBADOURS

Inexorably Sam Galloway saddled his pony. He was going away from the Rancho Altito at the end
of a three-months’ visit. It is not to be expected that a guest should put up with wheat coffee and
biscuits yellow-streaked with saleratus for longer than that. Nick Napoleon, the big Negro man cook,
had never been able to make good biscuits. Once before, when Nick was cooking at the Willow
Ranch, Sam had been forced to fly from his cuisine, after only a six-weeks’ sojourn.

On Sam’s face was an expression of sorrow, deepened with regret and slightly tempered by the
patient forgiveness of a connoisseur who cannot be understood. But very firmly and inexorably he
buckled his saddle-cinches, looped his stake-rope and hung it to his saddle-horn, tied his slicker and
coat on the cantle, and looped his quirt on his right wrist. The Merrydews (householders of the
Rancho Altito), men, women, children, and servants, vassals, visitors, employes, dogs, and casual
callers were grouped in the “gallery” of the ranch house, all with faces set to the tune of melancholy
and grief. For, as the coming of Sam Galloway to any ranch, camp, or cabin between the rivers Frio
or Bravo del Norte aroused joy, so his departure caused mourning and distress.

And then, during absolute silence, except for the bumping of a hind elbow of a hound dog as he
pursued a wicked flea, Sam tenderly and carefully tied his guitar across his saddle on top of his
slicker and coat. The guitar was in a green duck bag; and if you catch the significance of'it, it explains
Sam.

Sam Galloway was the Last of the Troubadours. Of course you know about the troubadours. The
encyclopadia says they flourished between the eleventh and the thirteenth centuries. What they
flourished does not seem clear—you may be pretty sure it wasn’t a sword: maybe it was a fiddlebow,
or a forkful of spaghetti, or a lady’s scarf. Anyhow, Sam Galloway was one of ‘em.

Sam put on a martyred expression as he mounted his pony. But the expression on his face was
hilarious compared with the one on his pony’s. You see, a pony gets to know his rider mighty well,
and 1t is not unlikely that cow ponies in pastures and at hitching racks had often guyed Sam’s pony for
being ridden by a guitar player instead of by a rollicking, cussing, all-wool cowboy. No man is a hero
to his saddle-horse. And even an escalator in a department store might be excused for tripping up a
troubadour.

Oh, I know I’m one; and so are you. You remember the stories you memorize and the card tricks you
study and that little piece on the piano —how does it go?— ti-tum-te-tum-ti-tum—those little Arabian
Ten Minute Entertainments that you furnish when you go up to call on your rich Aunt Jane. You should
know that omna personz in tres partes divise sunt. Namely: Barons, Troubadours, and Workers.
Barons have no inclination to read such folderol as this; and Workers have no time: so I know you
must be a Troubadour, and that you will understand Sam Galloway. Whether we sing, act, dance,
write, lecture, or paint, we are only troubadours; so let us make the worst of it.

The pony with the Dante Alighieri face, guided by the pressure of Sam’s knees, bore that wandering
minstrel sixteen miles southeastward. Nature was in her most benignant mood. League after league of
delicate, sweet flowerets made fragrant the gently undulating prairie. The east wind tempered the
spring warmth; wool-white clouds flying in from the Mexican Gulf hindered the direct rays of the
April sun. Sam sang songs as he rode. Under his pony’s bridle he had tucked some sprigs of chaparral



to keep away the deer flies. Thus crowned, the long-faced quadruped looked more Dantesque than
before, and, judging by his countenance, seemed to think of Beatrice.

Straight as topography permitted, Sam rode to the sheep ranch of old man Ellison. A visit to a sheep
ranch seemed to him desirable just then. There had been too many people, too much noise, argument,
competition, confusion, at Rancho Altito. He had never conferred upon old man Ellison the favour of
sojourning at his ranch; but he knew he would be welcome. The troubadour is his own passport
everywhere. The Workers in the castle let down the drawbridge to him, and the Baron sets him at his
left hand at table in the banquet hall. There ladies smile upon him and applaud his songs and stories,
while the Workers bring boars’ heads and flagons. If the Baron nods once or twice in his carved
oaken chair, he does not do it maliciously.

Old man Ellison welcomed the troubadour flatteringly. He had often heard praises of Sam
Galloway from other ranchmen who had been complimented by his visits, but had never aspired to
such an honour for his own humble barony. I say barony because old man Ellison was the Last of the
Barons. Of course, Mr. Bulwer-Lytton lived too early to know him, or he wouldn’t have conferred
that sobriquet upon Warwick. In life it is the duty and the function of the Baron to provide work for
the Workers and lodging and shelter for the Troubadours.

Old man Ellison was a shrunken old man, with a short, yellow-white beard and a face lined and
seamed by past-and-gone smiles. His ranch was a little two-room box house in a grove of hackberry
trees in the lonesomest part of the sheep country. His household consisted of a Kiowa Indian man
cook, four hounds, a pet sheep, and a half-tamed coyote chained to a fence-post. He owned 3,000
sheep, which he ran on two sections of leased land and many thousands of acres neither leased nor
owned. Three or four times a year someone who spoke his language would ride up to his gate and
exchange a few bald ideas with him. Those were red-letter days to old man Ellison. Then in what
illuminated, embossed, and gorgeously decorated capitals must have been written the day on which a
troubadour —a troubadour who, according to the encyclopadia, should have flourished between the
eleventh and the thirteenth centuries— drew rein at the gates of his baronial castle!

Old man Ellison’s smiles came back and filled his wrinkles when he saw Sam. He hurried out of
the house 1n his shuffling, limping way to greet him.

“Hello, Mr. Ellison,” called Sam cheerfully. “Thought I’d drop over and see you a while. Notice
you’ve had fine rains on your range. They ought to make good grazing for your spring lambs.”

“Well, well, well,” said old man Ellison. “I’m mighty glad to see you, Sam. I never thought you’d
take the trouble to ride over to as out-of-the-way an old ranch as this. But you’re mighty welcome.
‘Light. I’ve got a sack of new oats in the kitchen—shall I bring out a feed for your hoss?”

“Oats for him?” said Sam, derisively. “No, sir-ee. He’s as fat as a pig now on grass. He don’t get
rode enough to keep him in condition. I’ll just turn him in the horse pasture with a drag rope on if you
don’t mind.”

I am positive that never during the eleventh and thirteenth centuries did Baron, Troubadour, and
Worker amalgamate as harmoniously as their parallels did that evening at old man Ellison’s sheep
ranch. The Kiowa’s biscuits were light and tasty and his coffee strong. Ineradicable hospitality and
appreciation glowed on old man Ellison’s weather-tanned face. As for the troubadour, he said to



himself that he had stumbled upon pleasant places indeed. A well-cooked, abundant meal, a host
whom his lightest attempt to entertain seemed to delight far beyond the merits of the exertion, and the
reposeful atmosphere that his sensitive soul at that time craved united to confer upon him a
satisfaction and luxurious ease that he had seldom found on his tours of the ranches.

After the delectable supper, Sam untied the green duck bag and took out his guitar. Not by way of
payment, mind you —neither Sam Galloway nor any other of the true troubadours are lineal
descendants of the late Tommy Tucker. You have read of Tommy Tucker in the works of the esteemed
but often obscure Mother Goose. Tommy Tucker sang for his supper. No true troubadour would do
that. He would have his supper, and then sing for Art’s sake.

Sam Galloway’s repertoire comprised about fifty funny stories and between thirty and forty songs.
He by no means stopped there. He could talk through twenty cigarettes on any topic that you brought
up. And he never sat up when he could lie down; and never stood when he could sit. I am strongly
disposed to linger with him, for I am drawing a portrait as well as a blunt pencil and a tattered
thesaurus will allow.

I wish you could have seen him: he was small and tough and inactive beyond the power of
imagination to conceive. He wore an ultramarine-blue woollen shirt laced down the front with a
pearl-gray, exaggerated sort of shoestring, indestructible brown duck clothes, inevitable high-heeled
boots with Mexican spurs, and a Mexican straw sombrero.

That evening Sam and old man Ellison dragged their chairs out under the hackberry trees. They
lighted cigarettes; and the troubadour gaily touched his guitar. Many of the songs he sang were the
weird, melancholy, minor-keyed canciones that he had learned from the Mexican sheep herders and
vaqueros. One, in particular, charmed and soothed the soul of the lonely baron. It was a favourite
song of the sheep herders, beginning: “Huile, huile, palomita,” which being translated means, “Fly,
fly, little dove.” Sam sang it for old man Ellison many times that evening.

The troubadour stayed on at the old man’s ranch. There was peace and quiet and appreciation there,
such as he had not found in the noisy camps of the cattle kings. No audience in the world could have
crowned the work of poet, musician, or artist with more worshipful and unflagging approval than that
bestowed upon his efforts by old man Ellison. No visit by a royal personage to a humble
woodchopper or peasant could have been received with more flattering thankfulness and joy.

On a cool, canvas-covered cot in the shade of the hackberry trees Sam Galloway passed the greater
part of his time. There he rolled his brown paper cigarettes, read such tedious literature as the ranch
afforded, and added to his repertoire of improvisations that he played so expertly on his guitar. To
him, as a slave ministering to a great lord, the Kiowa brought cool water from the red jar hanging
under the brush shelter, and food when he called for it. The prairie zephyrs fanned him mildly;
mocking-birds at morn and eve competed with but scarce equalled the sweet melodies of his lyre; a
perfumed stillness seemed to fill all his world. While old man Ellison was pottering among his flocks
of sheep on his mile-an-hour pony, and while the Kiowa took his siesta in the burning sunshine at the
end of the kitchen, Sam would lie on his cot thinking what a happy world he lived in, and how kind it
is to the ones whose mission in life it is to give entertainment and pleasure. Here he had food and
lodging as good as he had ever longed for; absolute immunity from care or exertion or strife; an
endless welcome, and a host whose delight at the sixteenth repetition of a song or a story was as keen



as at its initial giving. Was there ever a troubadour of old who struck upon as royal a castle in his
wanderings? While he lay thus, meditating upon his blessings, little brown cottontails would shyly
frolic through the yard; a covey of white-topknotted blue quail would run past, in single file, twenty
yards away; a paisano bird, out hunting for tarantulas, would hop upon the fence and salute him with
sweeping flourishes of its long tail. In the eighty-acre horse pasture the pony with the Dantesque face
grew fat and almost smiling. The troubadour was at the end of his wanderings.

Old man Ellison was his own vaciero. That means that he supplied his sheep camps with wood,
water, and rations by his own labours instead of hiring a vaciero. On small ranches it is often done.

One morning he started for the camp of Incarnacion Felipe de la Cruz y Monte Piedras (one of his
sheep herders) with the week’s usual rations of brown beans, coffee, meal, and sugar. Two miles
away on the trail from old Fort Ewing he met, face to face, a terrible being called King James,
mounted on a fiery, prancing, Kentucky-bred horse.

King James’s real name was James King; but people reversed it because it seemed to fit him better,
and also because it seemed to please his majesty. King James was the biggest cattleman between the
Alamo plaza in San Antone and Bill Hopper’s saloon in Brownsville. Also he was the loudest and
most offensive bully and braggart and bad man in southwest Texas. And he always made good
whenever he bragged; and the more noise he made the more dangerous he was. In the story papers it
is always the quiet, mild-mannered man with light blue eyes and a low voice who turns out to be
really dangerous; but in real life and in this story such is not the case. Give me my choice between
assaulting a large, loudmouthed rough-houser and an inoffensive stranger with blue eyes sitting
quietly in a corner, and you will see something doing in the corner every time.

King James, as I intended to say earlier, was a fierce, two-hundred-pound, sunburned, blond man,
as pink as an October strawberry, and with two horizontal slits under shaggy red eyebrows for eyes.
On that day he wore a flannel shirt that was tan-coloured, with the exception of certain large areas
which were darkened by transudations due to the summer sun. There seemed to be other clothing and
garnishings about him, such as brown duck trousers stuffed into immense boots, and red handkerchiefs
and revolvers; and a shotgun laid across his saddle and a leather belt with millions of cartridges
shining in it—but your mind skidded off such accessories; what held your gaze was just the two little
horizontal slits that he used for eyes.

This was the man that old man Ellison met on the trail; and when you count up in the baron’s favour
that he was sixty-five and weighed ninety-eight pounds and had heard of King James’s record and that
he (the baron) had a hankering for the vita simplex and had no gun with him and wouldn’t have used it
if he had, you can’t censure him if I tell you that the smiles with which the troubadour had filled his
wrinkles went out of them and left them plain wrinkles again. But he was not the kind of baron that
flies from danger. He reined in the mile-an-hour pony (no difficult feat), and saluted the formidable
monarch.

King James expressed himself with royal directness. “You’re that old snoozer that’s running sheep
on this range, ain’t you?” said he. “What right have you got to do it? Do you own any land, or lease
any?”

“I have two sections leased from the state,” said old man Ellison, mildly.



“Not by no means you haven’t,” said King James. “Your lease expired yesterday; and I had a man at
the land office on the minute to take it up. You don’t control a foot of grass in Texas. You sheep men
have got to git. Your time’s up. It’s a cattle country, and there ain’t any room in it for snoozers. This
range you’ve got your sheep on is mine. I’'m putting up a wire fence, forty by sixty miles; and if
there’s a sheep inside of it when it’s done it’ll be a dead one. I’'ll give you a week to move yours
away. If they ain’t gone by then, I’ll send six men over here with Winchesters to make mutton out of
the whole lot. And if I find you here at the same time this is what you’ll get.”

King James patted the breech of his shot-gun warningly.

Old man Ellison rode on to the camp of Incarnacion. He sighed many times, and the wrinkles in his
face grew deeper. Rumours that the old order was about to change had reached him before. The end
of Free Grass was in sight. Other troubles, too, had been accumulating upon his shoulders. His flocks
were decreasing instead of growing; the price of wool was declining at every clip; even Bradshaw,
the storekeeper at Frio City, at whose store he bought his ranch supplies, was dunning him for his last
six months’ bill and threatening to cut him off. And so this last greatest calamity suddenly dealt out to
him by the terrible King James was a crusher.

When the old man got back to the ranch at sunset he found Sam Galloway lying on his cot, propped
against a roll of blankets and wool sacks, fingering his guitar.

“Hello, Uncle Ben,” the troubadour called, cheerfully. “You rolled in early this evening. I been
trying a new twist on the Spanish Fandango today. I just about got it. Here’s how she goes—Iisten.”

“That’s fine, that’s mighty fine,” said old man Ellison, sitting on the kitchen step and rubbing his
white, Scotch-terrier whiskers. “I reckon you’ve got all the musicians beat east and west, Sam, as far
as the roads are cut out.”

“Oh, I don’t know,” said Sam, reflectively. “But I certainly do get there on variations. I guess I can
handle anything in five flats about as well as any of ‘em. But you look kind of fagged out, Uncle Ben
—ain’t you feeling right well this evening?”

“Little tired; that’s all, Sam. If you ain’t played yourself out, let’s have that Mexican piece that
starts off with: ‘Huile, huile, palomita.” It seems that that song always kind of soothes and comforts
me after I’ve been riding far or anything bothers me.”

“Why, seguramente, sefor,” said Sam. “I’ll hit her up for you as often as you like. And before I
forget about it, Uncle Ben, you want to jerk Bradshaw up about them last hams he sent us. They’re just
a little bit strong.”

A man sixty-five years old, living on a sheep ranch and beset by a complication of disasters, cannot
successfully and continuously dissemble. Moreover, a troubadour has eyes quick to see unhappiness
in others around him —because it disturbs his own ease. So, on the next day, Sam again questioned the
old man about his air of sadness and abstraction. Then old man Ellison told him the story of King
James’s threats and orders and that pale melancholy and red ruin appeared to have marked him for
their own. The troubadour took the news thoughtfully. He had heard much about King James.

On the third day of the seven days of grace allowed him by the autocrat of the range, old man
Ellison drove his buckboard to Frio City to fetch some necessary supplies for the ranch. Bradshaw



was hard but not implacable. He divided the old man’s order by two, and let him have a little more
time. One article secured was a new, fine ham for the pleasure of the troubadour.

Five miles out of Frio City on his way home the old man met King James riding into town. His
majesty could never look anything but fierce and menacing, but today his slits of eyes appeared to be
a little wider than they usually were.

“Good day,” said the king, gruffly. “I’ve been wanting to see you. I hear it said by a cowman from
Sandy yesterday that you was from Jackson County, Mississippi, originally. I want to know if that’s a
fact.”

“Born there,” said old man Ellison, “and raised there till I was twenty-one.”

b

“This man says,” went on King James, “that he thinks you was related to the Jackson County
Reeveses. Was he right?”

“Aunt Caroline Reeves,” said the old man, “was my half-sister.”

“She was my aunt,” said King James. “I run away from home when I was sixteen. Now, let’s re-talk
over some things that we discussed a few days ago. They call me a bad man; and they’re only half
right. There’s plenty of room in my pasture for your bunch of sheep and their increase for a long time
to come. Aunt Caroline used to cut out sheep in cake dough and bake ‘em for me. You keep your
sheep where they are, and use all the range you want. How’s your finances?”

The old man related his woes 1n detail, dignifiedly, with restraint and candour.

“She used to smuggle extra grub into my school basket—I’m speaking of Aunt Caroline,” said King
James. “I’m going over to Frio City today, and I’'ll ride back by your ranch tomorrow. I’ll draw
$2,000 out of the bank there and bring it over to you; and I’1l tell Bradshaw to let you have everything
you want on credit. You are bound to have heard the old saying at home, that the Jackson County
Reeveses and Kings would stick closer by each other than chestnut burrs. Well, 'm a King yet
whenever I run across a Reeves. So you look out for me along about sundown tomorrow, and don’t
worry about nothing. Shouldn’t wonder if the dry spell don’t kill out the young grass.”

Old man Ellison drove happily ranchward. Once more the smiles filled out his wrinkles. Very
suddenly, by the magic of kinship and the good that lies somewhere in all hearts, his troubles had
been removed.

On reaching the ranch he found that Sam Galloway was not there. His guitar hung by its buckskin
string to a hackberry limb, moaning as the gulf breeze blew across its masterless strings.

The Kiowa endeavoured to explain.

“Sam, he catch pony,” said he, “and say he ride to Frio City. What for no can damn sabe. Say he
come back tonight. Maybe so. That all.”

As the first stars came out the troubadour rode back to his haven. He pastured his pony and went
into the house, his spurs jingling martially.

Old man Ellison sat at the kitchen table, having a tin cup of before-supper coffee. He looked



contented and pleased.

“Hello, Sam,” said he. “I’m darned glad to see ye back. I don’t know how I managed to get along on
this ranch, anyhow, before ye dropped in to cheer things up. I’ll bet ye’ve been skylarking around
with some of them Frio City gals, now, that’s kept ye so late.”

And then old man Ellison took another look at Sam’s face and saw that the minstrel had changed to
the man of action.

And while Sam is unbuckling from his waist old man Ellison’s six-shooter, that the latter had left
behind when he drove to town, we may well pause to remark that anywhere and whenever a
troubadour lays down the guitar and takes up the sword trouble is sure to follow. It is not the expert
thrust of Athos nor the cold skill of Aramis nor the iron wrist of Porthos that we have to fear —it is the
Gascon’s fury— the wild and unacademic attack of the troubadour —the sword of D’ Artagnan.

“I done 1t,” said Sam. “I went over to Frio City to do it. I couldn’t let him put the skibunk on you,
Uncle Ben. I met him in Summers’s saloon. I knowed what to do. I said a few things to him that
nobody else heard. He reached for his gun first —half a dozen fellows saw him do it— but I got mine
unlimbered first. Three doses I gave him —right around the lungs, and a saucer could have covered
up all of ‘em. He won’t bother you no more.”

“This—1s—King—James—you speak—of?” asked old man Ellison, while he sipped his coffee.

“You bet it was. And they took me before the county judge; and the witnesses what saw him draw
his gun first was all there. Well, of course, they put me under $300 bond to appear before the court,
but there was four or five boys on the spot ready to sign the bail. He won’t bother you no more, Uncle
Ben. You ought to have seen how close them bullet holes was together. I reckon playing a guitar as
much as [ do must kind of limber a fellow’s trigger finger up a little, don’t you think, Uncle Ben?”

Then there was a little silence in the castle except for the spluttering of a venison steak that the
Kiowa was cooking,

“Sam,” said old man Ellison, stroking his white whiskers with a tremulous hand, “would you mind
getting the guitar and playing that ‘Huile, huile, palomita’ piece once or twice? It always seems to be
kind of soothing and comforting when a man’s tired and fagged out.”

There 1s no more to be said, except that the title of the story is wrong. It should have been called
“The Last of the Barons.” There never will be an end to the troubadours; and now and then it does
seem that the jingle of their guitars will drown the sound of the muffled blows of the pickaxes and trip
hammers of all the Workers in the world.



THE EXACT SCIENCE OF MATRIMONY

“As I have told you before,” said Jeff Peters, “I never had much confidence in the perfidiousness of
woman. As partners or coeducators in the most innocent line of graft they are not trustworthy.”

“They deserve the compliment,” said I. “I think they are entitled to be called the honest sex.”

“Why shouldn’t they be?” said Jeff. “They’ve got the other sex either grafting or working overtime
for ‘em. They’re all right in business until they get their emotions or their hair touched up too much.
Then you want to have a flat footed, heavy breathing man with sandy whiskers, five kids and a
building and loan mortgage ready as an understudy to take her desk. Now there was that widow lady
that me and Andy Tucker engaged to help us in that little matrimonial agency scheme we floated out in
Cairo.

“When you’ve got enough advertising capital —say a roll as big as the little end of a wagon tongue—
there’s money in matrimonial agencies. We had about $6,000 and we expected to double it in two
months, which is about as long as a scheme like ours can be carried on without taking out a New
Jersey charter.

“We fixed up an advertisement that read about like this:

“Charming widow, beautiful, home loving, 32 years, possessing $3,000 cash and owning valuable
country property, would remarry. Would prefer a poor man with affectionate disposition to one with
means, as she realizes that the solid virtues are oftenest to be found in the humble walks of life. No
objection to elderly man or one of homely appearance if faithful and true and competent to manage
property and invest money with judgment. Address, with particulars.

Lonely,
Care of Peters & Tucker, agents, Cairo, Il1.

“‘So far, so pernicious,” says I, when we had finished the literary concoction. ‘And now,’ says I,
‘where is the lady.’

“Andy gives me one of his looks of calm irritation.

“‘Jeff,” says he, ‘I thought you had lost them ideas of realism in your art. Why should there be a
lady? When they sell a lot of watered stock on Wall Street would you expect to find a mermaid in it?
What has a matrimonial ad got to do with a lady?’

“‘Now listen,” says 1. “You know my rule, Andy, that in all my illegitimate inroads against the legal
letter of the law the article sold must be existent, visible, producible. In that way and by a careful
study of city ordinances and train schedules I have kept out of all trouble with the police that a five
dollar bill and a cigar could not square. Now, to work this scheme we’ve got to be able to produce
bodily a charming widow or its equivalent with or without the beauty, hereditaments and
appurtenances set forth in the catalogue and writ of errors, or hereafter be held by a justice of the
peace.’

““Well,” says Andy, reconstructing his mind, ‘maybe it would be safer in case the post office or the
peace commission should try to investigate our agency. But where,’ he says, ‘could you hope to find a



widow who would waste time on a matrimonial scheme that had no matrimony in it?’

“I told Andy that I thought I knew of the exact party. An old friend of mine, Zeke Trotter, who used
to draw soda water and teeth in a tent show, had made his wife a widow a year before by drinking
some dyspepsia cure of the old doctor’s instead of the liniment that he always got boozed up on. I
used to stop at their house often, and I thought we could get her to work with us.

““Twas only sixty miles to the little town where she lived, so I jumped out on the I. C. and finds her
in the same cottage with the same sunflowers and roosters standing on the washtub. Mrs. Trotter fitted
our ad first rate except, maybe for beauty and age and property valuation. But she looked feasible and
praiseworthy to the eye, and it was a kindness to Zeke’s memory to give her the job.

““Is this an honest deal you are putting on, Mr. Peters,” she asks me when I tell her what we want.

“‘Mrs. Trotter,” says I, ‘Andy Tucker and me have computed the calculation that 3,000 men in this
broad and unfair country will endeavor to secure your fair hand and ostensible money and property
through our advertisement. Out of that number something like thirty hundred will expect to give you in
exchange, if they should win you, the carcass of a lazy and mercenary loafer, a failure in life, a
swindler and contemptible fortune seeker.

“‘Me and Andy,” says I, ‘propose to teach these preyers upon society a lesson. It was with
difficulty,” says I, ‘that me and Andy could refrain from forming a corporation under the title of the
Great Moral and Millennial Malevolent Matrimonial Agency. Does that satisfy you?’

““‘It does, Mr. Peters,” says she. ‘I might have known you wouldn’t have gone into anything that
wasn’t opprobrious. But what will my duties be? Do I have to reject personally these 3,000
ramscallions you speak of, or can I throw them out in bunches?’

““Your job, Mrs. Trotter,” says I, ‘will be practically a cynosure. You will live at a quiet hotel and
will have no work to do. Andy and I will attend to all the correspondence and business end of it.

“‘Of course,’ says I, ‘some of the more ardent and impetuous suitors who can raise the railroad fare
may come to Cairo to personally press their suit or whatever fraction of a suit they may be wearing.
In that case you will be probably put to the inconvenience of kicking them out face to face. We will
pay you $25 per week and hotel expenses.’

“‘Give me five minutes,” says Mrs. Trotter, ‘to get my powder rag and leave the front door key with
a neighbor and you can let my salary begin.’

“So I conveys Mrs. Trotter to Cairo and establishes her in a family hotel far enough away from
mine and Andy’s quarters to be unsuspicious and available, and I tell Andy.

“‘Great,” says Andy. ‘And now that your conscience is appeased as to the tangibility and proximity
of the bait, and leaving mutton aside, suppose we revenoo a noo fish.’

“So, we began to insert our advertisement in newspapers covering the country far and wide. One ad
was all we used. We couldn’t have used more without hiring so many clerks and marcelled
paraphernalia that the sound of the gum chewing would have disturbed the Postmaster-General.

“We placed $2,000 in a bank to Mrs. Trotter’s credit and gave her the book to show in case



anybody might question the honesty and good faith of the agency. I knew Mrs. Trotter was square and
reliable and it was safe to leave it in her name.

“With that one ad Andy and me put in twelve hours a day answering letters.

“About one hundred a day was what came in. I never knew there was so many large hearted but
indigent men in the country who were willing to acquire a charming widow and assume the burden of
investing her money.

“Most of them admitted that they ran principally to whiskers and lost jobs and were misunderstood
by the world, but all of ‘em were sure that they were so chock full of affection and manly qualities
that the widow would be making the bargain of her life to get ‘em.

“Every applicant got a reply from Peters & Tucker informing him that the widow had been deeply
impressed by his straightforward and interesting letter and requesting them to write again; stating
more particulars; and enclosing photograph if convenient. Peters & Tucker also informed the
applicant that their fee for handing over the second letter to their fair client would be $2, enclosed
therewith.

“There you see the simple beauty of the scheme. About 90 per cent. of them domestic foreign
noblemen raised the price somehow and sent it in. That was all there was to it. Except that me and
Andy complained an amount about being put to the trouble of slicing open them envelopes, and taking
the money out.

“Some few clients called in person. We sent ‘em to Mrs. Trotter and she did the rest; except for
three or four who came back to strike us for carfare. After the letters began to get in from the r.f.d.
districts Andy and me were taking in about $200 a day.

“One afternoon when we were busiest and [ was stuffing the two and ones into cigar boxes and
Andy was whistling ‘No Wedding Bells for Her’ a small slick man drops in and runs his eye over the
walls like he was on the trail of a lost Gainesborough painting or two. As soon as I saw him I felt a
glow of pride, because we were running our business on the level.

“‘I see you have quite a large mail today,” says the man.
“I reached and got my hat.

“‘Come on,” says I. “We’ve been expecting you. I’ll show you the goods. How was Teddy when
you left Washington?’

“I took him down to the Riverview Hotel and had him shake hands with Mrs. Trotter. Then I
showed him her bank book with the $2,000 to her credit.

““It seems to be all right,” says the Secret Service.

““It 1s,” says . ‘And if you’re not a married man I’ll leave you to talk a while with the lady. We
won’t mention the two dollars.’

““Thanks,’ says he. ‘If I wasn’t, I might. Good day, Mrs. Peters.’

“Toward the end of three months we had taken in something over $5,000, and we saw it was time to



quit. We had a good many complaints made to us; and Mrs. Trotter seemed to be tired of the job. A
good many suitors had been calling to see her, and she didn’t seem to like that.

“So we decides to pull out, and I goes down to Mrs. Trotter’s hotel to pay her last week’s salary
and say farewell and get her check for the $2,000.

“When I got there I found her crying like a kid that don’t want to go to school.
“‘Now, now,’ says I, ‘what’s it all about? Somebody sassed you or you getting homesick?’

“‘No, Mr. Peters,’ says she. ‘I’ll tell you. You was always a friend of Zeke’s, and I don’t mind. Mr.
Peters, I'm in love. I just love a man so hard I can’t bear not to get him. He’s just the ideal I’ve
always had in mind.’

““Then take him,” says 1. ‘That is, if it’s a mutual case. Does he return the sentiment according to the
specifications and painfulness you have described?’

“‘He does,” says she. ‘But he’s one of the gentlemen that’s been coming to see me about the
advertisement and he won’t marry me unless I give him the $2,000. His name is William Wilkinson.’
And then she goes off again in the agitations and hysterics of romance.

“‘Mrs. Trotter,” says I, ‘there’s no man more sympathizing with a woman’s affections than I am.
Besides, you was once the life partner of one of my best friends. If it was left to me I’d say take this
$2,000 and the man of your choice and be happy.

““We could afford to do that, because we have cleaned up over $5,000 from these suckers that
wanted to marry you. But,” says I, ‘Andy Tucker is to be consulted. He is a good man, but keen in
business. He is my equal partner financially. I will talk to Andy,” says I, ‘and see what can be done.’

“I goes back to our hotel and lays the case before Andy.

“‘I was expecting something like this all the time,” says Andy. ‘You can’t trust a woman to stick by
you in any scheme that involves her emotions and preferences.’

““It’s a sad thing, Andy,” says I, ‘to think that we’ve been the cause of the breaking of a woman’s
heart.’

““It 1s,” says Andy, ‘and I tell you what I’'m willing to do, Jeff. You’ve always been a man of a soft
and generous heart and disposition. Perhaps I’ve been too hard and worldly and suspicious. For once
I’ll meet you half way. Go to Mrs. Trotter and tell her to draw the $2,000 from the bank and give it to
this man she’s infatuated with and be happy.’

“I jumps up and shakes Andy’s hand for five minutes, and then I goes back to Mrs. Trotter and tells
her, and she cries as hard for joy as she did for sorrow.

“Two days afterward me and Andy packed up to go.

““Wouldn’t you like to go down and meet Mrs. Trotter once before we leave?’ I asks him. ‘She’d
like mightily to know you and express her encomiums and gratitude.’

““Why, I guess not,” says Andy. ‘I guess we’d better hurry and catch that train.’



“I was strapping our capital around me in a memory belt like we always carried it, when Andy
pulls a roll of large bills out of his pocket and asks me to put ‘em with the rest.

““What’s this?’ says L.
”It’s Mrs. Trotter’s two thousand,” says Andy.
“‘How do you come to have it?’ I asks.

“‘She gave it to me,” says Andy. ‘I’ve been calling on her three evenings a week for more than a
month.’

““Then are you William Wilkinson?’ says 1.

“‘I'was,” says Andy.”



MADAME BO-PEEP, OF THE RANCHES

“Aunt Ellen,” said Octavia, cheerfully, as

she threw her black kid gloves carefully at the dignified Persian cat on the window-seat, “I'm a
pauper.”

“You are so extreme in your statements, Octavia, dear,” said Aunt Ellen, mildly, looking up from
her paper. “If you find yourself temporarily in need of some small change for bonbons, you will find
my purse in the drawer of the writing desk.”

Octavia Beaupree removed her hat and seated herself on a footstool near her aunt’s chair, clasping
her hands about her knees. Her slim and flexible figure, clad in a modish mourning costume,
accommodated itself easily and gracefully to the trying position. Her bright and youthful face, with its
pair of sparkling, life-enamoured eyes, tried to compose itself to the seriousness that the occasion
seemed to demand.

“You good auntie, it isn’t a case of bonbons; it is abject, staring, unpicturesque poverty, with ready-
made clothes, gasolined gloves, and probably one o’clock dinners all waiting with the traditional
wolf at the door. I’ve just come from my lawyer, auntie, and, ‘Please, ma’am, I ain’t got nothink ‘t all.
Flowers, lady? Buttonhole, gentleman? Pencils, sir, three for five, to help a poor widow?’ Do I do it
nicely, auntie, or, as a bread-winner accomplishment, were my lessons in elocution entirely wasted?”

“Do be serious, my dear,” said Aunt Ellen, letting her paper fall to the floor, “long enough to tell me
what you mean. Colonel Beaupree’s estate—"

“Colonel Beaupree’s estate,” interrupted Octavia, emphasizing her words with appropriate
dramatic gestures, “is of Spanish castellar architecture. Colonel Beaupree’s resources are —wind.
Colonel Beaupree’s stocks are—water. Colonel Beaupree’s income is—all in. The statement lacks
the legal technicalities to which I have been listening for an hour, but that is what it means when
translated.”

“Octavia!” Aunt Ellen was now visibly possessed by consternation. “I can hardly believe it. And it
was the impression that he was worth a million. And the De Peysters themselves introduced him!”

Octavia rippled out a laugh, and then became properly grave.

“De mortuis nil, auntie—not even the rest of it. The dear old colonel—what a gold brick he was,
after all! I paid for my bargain fairly—I’m all here, am I not?—items: eyes, fingers, toes, youth, old
family, unquestionable position in society as called for in the contract—mo wild-cat stock here.”
Octavia picked up the morning paper from the floor. “But I’'m not going to ‘squeal’—isn’t that what
they call it when you rail at Fortune because you’ve, lost the game?”” She turned the pages of the paper
calmly. “‘Stock market’—mno use for that. ‘Society’s doings’—that’s done. Here is my page —the wish
column. A Van Dresser could not be said to ‘want’ for anything, of course. ‘Chamber-maids, cooks,
canvassers, stenographers—’

“Dear,” said Aunt Ellen, with a little tremor in her voice, “please do not talk in that way. Even if
your affairs are in so unfortunate a condition, there is my three thousand—"



Octavia sprang up lithely, and deposited a smart kiss on the delicate cheek of the prim little elderly
maid.

“Blessed auntie, your three thousand is just sufficient to insure your Hyson to be free from willow
leaves and keep the Persian in sterilized cream. I know I’d be welcome, but I prefer to strike bottom
like Beelzebub rather than hang around like the Peri listening to the music from the side entrance. I'm
going to earn my own living. There’s nothing else to do. I’'m a—Oh, oh, oh!—I had forgotten. There’s
one thing saved from the wreck. It’s a corral —no, a ranch in— let me see—Texas: an asset, dear old
Mr. Bannister called it. How pleased he was to show me something he could describe as
unencumbered! I’ve a description of it among those stupid papers he made me bring away with me
from his office. I’'ll try to find 1t.”

Octavia found her shopping-bag, and drew from it a long envelope filled with typewritten
documents.

“A ranch in Texas,” sighed Aunt Ellen. “It sounds to me more like a liability than an asset. Those
are the places where the centipedes are found, and cowboys, and fandangos.”

““The Rancho de las Sombras,’” read Octavia from a sheet of violently purple typewriting, “‘is
situated one hundred and ten miles southeast of San Antonio, and thirty-eight miles from its nearest
railroad station, Nopal, on the I. and G. N. Ranch, consists of 7,680 acres of well-watered land, with
title conferred by State patents, and twenty-two sections, or 14,080 acres, partly under yearly running
lease and partly bought under State’s twenty-year-purchase act. Eight thousand graded merino sheep,
with the necessary equipment of horses, vehicles and general ranch paraphernalia. Ranch-house built
of brick, with six rooms comfortably furnished according to the requirements of the climate. All
within a strong barbed-wire fence.

““The present ranch manager seems to be competent and reliable, and is rapidly placing upon a
paying basis a business that, in other hands, had been allowed to suffer from neglect and misconduct.

““This property was secured by Colonel Beaupree in a deal with a Western irrigation syndicate,
and the title to it seems to be perfect. With careful management and the natural increase of land
values, it ought to be made the foundation for a comfortable fortune for its owner.””

When Octavia ceased reading, Aunt Ellen uttered something as near a sniff as her breeding
permitted.

“The prospectus,” she said, with uncompromising metropolitan suspicion, “doesn’t mention the
centipedes, or the Indians. And you never did like mutton, Octavia. I don’t see what advantage you
can derive from this —desert.”

But Octavia was in a trance. Her eyes were steadily regarding something quite beyond their focus.
Her lips were parted, and her face was lighted by the kindling furor of the explorer, the ardent,
stirring disquiet of the adventurer. Suddenly she clasped her hands together exultantly.

“The problem solves itself, auntie,” she cried. “I’m going to that ranch. I’'m going to live on it. ’'m
going to learn to like mutton, and even concede the good qualities of centipedes —at a respectful
distance. It’s just what I need. It’s a new life that comes when my old one is just ending. It’s a release,
auntie; it isn’t a narrowing. Think of the gallops over those leagues of prairies, with the wind tugging



at the roots of your hair, the coming close to the earth and learning over again the stories of the
growing grass and the little wild flowers without names!

Glorious 1s what it will be. Shall I be a shepherdess with a Watteau hat, and a crook to keep the bad
wolves from the lambs, or a typical Western ranch girl, with short hair, like the pictures of her in the
Sunday papers? I think the latter. And they’ll have my picture, too, with the wild-cats I’ve slain,
single-handed, hanging from my saddle horn. ‘From the Four Hundred to the Flocks’ is the way they’1l
headline it, and they’ll print photographs of the old Van Dresser mansion and the church where I was
married. They won’t have my picture, but they’ll get an artist to draw it. I’'ll be wild and woolly, and
I’ll grow my own wool.”

“Octavia!” Aunt Ellen condensed into the one word all the protests she was unable to utter.

“Don’t say a word, auntie. ’'m going. I’'1l see the sky at night fit down on the world like a big butter-
dish cover, and I’ll make friends again with the stars that I haven’t had a chat with since I was a wee
child. I wish to go. I’m tired of all this. ’'m glad I haven’t any money. I could bless Colonel Beaupree
for that ranch, and forgive him for all his bubbles. What if the life will be rough and lonely! I —I
deserve it. I shut my heart to everything except that miserable ambition. I —oh, I wish to go away, and
forget— forget!”

Octavia swerved suddenly to her knees, laid her flushed face in her aunt’s lap, and shook with
turbulent sobs.

Aunt Ellen bent over her, and smoothed the coppery-brown hair.
“I didn’t know,” she said, gently; “I didn’t know—that. Who was it, dear?”

When Mrs. Octavia Beaupree, née Van Dresser, stepped from the train at Nopal, her manner lost,
for the moment, some of that easy certitude which had always marked her movements. The town was
of recent establishment, and seemed to have been hastily constructed of undressed lumber and
flapping canvas. The element that had congregated about the station, though not offensively
demonstrative, was clearly composed of citizens accustomed to and prepared for rude alarms.

Octavia stood on the platform, against the telegraph office, and attempted to choose by intuition
from the swaggering, straggling string of loungers, the manager of the Rancho de las Sombras, who
had been instructed by Mr. Bannister to meet her there. That tall, serious, looking, elderly man in the
blue flannel shirt and white tie she thought must be he. But, no; he passed by, removing his gaze from
the lady as hers rested on him, according to the Southern custom. The manager, she thought, with some
impatience at being kept waiting, should have no difficulty in selecting her. Young women wearing
the most recent thing in ash-coloured travelling suits were not so plentiful in Nopal!

Thus keeping a speculative watch on all persons of possible managerial aspect, Octavia, with a
catching breath and a start of surprise, suddenly became aware of Teddy Westlake hurrying along the
platform in the direction of the train —of Teddy Westlake or his sun-browned ghost in cheviot, boots
and leather-girdled hat- Theodore Westlake, Jr., amateur polo (almost) champion, all-round butterfly
and cumberer of the soil; but a broader, surer, more emphasized and determined Teddy than the one
she had known a year ago when last she saw him.

He perceived Octavia at almost the same time, deflected his course, and steered for her in his old,



straightforward way. Something like awe came upon her as the strangeness of his metamorphosis was
brought into closer range; the rich, red-brown of his complexion brought out so vividly his straw-
coloured mustache and steel-gray eyes. He seemed more grown-up, and, somehow, farther away. But,
when he spoke, the old, boyish Teddy came back again. They had been friends from childhood.

“Why, ‘Tave!” he exclaimed, unable to reduce his perplexity to coherence. “How—what—
whenwhere?”

“Train,” said Octavia; “necessity; ten minutes ago; home. Your complexion’s gone, Teddy. Now,
how—what-when—where?”’

“I’m working down here,” said Teddy. He cast side glances about the station as one does who tries
to combine politeness with duty.

“You didn’t notice on the train,” he asked, “an old lady with gray curls and a poodle, who occupied
two seats with her bundles and quarrelled with the conductor, did you?”

“I think not,” answered Octavia, reflecting. “And you haven’t, by any chance, noticed a big, gray-
mustached man in a blue shirt and six-shooters, with little flakes of merino wool sticking in his hair,
have you?”

“Lots of ‘em,” said Teddy, with symptoms of mental delirium under the strain. Do you happen to
know any such individual?”

“No; the description is imaginary. Is your interest in the old lady whom you describe a personal
one?”

“Never saw her in my life. She’s painted entirely from fancy. She owns the little piece of property
where I earn my bread and butter —the Rancho de las Sombras. I drove up to meet her according to
arrangement with her lawyer.”

Octavia leaned against the wall of the telegraph office. Was this possible? And didn’t he know?
“Are you the manager of that ranch?” she asked weakly.
“I am,” said Teddy, with pride.

“I am Mrs. Beaupree,” said Octavia faintly; “but my hair never would curl, and I was polite to the
conductor.”

For a moment that strange, grown-up look came back, and removed Teddy miles away from her.

“I hope you’ll excuse me,” he said, rather awkwardly. “You see, I’ve been down here in the
chaparral a year. [ hadn’t heard. Give me your checks, please, and I’ll have your traps loaded into the
wagon. Jos¢ will follow with them. We travel ahead in the buckboard.”

Seated by Teddy in a feather-weight buckboard, behind a pair of wild, cream-coloured Spanish
ponies, Octavia abandoned all thought for the exhilaration of the present. They swept out of the little
town and down the level road toward the south. Soon the road dwindled and disappeared, and they
struck across a world carpeted with an endless reach of curly mesquite grass. The wheels made no
sound. The tireless ponies bounded ahead at an unbroken gallop. The temperate wind, made fragrant



by thousands of acres of blue and yellow wild flowers, roared gloriously in their ears. The motion
was aérial, ecstatic, with a thrilling sense of perpetuity in its effect. Octavia sat silent, possessed by a
feeling of elemental, sensual bliss. Teddy seemed to be wrestling with some internal problem.

“I’m going to call you madama,” he announced as the result of his labours. “That is what the
Mexicans will call you—they’re nearly all Mexicans on the ranch, you know. That seems to me about
the proper thing.”

“Very well, Mr. Westlake,” said Octavia, primly.
“Oh, now,” said Teddy, in some consternation, “that’s carrying the thing too far, isn’t it?”

“Don’t worry me with your beastly etiquette. I’m just beginning to live. Don’t remind me of
anything artificial. If only this air could be bottled! This much alone is worth coming for. Oh, look I
there goes a deer!”

“Jack-rabbit,” said Teddy, without turning his head.

“Could —might I drive?” suggested Octavia, panting, with rose-tinted cheeks and the eye of an
eager child.

“On one condition. Could I—might I smoke?”

“Forever!” cried Octavia, taking the lines with solemn joy. “How shall I know which way to
drive?”

“Keep her sou’ by sou’east, and all sail set. You see that black speck on the horizon under that
lowermost Gulf cloud? That’s a group of live-oaks and a landmark. Steer halfway between that and
the little hill to the left. I’1l recite you the whole code of driving rules for the Texas prairies: keep the
reins from under the horses’ feet, and swear at ‘em frequent.”

“I’m too happy to swear, Ted. Oh, why do people buy yachts or travel in palace-cars, when a
buckboard and a pair of plugs and a spring morning like this can satisfy all desire?”

“Now, I'll ask you,” protested Teddy, who was futilely striking match after match on the dashboard,
“not to call those denizens of the air plugs. They can kick out a hundred miles between daylight and
dark.” At last he succeeded in snatching a light for his cigar from the flame held in the hollow of his
hands.

“Room!” said Octavia, intensely. “That’s what produces the effect. I know now what I’ve wanted—
scope—range—-room!”

“Smoking-room,” said Teddy, unsentimentally. “I love to smoke in a buckboard. The wind blows
the smoke into you and out again. It saves exertion.”

The two fell so naturally into their old-time goodfellowship that it was only by degrees that a sense
of the strangeness of the new relations between them came to be felt.

“Madama,” said Teddy, wonderingly, “however did you get it into your bead to cut the crowd and
come down here? Is it a fad now among the upper classes to trot off to sheep ranches instead of to
Newport?”



“I was broke, Teddy,” said Octavia, sweetly, with her interest centred upon steering safely between
a Spanish dagger plant and a clump of chaparral; “I haven’t a thing in the world but this ranch—not
even any other home to go to.”

“Come, now,” said Teddy, anxiously but incredulously, “you don’t mean it?”

“When my husband,” said Octavia, with a shy slurring of the word, “died three months ago I thought
I had a reasonable amount of the world’s goods. His lawyer exploded that theory in a sixty-minute
fully illustrated lecture. I took to the sheep as a last resort. Do you happen to know of any fashionable
caprice among the gilded youth of Manhattan that induces them to abandon polo and club windows to
become managers of sheep ranches?”

“It’s easily explained in my case,” responded Teddy, promptly. “I had to go to work. I couldn’t
have earned my board in New York, so I chummed a while with old Sandford, one of the syndicate
that owned the ranch before Colonel Beaupree bought it, and got a place down here. I wasn’t manager
at first. I jogged around on ponies and studied the business in detail, until I got all the points in my
head. I saw where it was losing and what the remedies were, and then Sandford put me in charge. |
get a hundred dollars a month, and I earn it.”

“Poor Teddy!” said Octavia, with a smile.
“Youneedn’t. I like it. I save half my wages, and I’m as hard as a water plug. It beats polo.”
“Will it furnish bread and tea and jam for another outcast from civilization?”

“The spring shearing,” said the manager, “just cleaned up a deficit in last year’s business.
Wastefulness and inattention have been the rule heretofore. The autumn clip will leave a small profit
over all expenses. Next year there will be jam.”

When, about four o’clock in the afternoon, the ponies rounded a gentle, brush-covered hill, and then
swooped, like a double cream-coloured cyclone, upon the Rancho de las Sombras, Octavia gave a
little cry of delight. A lordly grove of magnificent live-oaks cast an area of grateful, cool shade,
whence the ranch had drawn its name, “de las Sombras”—of the shadows. The house, of red brick,
one story, ran low and long beneath the trees. Through its middle, dividing

its six rooms in half, extended a broad, arched passageway, picturesque with flowering cactus and
hanging red earthern jars. A “gallery,” low and broad, encircled the building. Vines climbed about it,
and the adjacent ground was, for a space, covered with transplanted grass and shrubs. A little lake,
long and narrow, glimmered in the sun at the rear. Further away stood the shacks of the Mexican
workers, the corrals, wool sheds and shearing pens. To the right lay the low hills, splattered with
dark patches of chaparral; to the left the unbounded green prairie blending against the blue heavens.

“It’s a home, Teddy,” said Octavia, breathlessly; that’s what it is —it’s a home.”

“Not so bad for a sheep ranch,” admitted Teddy, with excusable pride. “I’ve been tinkering on it at
odd times.”

A Mexican youth sprang from somewhere in the grass, and took charge of the creams. The mistress
and the manager entered the house.



“Here’s Mrs. Maclntyre,” said Teddy, as a placid, neat, elderly lady came out upon the gallery to
meet them. “Mrs. Mac, here’s the boss. Very likely she will be wanting a hunk of ham and a dish of
beans after her drive.”

Mrs. Maclntyre, the housekeeper, as much a fixture on the place as the lake or the live-oaks,
received the imputation of the ranch’s resources of refreshment with mild indignation, and was about
to give it utterance when Octavia spoke.

“Oh, Mrs. Maclntyre, don’t apologize for Teddy. Yes, I call him Teddy. So does every one whom
he hasn’t duped into taking him seriously. You see, we used to cut paper dolls and play jackstraws
together ages ago. No one minds what he says.”

“No,” said Teddy, “no one minds what he says, just so he doesn’t do it again.”

Octavia cast one of those subtle, sidelong glances toward him from beneath her lowered eyelids —a
glance that Teddy used to describe as an upper-cut. But there was nothing in his ingenuous, weather-
tanned face to warrant a suspicion that he was making an allusion— nothing. Beyond a doubt, thought
Octavia, he had forgotten.

“Mr. Westlake likes his fun,” said Mrs. Maclntyre, as she conducted Octavia to her rooms. “But,”
she added, loyally, “people around here usually pay attention to what he says when he talks in
earnest. I don’t know what would have become of this place without him.”

Two rooms at the east end of the house had been arranged for the occupancy of the ranch’s mistress.
When she entered them a slight dismay seized her at their bare appearance and the scantiness of their
furniture; but she quickly reflected that the climate was a semi-tropical one, and was moved to
appreciation of the well-conceived efforts to conform to it. The sashes had already been removed
from the big windows, and white curtains waved in the Gulf breeze that streamed through the wide
jalousies. The bare floor was amply strewn with cool rugs; the chairs were inviting, deep, dreamy
willows; the walls were papered with a light, cheerful olive. One whole side of her sitting room was
covered with books on smooth, unpainted pine shelves. She flew to these at once. Before her was a
well-selected library. She caught glimpses of titles of volumes of fiction and travel not yet seasoned
from the dampness of the press.

Presently, recollecting that she was now in a wilderness given over to mutton, centipedes and
privations, the incongruity of these luxuries struck her, and, with intuitive feminine suspicion, she
began turning to the fly-leaves of volume after volume. Upon each one was inscribed in fluent
characters the name of Theodore Westlake, Jr.

Octavia, fatigued by her long journey, retired early that night. Lying upon her white, cool bed, she
rested deliciously, but sleep coquetted long with her. She listened to faint noises whose strangeness
kept her faculties on the alert —the fractious yelping of the coyotes, the ceaseless, low symphony of the
wind, the distant booming of the frogs about the lake, the lamentation of a concertina in the Mexicans’
quarters. There were many conflicting feelings in her heart— thankfulness and rebellion, peace and
disquietude, loneliness and a sense of protecting care, happiness and an old, haunting pain.

She did what any other woman would have done—sought relief in a wholesome tide of
unreasonable tears, and her last words, murmured to herself before slumber, capitulating, came softly



to woo her, were “He has forgotten.”

The manager of the Rancho de las Sombras was no dilettante. He was a “hustler.” He was generally
up, mounted, and away of mornings before the rest of the household were awake, making the rounds
of the flocks and camps. This was the duty of the major-domo, a stately old Mexican with a princely
air and manner, but Teddy seemed to have a great deal of confidence in his own eyesight. Except in
the busy seasons, he nearly always returned to the ranch to breakfast at eight o’clock, with Octavia
and Mrs. Maclntyre, at the little table set in the central hallway, bringing with him a tonic and breezy
cheerfulness full of the health and flavour of the prairies.

A few days after Octavia’s arrival he made her get out one of her riding skirts, and curtail it to a
shortness demanded by the chaparral brakes.

With some misgivings she donned this and the pair of buckskin leggings he prescribed in addition,
and, mounted upon a dancing pony, rode with him to view her possessions. He showed her everything
—the flocks of ewes, muttons and grazing lambs, the dipping vats, the shearing pens, the uncouth
merino rams in their little pasture, the water-tanks prepared against the summer drought— giving
account of his stewardship with a boyish enthusiasm that never flagged.

Where was the old Teddy that she knew so well? This side of him was the same, and it was a side
that pleased her; but this was all she ever saw of him now. Where was his sentimentality— those old,
varying moods of impetuous love-making, of fanciful, quixotic devotion, of heart-breaking gloom, of
alternating, absurd tenderness and haughty dignity? His nature had been a sensitive one, his
temperament bordering closely on the artistic. She knew that, besides being a follower of fashion and
its fads and sports, he had cultivated tastes of a finer nature. He had written things, he had tampered
with colours, he was something of a student in certain branches of art, and once she had been admitted
to all his aspirations and thoughts. But now —and she could not avoid the conclusion— Teddy had
barricaded against her every side of himself except one—the side that showed the manager of the
Rancho de las Sombras and a jolly chum who had forgiven and forgotten. Queerly enough the words
of Mr. Bannister’s description of her property came into her mind—*"all inclosed within a strong
barbed-wire fence.”

“Teddy’s fenced, too,” said Octavia to herself.

It was not difficult for her to reason out the cause of his fortifications. It had originated one night at
the Hammersmiths’ ball. It occurred at a time soon after she had decided to accept Colonel Beaupree
and his million, which was no more than her looks and the entrée she held to the inner circles were
worth. Teddy had proposed with all his impetuosity and fire, and she looked him straight in the eyes,
an said, coldly and finally: “Never let me hear any such silly nonsense from you again.” “You won’t,”
said Teddy, with an expression around his mouth, and —now Teddy was inclosed within a strong
barbed-wire fence.

It was on this first ride of inspection that Teddy was seized by the inspiration that suggested the
name of Mother Goose’s heroine, and he at once bestowed it upon Octavia. The idea, supported by
both a similarity of names and identity of occupations, seemed to strike him as a peculiarly happy
one, and he never tired of using it. The Mexicans on the ranch also took up the name, adding another

syllable to accommodate their lingual incapacity for the final “p,” gravely referring to her as “La
Madama Bo-Peepy.” Eventually it spread, and “Madame Bo-Peep’s ranch” was as often mentioned



as the “Rancho de las Sombras.”

Came the long, hot season from May to September, when work is scarce on the ranches. Octavia
passed the days in a kind of lotus-eater’s dream. Books, hammocks, correspondence with a few
intimate friends, a renewed interest in her old water-colour box and easel— these disposed of the
sultry hours of daylight. The evenings were always sure to bring enjoyment. Best of all were the
rapturous horseback rides with Teddy, when the moon gave light over the wind-swept leagues,
chaperoned by the wheeling night-hawk and the startled owl. Often the Mexicans would come up from
their shacks with their guitars and sing the weirdest of heart-breaking songs. There were long, cosy
chats on the breezy gallery, and an interminable warfare of wits between Teddy and Mrs. MaclIntyre,
whose abundant Scotch shrewdness often more than overmatched the lighter humour in which she was
lacking.

And the nights came, one after another, and were filed away by weeks and months —nights soft and
languorous and fragrant, that should have driven Strephon to Chloe over wires however barbed, that
might have drawn Cupid himself to hunt, lasso in hand, among those amorous pastures— but Teddy
kept his fences up.

One July night Madame Bo-Peep and her ranch manager were sitting on the east gallery. Teddy had
been exhausting the science of prognostication as to the probabilities of a price of twenty-four cents
for the autumn clip, and had then subsided into an anesthetic cloud of Havana smoke. Only as
incompetent a judge as a woman would have failed to note long ago that at least a third of his salary
must have gone up in the fumes of those imported Regalias.

“Teddy,” said Octavia, suddenly, and rather sharply, “what are you working down here on a ranch
for?”

“One hundred per,” said Teddy, glibly, “and found.”
“I’ve a good mind to discharge you.”

“Can’t do it,” said Teddy, with a grin.

“Why not?”” demanded Octavia, with argumentative heat.

“Under contract. Terms of sale respect all unexpired contracts. Mine runs until 12 P. M., December
thirty-first. You might get up at midnight on that date and fire me. If you try it sooner I’ll be in a
position to bring legal proceedings.”

Octavia seemed to be considering the prospects of litigation.
“But,” continued Teddy cheerfully, “I’ve been thinking of resigning anyway.”

Octavia’s rocking-chair ceased its motion. There were centipedes in this country, she felt sure; and
Indians, and vast, lonely, desolate, empty wastes; all within strong barbed-wire fence. There was a
Van Dresser pride, but there was also a Van Dresser heart. She must know for certain whether or not
he had forgotten.

“Ah, well, Teddy,” she said, with a fine assumption of polite interest, “it’s lonely down here;
you’re longing to get back to the old life —to polo and lobsters and theatres and balls.”



“Never cared much for balls,” said Teddy virtuously.

“You’re getting old, Teddy. Your memory is failing. Nobody ever knew you to miss a dance, unless
it occurred on the same night with another one which you attended. And you showed such shocking
bad taste, too, in dancing too often with the same partner. Let me see, what was that Forbes girl’s
name —the one with wall eyes— Mabel, wasn’t it?”

“No; Adéle. Mabel was the one with the bony elbows. That wasn’t wall in Adéle’s eyes. It was
soul. We used to talk sonnets together, and Verlaine. Just then I was trying to run a pipe from the
Pierian spring.”

2 9

“You were on the floor with her,” said Octavia, undeflected, “five times at the Hammersmiths’.
“Hammersmiths’ what?”” questioned Teddy, vacuously.

“Ball —ball,” said Octavia, viciously. “What were we talking of?”

“Eyes, I thought,” said Teddy, after some reflection; “and elbows.”

“Those Hammersmiths,” went on Octavia, in her sweetest society prattle, after subduing an intense
desire to yank a handful of sunburnt, sandy hair from the head lying back contentedly against the
canvas of the steamer chair, “had too much money. Mines, wasn’t it? It was something that paid
something to the ton. You couldn’t get a glass of plain water in their house. Everything at that ball was
dreadfully overdone.”

“It was,” said Teddy.

“Such a crowd there was!” Octavia continued, conscious that she was talking the rapid drivel of a
school-girl describing her first dance. “The balconies were as warm as the rooms. I-lost— something
at that ball.” The last sentence was uttered in a tone calculated to remove the barbs from miles of
wire.

“So did I,” confessed Teddy, in a lower voice.
“A glove,” said Octavia, falling back as the enemy approached her ditches.

“Caste,” said Teddy, halting his firing line without loss. “I hobnobbed, half the evening with one of
Hammersmith’s miners, a fellow who kept his hands in his pockets, and talked like an archangel
about reduction plants and drifts and levels and sluice-boxes.”

“A pearl-gray glove, nearly new,” sighed Octavia, mournfully.

“A bang-up chap, that McArdle,” maintained Teddy approvingly. “A man who hated olives and
elevators; a man who handled mountains as croquettes, and built tunnels in the air; a man who never
uttered a word of silly nonsense in his life. Did you sign those lease-renewal applications yet,
madama? They’ve got to be on file in the land office by the thirty-first.”

Teddy turned his head lazily. Octavia’s chair was vacant.

A certain centipede, crawling along the lines marked out by fate, expounded the situation. It was
early one morning while Octavia and Mrs. Maclntyre were trimming the honeysuckle on the west



gallery. Teddy had risen and departed hastily before daylight in response to word that a flock of ewes
had been scattered from their bedding ground during the night by a thunder-storm.

The centipede, driven by destiny, showed himself on the floor of the gallery, and then, the screeches
of the two women giving him his cue, he scuttled with all his yellow legs through the open door into
the furthermost west room, which was Teddy’s. Arming themselves with domestic utensils selected
with regard to their length, Octavia and Mrs. Maclntyre, with much clutching of skirts and skirmishing
for the position of rear guard in the attacking force, followed.

Once outside, the centipede seemed to have disappeared, and his prospective murderers began a
thorough but cautious search for their victim.

Even 1n the midst of such a dangerous and absorbing adventure Octavia was conscious of an awed
curiosity on finding herself in Teddy’s sanctum. In that room he sat alone, silently communing with
those secret thoughts that he now shared with no one, dreamed there whatever dreams he now called
on no one to interpret.

It was the room of a Spartan or a soldier. In one corner stood a wide, canvas-covered cot; in
another, a small bookcase; in another, a grim stand of Winchesters and shotguns. An immense table,
strewn with letters, papers and documents and surmounted by a set of pigeon-holes, occupied one
side.

The centipede showed genius in concealing himself in such bare quarters. Mrs. Maclntyre was
poking a broom-handle behind the bookcase. Octavia approached Teddy’s cot. The room was just as
the manager had left it in his hurry. The Mexican maid had not yet given it her attention. There was his
big pillow with the imprint of his head still in the centre. She thought the horrid beast might have
climbed the cot and hidden itself to bite Teddy. Centipedes were thus cruel and vindictive toward
managers.

She cautiously overturned the pillow, and then parted her lips to give the signal for reinforcements
at sight of a long, slender, dark object lying there. But, repressing it in time, she caught up a glove, a
pearl-gray glove, flattened —it might be conceived— by many, many months of nightly pressure beneath
the pillow of the man who had forgotten the Hammersmiths’ ball. Teddy must have left so hurriedly
that morning that he had, for once, forgotten to transfer it to its resting-place by day. Even managers,
who are notoriously wily and cunning, are sometimes caught up with.

Octavia slid the gray glove into the bosom of her summery morning gown. It was hers. Men who put
themselves within a strong barbed-wire fence, and remember Hammersmith balls only by the talk of
miners about sluice-boxes, should not be allowed to possess such articles.

After all, what a paradise this prairie country was! How it blossomed like the rose when you found
things that were thought to be lost! How delicious was that morning breeze coming in the windows,
fresh and sweet with the breath of the yellow ratama blooms! Might one not stand, for a minute, with
shining, far-gazing eyes, and dream that mistakes might be corrected?

Why was Mrs. Maclntyre poking about so absurdly with a broom?
“I’ve found it,” said Mrs. Maclntyre, banging the door. “Here it is.”



“Did you lose something? asked Octavia, with sweetly polite non-interest.
“The little devil!” said Mrs. Maclntyre, driven to violence. “Ye’ve no forgotten him alretty?”

Between them they slew the centipede. Thus was he rewarded for his agency toward the recovery
of things lost at the Hammersmiths’ ball.

It seems that Teddy, in due course, remembered the glove, and when he returned to the house at
sunset made a secret but exhaustive search for it. Not until evening, upon the moonlit eastern gallery,
did he find it. It was upon the hand that he had thought lost to him forever, and so he was moved to
repeat certain nonsense that he had been commanded never, never to utter again. Teddy’s fences were
down.

This time there was no ambition to stand in the way, and the wooing was as natural and successful
as should be between ardent shepherd and gentle shepherdess.

The prairies changed to a garden. The Rancho de las Sombras became the Ranch of Light.

A few days later Octavia received a letter from Mr. Bannister, in reply to one she had written to
him asking some questions about her business. A portion of the letter ran as follows:

I am at a loss to account for your references to the sheep ranch. Two months after your departure to
take up your residence upon it, it was discovered that Colonel Beaupree’s title was worthless. A
deed came to light showing that he disposed of the property before his death. The matter was reported
to your manager, Mr. Westlake, who at once repurchased the property. It is entirely beyond my
powers of conjecture to imagine how you have remained in ignorance of this fact. I beg that you that
will at once confer with that gentleman, who will, at least, corroborate my statement.”

Octavia sought Teddy, with battle in her eye.
“What are you working on this ranch for?” she asked once more.

“One hundred—" he began to repeat, but saw in her face that she knew. She held Mr. Bannister’s
letter in her hand. He knew that the game was up.

“It’s my ranch,” said Teddy, like a schoolboy detected in evil. “It’s a mighty poor manager that isn’t
able to absorb the boss’s business if you give him time.”

“Why were you working down here?” pursued Octavia still struggling after the key to the riddle of
Teddy.

“To tell the truth, ‘Tave,” said Teddy, with quiet candour, “it wasn’t for the salary. That about kept
me 1n cigars and sunburn lotions. I was sent south by my doctor. ‘Twas that right lung that was going
to the bad on account of over-exercise and strain at polo and gymnastics. I needed climate and ozone
and rest and things of that sort.”

In an instant Octavia was close against the vicinity of the affected organ. Mr. Bannister’s letter
fluttered to the floor.

“It’s —it’s well now, isn’t it, Teddy?”



“Sound as a mesquite chunk. I deceived you in one thing. I paid fifty thousand for your ranch as soon
as I found you had no title. I had just about that much income accumulated at my banker’s while I’ve
been herding sheep down here, so it was almost like picking the thing up on a bargain-counter for a
penny. There’s another little surplus of unearned increment piling up there, ‘Tave. I’ve been thinking
of a wedding trip in a yacht with white ribbons tied to the mast, through the Mediterranean, and then
up among the Hebrides and down Norway to the Zuyder Zee.”

“And I was thinking,” said Octavia, softly, “of a wedding gallop with my manager among the flocks
of sheep and back to a wedding breakfast with Mrs. MacIntyre on the gallery, with, maybe, a sprig of
orange blossom fastened to the red jar above the table.”

Teddy laughed, and began to chant:
“Little Bo-Peep has lost her sheep,
And doesn’t know where to find ‘em.
Let ‘em alone, and they’ll come home,
And—”

Octavia drew his head down, and whispered in his ear, But that is one of the tales they brought
behind them.



MAMMON AND THE ARCHER

Old Anthony Rockwall, retired manufacturer and proprietor of Rockwall’s Eureka Soap, looked out
the library window of his Fifth Avenue mansion and grinned. His neighbour to the right —the
aristocratic clubman, G. Van Schuylight Suffolk-Jones— came out to his waiting motor-car, wrinkling
a contumelious nostril, as usual, at the Italian renaissance sculpture of the soap palace’s front
elevation.

“Stuck-up old statuette of nothing doing!” commented the ex-Soap King. “The Eden Musee’ll get
that old frozen Nesselrode yet if he don’t watch out. I’'ll have this house painted red, white, and blue
next summer and see if that’ll make his Dutch nose turn up any higher.”

And then Anthony Rockwall, who never cared for bells, went to the door of his library and shouted
“Mike!” in the same voice that had once chipped off pieces of the welkin on the Kansas prairies.

“Tell my son,” said Anthony to the answering menial, “to come in here before he leaves the house.”

When young Rockwall entered the library the old man laid aside his newspaper, looked at him with
a kindly grimness on his big, smooth, ruddy countenance, rumpled his mop of white hair with one
hand and rattled the keys in his pocket with the other.

“Richard,” said Anthony Rockwall, “what do you pay for the soap that you use?”

Richard, only six months home from college, was startled a little. He had not yet taken the measure
of this sire of his, who was as full of unexpectednesses as a girl at her first party.

“Six dollars a dozen, I think, dad.”
“And your clothes?”
“I suppose about sixty dollars, as a rule.”

“You’re a gentleman,” said Anthony, decidedly. “I’ve heard of these young bloods spending $24 a
dozen for soap, and going over the hundred mark for clothes. You’ve got as much money to waste as
any of ‘em, and yet you stick to what’s decent and moderate. Now I use the old Eureka —not only for
sentiment, but it’s the purest soap made. Whenever you pay more than 10 cents a cake for soap you
buy bad perfumes and labels. But 50 cents is doing very well for a young man in your generation,
position and condition. As I said, you’re a gentleman. They say it takes three generations to make one.
They’re off. Money’ll do it as slick as soap grease. It’s made you one. By hokey! it’s almost made
one of me. I’'m nearly as impolite and disagreeable and ill-mannered as these two old Knickerbocker
gents on each side of me that can’t sleep of nights because I bought in between ‘em.”

“There are some things that money can’t accomplish,” remarked young Rockwall, rather gloomily.

“Now, don’t say that,” said old Anthony, shocked. “I bet my money on money every time. I’ve been
through the encyclopaedia down to Y looking for something you can’t buy with it; and I expect to have
to take up the appendix next week. I’'m for money against the field. Tell me something money won’t
buy.”

“For one thing,” answered Richard, rankling a little, “it won’t buy one into the exclusive circles of



society.”

“Oho! won’t it?” thundered the champion of the root of evil. “You tell me where your exclusive
circles would be if the first Astor hadn’t had the money to pay for his steerage passage over?”

Richard sighed.

“And that’s what I was coming to,” said the old man, less boisterously. “That’s why I asked you to
come in. There’s something going wrong with you, boy. I’ve been noticing it for two weeks. Out with
it. I guess I could lay my hands on eleven millions within twenty-four hours, besides the real estate. If
it’s your liver, there’s the Rambler down in the bay, coaled, and ready to steam down to the Bahamas
in two days.”

“Not a bad guess, dad; you haven’t missed it far.”
“Ah,” said Anthony, keenly; “what’s her name?”

Richard began to walk up and down the library floor. There was enough comradeship and sympathy
in this crude old father of his to draw his confidence.

“Why don’t you ask her?”” demanded old Anthony. “She’ll jump at you. You’ve got the money and
the looks, and you’re a decent boy. Your hands are clean. You’ve got no Eureka soap on ‘em. You’ve
been to college, but she’ll overlook that.”

“I haven’t had a chance,” said Richard.

“Make one,” said Anthony. “Take her for a walk in the park, or a straw ride, or walk home with her
from church. Chance! Pshaw!”

“You don’t know the social mill, dad. She’s part of the stream that turns it. Every hour and minute
of her time is arranged for days in advance. I must have that girl, dad, or this town is a blackjack
swamp forevermore. And I can’t write it—I can’t do that.”

“Tut!” said the old man. “Do you mean to tell me that with all the money I’ve got you can’t get an
hour or two of a girl’s time for yourself?”

“I’ve put it off too late. She’s going to sail for Europe at noon day after tomorrow for a two years’
stay. I’m to see her alone tomorrow evening for a few minutes. She’s at Larchmont now at her aunt’s.
I can’t go there. But ’'m allowed to meet her with a cab at the Grand Central Station tomorrow
evening at the 8.30 train. We drive down Broadway to Wallack’s at a gallop, where her mother and a
box party will be waiting for us in the lobby. Do you think she would listen to a declaration from me
during that six or eight minutes under those circumstances? No. And what chance would I have in the
theatre or afterward? None. No, dad, this is one tangle that your money can’t unravel. We can’t buy
one minute of time with cash; if we could, rich people would live longer. There’s no hope of getting a
talk with Miss Lantry before she sails.”

“All right, Richard, my boy,” said old Anthony, cheerfully. “You may run along down to your club
now. I’'m glad it ain’t your liver. But don’t forget to burn a few punk sticks in the joss house to the
great god Mazuma from time to time. You say money won’t buy time? Well, of course, you can’t order
eternity wrapped up and delivered at your residence for a price, but I’ve seen Father Time get pretty



bad stone bruises on his heels when he walked through the gold diggings.”

That night came Aunt Ellen, gentle, sentimental, wrinkled, sighing, oppressed by wealth, in to
Brother Anthony at his evening paper, and began discourse on the subject of lovers’ woes.

“He told me all about it,” said brother Anthony, yawning. “I told him my bank account was at his
service. And then he began to knock money. Said money couldn’t help. Said the rules of society
couldn’t be bucked for a yard by a team of ten-millionaires.”

“Oh, Anthony,” sighed Aunt Ellen, “I wish you would not think so much of money. Wealth is nothing
where a true affection is concerned. Love is all-powerful. If he only had spoken earlier! She could
not have refused our Richard. But now I fear it is too late. He will have no opportunity to address her.
All your gold cannot bring happiness to your son.”

At eight o’clock the next evening Aunt Ellen took a quaint old gold ring from a moth-eaten case and
gave it to Richard.

“Wear it tonight, nephew,” she begged. “Your mother gave it to me. Good luck in love she said it
brought. She asked me to give it to you when you had found the one you loved.”

Young Rockwall took the ring reverently and tried it on his smallest finger. It slipped as far as the
second joint and stopped. He took it off and stuffed it into his vest pocket, after the manner of man.
And then he ‘phoned for his cab.

At the station he captured Miss Lantry out of the gadding mob at eight thirty-two.
“We mustn’t keep mamma and the others waiting,” said she.
“To Wallack’s Theatre as fast as you can drive!” said Richard loyally.

They whirled up Forty-second to Broadway, and then down the white-starred lane that leads from
the soft meadows of sunset to the rocky hills of morning.

At Thirty-fourth Street young Richard quickly thrust up the trap and ordered the cabman to stop.

“I’ve dropped a ring,” he apologised, as he climbed out. “It was my mother’s, and I’d hate to lose
it.  won’t detain you a minute —I saw where it fell.”

In less than a minute he was back in the cab with the ring.

But within that minute a crosstown car had stopped directly in front of the cab. The cabman tried to
pass to the left, but a heavy express wagon cut him off. He tried the right, and had to back away from
a furniture van that had no business to be there. He tried to back out, but dropped his reins and swore
dutifully. He was blockaded in a tangled mess of vehicles and horses.

One of those street blockades had occurred that sometimes tie up commerce and movement quite
suddenly in the big city.

“Why don’t you drive on?” said Miss Lantry, impatiently. “We’ll be late.”

Richard stood up in the cab and looked around. He saw a congested flood of wagons, trucks, cabs,
vans and street cars filling the vast space where Broadway, Sixth Avenue and Thirty-fourth street



cross one another as a twenty-six inch maiden fills her twenty-two inch girdle. And still from all the
cross streets they were hurrying and rattling toward the converging point at full speed, and hurling
themselves into the struggling mass, locking wheels and adding their drivers’ imprecations to the
clamour. The entire traffic of Manhattan seemed to have jammed itself around them. The oldest New
Yorker among the thousands of spectators that lined the sidewalks had not witnessed a street
blockade of the proportions of this one.

“I’m very sorry,” said Richard, as he resumed his seat, “but it looks as if we are stuck. They won’t
get this jumble loosened up in an hour. It was my fault. If I hadn’t dropped the ring we—"

“Let me see the ring,” said Miss Lantry. “Now that it can’t be helped, I don’t care. I think theatres
are stupid, anyway.”

At 11 o’clock that night somebody tapped lightly on Anthony Rockwall’s door.

“Come in,” shouted Anthony, who was in a red dressing-gown, reading a book of piratical
adventures.

Somebody was Aunt Ellen, looking like a grey-haired angel that had been left on earth by mistake.

“They’re engaged, Anthony,” she said, softly. “She has promised to marry our Richard. On their
way to the theatre there was a street blockade, and it was two hours before their cab could get out of
it.

“And oh, brother Anthony, don’t ever boast of the power of money again. A little emblem of true
love —a little ring that symbolised unending and unmercenary affection— was the cause of our Richard
finding his happiness. He dropped it in the street, and got out to recover it. And before they could
continue the blockade occurred. He spoke to his love and won her there while the cab was hemmed
in. Money is dross compared with true love, Anthony.”

“All right,” said old Anthony. “I’m glad the boy has got what he wanted. I told him I wouldn’t spare
any expense in the matter if—"

“But, brother Anthony, what good could your money have done?”

“Sister,” said Anthony Rockwall. “I’ve got my pirate in a devil of a scrape. His ship has just been
scuttled, and he’s too good a judge of the value of money to let drown. I wish you would let me go on
with this chapter.”

The story should end here. I wish it would as heartily as you who read it wish it did. But we must
go to the bottom of the well for truth.

The next day a person with red hands and a blue polka-dot necktie, who called himself Kelly,
called at Anthony Rockwall’s house, and was at once received in the library.

“Well,” said Anthony, reaching for his chequebook, “it was a good bilin’ of soap. Let’s see —you
had $5,000 in cash.”

“I paid out $300 more of my own,” said Kelly. “I had to go a little above the estimate. I got the
express wagons and cabs mostly for $5; but the trucks and two-horse teams mostly raised me to $10.



The motormen wanted $10, and some of the loaded teams $20. The cops struck me hardest —$50 I
paid two, and the rest $20 and $25. But didn’t it work beautiful, Mr. Rockwall? I’m glad William A.
Brady wasn’t onto that little outdoor vehicle mob scene. I wouldn’t want William to break his heart
with jealousy. And never a rehearsal, either! The boys was on time to the fraction of a second. It was
two hours before a snake could get below Greeley’s statue.”

“Thirteen hundred—there you are, Kelly,” said Anthony, tearing off a check. “Your thousand, and
the $300 you were out. You don’t despise money, do you, Kelly?”

“Me?” said Kelly. “I can lick the man that invented poverty.”
Anthony called Kelly when he was at the door.

“You didn’t notice,” said he, “anywhere in the tie-up, a kind of a fat boy without any clothes on
shooting arrows around with a bow, did you?”

“Why, no,” said Kelly, mystified. “I didn’t. If he was like you say, maybe the cops pinched him
before I got there.”

“I thought the little rascal wouldn’t be on hand,” chuckled Anthony. “Good-by, Kelly.”



A GHOST OF A CHANCE

“Actually, a hod!” repeated Mrs. Kinsolving, pathetically.

Mrs. Bellamy Bellmore arched a sympathetic eyebrow. Thus she expressed condolence and a
generous amount of apparent surprise.

“Fancy her telling everywhere,” recapitulated Mrs. Kinsolving, “that she saw a ghost in the
apartment she occupied here —our choicest guest-room— a ghost, carrying a hod on its shoulder—the
ghost of an old man in overalls, smoking a pipe and carrying a hod! The very absurdity of the thing
shows her malicious intent. There never was a Kinsolving that carried a hod. Every one knows that
Mr. Kinsolving’s father accumulated his money by large building contracts, but he never worked a
day with his own hands. He had this house built from his own plans; but —oh, a hod! Why need she
have been so cruel and malicious?”

“It 1s really too bad,” murmured Mrs. Bellmore, with an approving glance of her fine eyes about the
vast chamber done in lilac and old gold. “And it was in this room she saw it! Oh, no, I’'m not afraid of
ghosts. Don’t have the least fear on my account. I’'m glad you put me in here. I think family ghosts so
interesting! But, really, the story does sound a little inconsistent. I should have expected something
better from Mrs. Fischer-Suympkins. Don’t they carry bricks in hods? Why should a ghost bring
bricks into a villa built of marble and stone? I’m so sorry, but it makes me think that age is beginning
to tell upon Mrs. Fischer-Suympkins.”

“This house,” continued Mrs. Kinsolving, “was built upon the site of an old one used by the family
during the Revolution. There wouldn’t be anything strange in its having a ghost. And there was a
Captain Kinsolving who fought in General Greene’s army, though we’ve never been able to secure
any papers to vouch for it. If there is to be a family ghost, why couldn’t it have been his, instead of a
bricklayer’s?”

“The ghost of a Revolutionary ancestor wouldn’t be a bad idea,” agreed Mrs. Bellmore; “but you
know how arbitrary and inconsiderate ghosts can be. Maybe, like love, they are ‘engendered in the
eye.” One advantage of those who see ghosts is that their stories can’t be disproved. By a spiteful eye,
a Revolutionary knapsack might easily be construed to be a hod. Dear Mrs. Kinsolving, think no more
of it. I am sure it was a knapsack.”

“But she told everybody!” mourned Mrs. Kinsolving, inconsolable. “She insisted upon the details.
There is the pipe. And how are you going to get out of the overalls?”

“Shan’t get into them,” said Mrs. Bellmore, with a prettily suppressed yawn; “too stiff and wrinkly.
Is that you, Felice? Prepare my bath, please. Do you dine at seven at Clifftop, Mrs. Kinsolving? So
kind of you to run in for a chat before dinner! I love those little touches of informality with a guest.
They give such a home flavour to a visit. So sorry; I must be dressing. I am so indolent I always
postpone it until the last moment.”

Mrs. Fischer-Suympkins had been the first large plum that the Kinsolvings had drawn from the
social pie. For a long time, the pie itself had been out of reach on a top shelf. But the purse and the
pursuit had at last lowered it. Mrs. Fischer-Suympkins was the heliograph of the smart society
parading corps. The glitter of her wit and actions passed along the line, transmitting whatever was



latest and most daring in the game of peep-show. Formerly, her fame and leadership had been secure
enough not to need the support of such artifices as handing around live frogs for favours at a cotillon.
But, now, these things were necessary to the holding of her throne. Beside, middle age had come to
preside, incongruous, at her capers. The sensational papers had cut her space from a page to two
columns. Her wit developed a sting; her manners became more rough and inconsiderate, as if she felt
the royal necessity of establishing her autocracy by scorning the conventionalities that bound lesser
potentates.

To some pressure at the command of the Kinsolvings, she had yielded so far as to honour their
house by her presence, for an evening and night. She had her revenge upon her hostess by relating,
with grim enjoyment and sarcastic humour, her story of the vision carrying the hod. To that lady, in
raptures at having penetrated thus far toward the coveted inner circle, the result came as a crushing
disappointment. Everybody either sympathized or laughed, and there was little to choose between the
two modes of expression.

But, later on, Mrs. Kinsolving’s hopes and spirits were revived by the capture of a second and
greater prize.

Mrs. Bellamy Bellmore had accepted an invitation to visit at Clifftop, and would remain for three
days. Mrs. Bellmore was one of the younger matrons, whose beauty, descent, and wealth gave her a
reserved seat in the holy of holies that required no strenuous bolstering. She was generous enough
thus to give Mrs. Kinsolving the accolade that was so poignantly desired; and, at the same time, she
thought how much it would please Terence. Perhaps it would end by solving him.

Terence was Mrs. Kinsolving’s son, aged twenty-nine, quite good-looking enough, and with two or
three attractive and mysterious traits. For one, he was very devoted to his mother, and that was
sufficiently odd to deserve notice. For others, he talked so little that it was irritating, and he seemed
either very shy or very deep. Terence interested Mrs. Bellmore, because she was not sure which it
was. She intended to study him a little longer, unless she forgot the matter. If he was only shy, she
would abandon him, for shyness is a bore. If he was deep, she would also abandon him, for depth is
precarious.

On the afternoon of the third day of her visit, Terence hunted up Mrs. Bellmore, and found her in a
nook actually looking at an album.

“It’s so good of you,” said he, “to come down here and retrieve the day for us. I suppose you have
heard that Mrs. Fischer-Suympkins scuttled the ship before she left. She knocked a whole plank out of
the bottom with a hod. My mother is grieving herself ill about it. Can’t you manage to see a ghost for
us while you are here, Mrs. Bellmore —a bang-up, swell ghost, with a coronet on his head and a
cheque book under his arm?”

“That was a naughty old lady, Terence,” said Mrs. Bellmore, “to tell such stories. Perhaps you gave
her too much supper. Your mother doesn’t really take it seriously, does she?”

“I think she does,” answered Terence. “One would think every brick in the hod had dropped on her.
It’s a good mammy, and I don’t like to see her worried. It’s to be hoped that the ghost belongs to the
hod-carriers’ union, and will go out on a strike. If he doesn’t, there will be no peace in this family.”



“I’m sleeping in the ghost-chamber,” said Mrs. Bellmore, pensively. “But it’s so nice I wouldn’t
change it, even if I were afraid, which I’m not. It wouldn’t do for me to submit a counter story of a
desirable, aristocratic shade, would it? I would do so, with pleasure, but it seems to me it would be
too obviously an antidote for the other narrative to be effective.”

“True,” said Terence, running two fingers thoughtfully into his crisp, brown hair; “that would never
do. How would it work to see the same ghost again, minus the overalls, and have gold bricks in the
hod? That would elevate the spectre from degrading toil to a financial plane. Don’t you think that
would be respectable enough?”

“There was an ancestor who fought against the Britishers, wasn’t there? Your mother said
something to that effect.”

“I believe so; one of those old chaps in raglan vests and golf trousers. I don’t care a continental for
a Continental, myself. But the mother has set her heart on pomp and heraldry and pyrotechnics, and I
want her to be happy.”

“You are a good boy, Terence,” said Mrs. Bellmore, sweeping her silks close to one side of her,
“not to beat your mother. Sit here by me, and let’s look at the album, just as people used to do twenty
years ago. Now, tell me about every one of them. Who is this tall, dignified gentleman leaning against
the horizon, with one arm on the Corinthian column?”

“That old chap with the big feet?” inquired Terence, craning his neck. “That’s great-uncle
O’Brannigan. He used to keep a rathskeller on the Bowery.”

“I asked you to sit down, Terence. If you are not going to amuse, or obey, me, I shall report in the
morning that [ saw a ghost wearing an apron and carrying schooners of beer. Now, that is better. To
be shy, at your age, Terence, is a thing that you should blush to acknowledge.”

At breakfast on the last morning of her visit, Mrs. Bellmore startled and entranced every one
present by announcing positively that she had seen the ghost.

“Did it have a—a—a—?” Mrs. Kinsolving, in her suspense and agitation, could not bring out the word.
“No, indeed —far fromit.”

There was a chorus of questions from others at the table. “Weren’t you frightened?” “What did it
do?” “How did it look?” “How was it dressed?”” “Did it say anything?” “Didn’t you scream?”

“I’ll try to answer everything at once,” said Mrs. Bellmore, heroically, “although I’m frightfully
hungry. Something awakened me —’m not sure whether it was a noise or a touch— and there stood the
phantom. I never burn a light at night, so the room was quite dark, but I saw it plainly. I wasn’t
dreaming. It was a tall man, all misty white from head to foot. It wore the full dress of the old
Colonial days —powdered hair, baggy coat skirts, lace ruffles, and a sword. It looked intangible and
luminous in the dark, and moved without a sound. Yes, I was a little frightened at first— or startled, |
should say. It was the first ghost I had ever seen. No, it didn’t say anything. I didn’t scream. I raised
up on my elbow, and then it glided silently away, and disappeared when it reached the door.”

Mrs. Kinsolving was in the seventh heaven. “The description is that of Captain Kinsolving, of
General Greene’s army, one of our ancestors,” she said, in a voice that trembled with pride and



relief. “I really think I must apologize for our ghostly relative, Mrs. Bellmore. I am afraid he must
have badly disturbed your rest.”

Terence sent a smile of pleased congratulation toward his mother. Attainment was Mrs.
Kinsolving’s, at last, and he loved to see her happy.

“I suppose I ought to be ashamed to confess,” said Mrs. Bellmore, who was now enjoying her
breakfast, “that [ wasn’t very much disturbed. I presume it would have been the customary thing to
scream and faint, and have all of you running about in picturesque costumes. But, after the first alarm
was over, | really couldn’t work myself up to a panic. The ghost retired from the stage quietly and
peacefully, after doing its little turn, and I went to sleep again.”

Nearly all listened, politely accepted Mrs. Bellmore s story as a made-up affair, charitably offered
as an offset to the unkind vision seen by Mrs. Fischer-Suympkins. But one or two present perceived
that her assertions bore the genuine stamp of her own convictions. Truth and candour seemed to attend
upon every word. Even a scoffer at ghosts —if he were very observant— would have been forced to
admit that she had, at least in a very vivid dream, been honestly aware of the weird visitor.’

Soon Mrs. Bellmore’s maid was packing, In two hours the auto would come to convey her to the
station. As Terence was strolling upon the east piazza, Mrs. Bellmore came up to him, with a
confidential sparkle in her eye.

“I didn’t wish to tell the others all of it,” she said, “but I will tell you. In a way, I think you should
be held responsible. Can you guess in what manner that ghost awakened me last night?”

“Rattled chains,” suggested Terence, after some thought, “or groaned? They usually do one or the
other.”

“Do you happen to know,” continued Mrs. Bellmore, with sudden irrelevancy, “if I resemble any
one of the female relatives of your restless ancestor, Captain Kinsolving?”

“Don’t think so,” said Terence, with an extremely puzzled air. “Never heard of any of them being
noted beauties.”

“Then, why,” said Mrs. Bellmore, looking the young man gravely in the eye, “should that ghost have
kissed me, as I’'m sure 1t did?”

“Heavens!” exclaimed Terence, in wide-eyed amazement; “you don’t mean that, Mrs. Bellmore!
Did he actually kiss you?”

“I' said it,” corrected Mrs. Bellmore. “I hope the impersonal pronoun is correctly used.”

“But why did you say I was responsible?”

“Because you are the only living male relative of the ghost.”

“I see. ‘Unto the third and fourth generation.” But, seriously, did he—did it—how do you—7?”

“Know? How does any one know? I was asleep, and that is what awakened me, I’'m almost
certain.”



“Almost?”

“Well, 1 awoke just as —oh, can’t you understand what I mean? When anything arouses you
suddenly, you are not positive whether you dreamed, or —and yet you know that— Dear me, Terence,
must [ dissect the most elementary sensations in order to accommodate your extremely practical
intelligence?”

“But, about kissing ghosts, you know,” said Terence, humbly, “I require the most primary
instruction. I never kissed a ghost. Is it-is 1t—?”

“The sensation,” said Mrs. Bellmore, with deliberate, but slightly smiling, emphasis, “since you are
seeking instruction, is a mingling of the material and the spiritual.”

“Of course,” said Terence, suddenly growing serious, “it was a dream or some kind of an
hallucination. Nobody believes in spirits, these days. If you told the tale out of kindness of heart, Mrs.
Bellmore, I can’t express how grateful I am to you. It has made my mother supremely happy. That
Revolutionary ancestor was a stunning idea.”

Mrs. Bellmore sighed. “The usual fate of ghost-seers is mine,” she said, resignedly. “My privileged
encounter with a spirit is attributed to lobster salad or mendacity. Well, I have, at least, one memory
left from the wreck —a kiss from the unseen world. Was Captain Kinsolving a very brave man, do you
know, Terence?”

“He was licked at Yorktown, I believe,” said Terence, reflecting. “They say he skedaddled with his
company, after the first battle there.”

“I thought he must have been timid,” said Mrs. Bellmore, absently. “He might have had another.”
“Another battle?”” asked Terence, dully.

“What else could I mean? I must go and get ready now; the auto will be here in an hour. I’ve
enjoyed Clifftop immensely. Such a lovely morning, isn’t it, Terence?”

On her way to the station, Mrs. Bellmore took from her bag a silk handkerchief, and looked at it
with a little peculiar smile. Then she tied it in several very hard knots, and threw it, at a convenient
moment, over the edge of the cliff along which the road ran.

In his room, Terence was giving some directions to his man, Brooks. “Have this stuff done up in a
parcel,” he said, “and ship it to the address on that card.”

The card was that of a New York costumer. The “stuff” was a gentleman’s costume of the days of
76, made of white satin, with silver buckles, white silk stockings, and white kid shoes. A powdered
wig and a sword completed the dress.

“And look about, Brooks,” added Terence, a little anxiously, “for a silk handkerchief with my
initials in one corner. I must have dropped it somewhere.”

It was a month later when Mrs. Bellmore and one or two others of the smart crowd were making up
a list of names for a coaching trip through the Catskills. Mrs. Bellmore looked over the list for a final
censoring. The name of Terence Kinsolving was there. Mrs. Bellmore ran her prohibitive pencil



lightly through the name.

“Too shy!” she murmured, sweetly, in explanation.



THE TRIMMED LAMP

Of course there are two sides to the question. Let us look at the other. We often hear “shop-girls”
spoken of. No such persons exist. There are girls who work in shops. They make their living that way.
But why turn their occupation into an adjective? Let us be fair. We do not refer to the girls who live
on Fifth Avenue as “marriage-girls.”

Lou and Nancy were chums. They came to the big city to find work because there was not enough to
eat at their homes to go around. Nancy was nineteen; Lou was twenty. Both were pretty, active,
country girls who had no ambition to go on the stage.

The little cherub that sits up aloft guided them to a cheap and respectable boarding-house. Both
found positions and became wage-earners. They remained chums. It is at the end of six months that I
would beg you to step forward and be introduced to them. Meddlesome Reader: My Lady friends,
Miss Nancy and Miss Lou. While you are shaking hands please take notice —cautiously— of their
attire. Yes, cautiously; for they are as quick to resent a stare as a lady in a box at the horse show is.

Lou is a piece-work ironer in a hand laundry. She is clothed in a badly-fitting purple dress, and her
hat plume is four inches too long; but her ermine muff and scarf cost $25, and its fellow beasts will be
ticketed in the windows at $7.98 before the season is over. Her cheeks are pink, and her light blue
eyes bright. Contentment radiates from her.

Nancy you would call a shop-girl—because you have the habit. There is no type; but a perverse
generation 1s always seeking a type; so this is what the type should be. She has the high-ratted
pompadour, and the exaggerated straight-front. Her skirt is shoddy, but has the correct flare. No furs
protect her against the bitter spring air, but she wears her short broadcloth jacket as jauntily as though
it were Persian lamb! On her face and in her eyes, remorseless type-seeker, is the typical shop-girl
expression. It is a look of silent but contemptuous revolt against cheated womanhood; of sad prophecy
of the vengeance to come. When she laughs her loudest the look is still there. The same look can be
seen in the eyes of Russian peasants; and those of us left will see it some day on Gabriel’s face when
he comes to blow us up. It is a look that should wither and abash man; but he has been known to smirk
at it and offer flowers—with a string tied to them.

Now lift your hat and come away, while you receive Lou’s cheery “See you again,” and the
sardonic, sweet smile of Nancy that seems, somehow, to miss you and go fluttering like a white moth
up over the housetops to the stars.

The two waited on the corner for Dan. Dan was Lou’s steady company. Faithful? Well, he was on
hand when Mary would have had to hire a dozen subpoena servers to find her lamb.

“Ain’t you cold, Nance?” said Lou. “Say, what a chump you are for working in that old store for $8.
a week! I made $18.50 last week. Of course ironing ain’t as swell work as selling lace behind a
counter, but it pays. None of us ironers make less than $10. And I don’t know that it’s any less
respectful work, either.”

“You can have it,” said Nancy, with uplifted nose. “I’ll take my eight a week and hall bedroom. I
like to be among nice things and swell people. And look what a chance I’ve got! Why, one of our
glove girls married a Pittsburg —steel maker, or blacksmith or something— the other day worth a



million dollars. I’ll catch a swell myself some time. I ain’t bragging on my looks or anything; but I’l1
take my chances where there’s big prizes offered. What show would a girl have in a laundry?”

“Why, that’s where I met Dan,” said Lou, triumphantly. “He came in for his Sunday shirt and collars
and saw me at the first board, ironing. We all try to get to work at the first board. Ella Maginnis was
sick that day, and I had her place. He said he noticed my arms first, how round and white they was. I
had my sleeves rolled up. Some nice fellows come into laundries. You can tell ‘em by their bringing
their clothes in suit cases; and turning in the door sharp and sudden.”

“How can you wear a waist like that, Lou?” said Nancy, gazing down at the offending article with
sweet scorn in her heavy-lidded eyes. “It shows fierce taste.”

“This waist?” cried Lou, with wide-eyed indignation. “Why, I paid $16. for this waist. It’s worth
twenty-five. A woman left it to be laundered, and never called for it. The boss sold it to me. It’s got
yards and yards of hand embroidery on it. Better talk about that ugly, plain thing you’ve got on.”

“This ugly, plain thing,” said Nancy, calmly, “was copied from one that Mrs. Van Alstyne Fisher
was wearing. The girls say her bill in the store last year was $12,000. I made mine, myself. It cost me
$1.50. Ten feet away you couldn’t tell it from hers.”

“Oh, well,” said Lou, good-naturedly, “if you want to starve and put on airs, go ahead. But I’ll take
my job and good wages; and after hours give me something as fancy and attractive to wear as [ am
able to buy.”

But just then Dan came —a serious young man with a ready-made necktie, who had escaped the
city’s brand of frivolity— an electrician earning 30 dollars per week who looked upon Lou with the
sad eyes of Romeo, and thought her embroidered waist a web in which any fly should delight to be

caught.
“My friend, Mr. Owens—shake hands with Miss Danforth,” said Lou.

“I’'m mighty glad to know you, Miss Danforth,” said Dan, with outstretched hand. “I’ve heard Lou
speak of you so often.”

“Thanks,” said Nancy, touching his fingers with the tips of her cool ones, “I’ve heard her mention
you—a few times.”

Lou giggled.
“Did you get that handshake from Mrs. Van Alstyne Fisher, Nance?” she asked.
“If I did, you can feel safe in copying it,” said Nancy.

“Oh, I couldn’t use it, at all. It’s too stylish for me. It’s intended to set off diamond rings, that high
shake is. Wait till I get a few and then I’1l try it.”

“Learn it first,” said Nancy wisely, “and you’ll be more likely to get the rings.”

“Now, to settle this argument,” said Dan, with his ready, cheerful smile, “let me make a
proposition. As I can’t take both of you up to Tiffany’s and do the right thing, what do you say to a
little vaudeville? I’ve got the rickets. How about looking at stage diamonds since we can’t shake



hands with the real sparklers?”

The faithful squire took his place close to the curb; Lou next, a little peacocky in her bright and
pretty clothes; Nancy on the inside, slender, and soberly clothed as the sparrow, but with the true Van
Alstyne Fisher walk—thus they set out for their evening’s moderate diversion.

I do not suppose that many look upon a great department store as an educational institution. But the
one in which Nancy worked was something like that to her. She was surrounded by beautiful things
that breathed of taste and refinement. If you live in an atmosphere of luxury, luxury is yours whether
your money pays for it, or another’s.

The people she served were mostly women whose dress, manners, and position in the social world
were quoted as criterions. From them Nancy began to take toll—the best from each according to her
view.

From one she would copy and practice a gesture, from another an eloquent lifting of an eyebrow,
from others, a manner of walking, of carrying a purse, of smiling, of greeting a friend, of addressing
“inferiors in station.” From her best beloved model, Mrs. Van Alstyne Fisher, she made requisition
for that excellent thing, a soft, low voice as clear as silver and as perfect in articulation as the notes
of a thrush. Suffused in the aura of this high social refinement and good breeding, it was impossible
for her to escape a deeper effect of it. As good habits are said to be better than good principles, so,
perhaps, good manners are better than good habits. The teachings of your parents may not keep alive
your New England conscience; but if you sit on a straight-back chair and repeat the words “prisms
and pilgrims” forty times the devil will flee from you. And when Nancy spoke in the Van Alstyne
Fisher tones she felt the thrill of noblesse oblige to her very bones.

There was another source of learning in the great departmental school. Whenever you see three or
four shop-girls gather in a bunch and jingle their wire bracelets as an accompaniment to apparently
frivolous conversation, do not think that they are there for the purpose of criticizing the way Ethel
does her back hair. The meeting may lack the dignity of the deliberative bodies of man; but it has all
the importance of the occasion on which Eve and her first daughter first put their heads together to
make Adam understand his proper place in the household. It is Woman’s Conference for Common
Defense and Exchange of Strategical Theories of Attack and Repulse upon and against the World,
which 1s a Stage, and Man, its Audience who Persists in Throwing Bouquets Thereupon. Woman, the
most helpless of the young of any animal —with the fawn’s grace but without its fleetness; with the
bird’s beauty but without its power of flight; with the honey-bee’s burden of sweetness but without its
—Oh, let’s drop that simile—some of us may have been stung.

During this council of war they pass weapons one to another, and exchange stratagems that each has
devised and formulated out of the tactics of life.

“I says to ‘im,” says Sadie, “ain’t you the fresh thing! Who do you suppose I am, to be addressing
such a remark to me? And what do you think he says back to me?”

The heads, brown, black, flaxen, red, and yellow bob together; the answer is given; and the parry to
the thrust is decided upon, to be used by each thereafter in passages-at-arms with the common enemy,
man.



Thus Nancy learned the art of defense; and to women successful defense means victory.

The curriculum of a department store is a wide one. Perhaps no other college could have fitted her
as well for her life’s ambition —the drawing of a matrimonial prize.

Her station in the store was a favored one. The music room was near enough for her to hear and
become familiar with the works of the best composers— at least to acquire the familiarity that passed
for appreciation in the social world in which she was vaguely trying to set a tentative and aspiring
foot. She absorbed the educating influence of art wares, of costly and dainty fabrics, of adornments
that are almost culture to women.

The other girls soon became aware of Nancy’s ambition. “Here comes your millionaire, Nancy,”
they would call to her whenever any man who looked the r6le approached her counter. It got to be a
habit of men, who were hanging about while their women folk were shopping, to stroll over to the
handkerchief counter and dawdle over the cambric squares. Nancy’s imitation high-bred air and
genuine dainty beauty was what attracted. Many men thus came to display their graces before her.
Some of them may have been millionaires; others were certainly no more than their sedulous apes.
Nancy learned to discriminate. There was a window at the end of the handkerchief counter; and she
could see the rows of vehicles waiting for the shoppers in the street below. She looked and perceived
that automobiles differ as well as do their owners.

Once a fascinating gentleman bought four dozen handkerchiefs, and wooed her across the counter
with a King Cophetua air. When he had gone one of the girls said: “What’s wrong, Nance, that you
didn’t warm up to that fellow. He looks the swell article, all right, to me.” “Him?” said Nancy, with
her coolest, sweetest, most impersonal, Van Alstyne Fisher smile; “not for mine. I saw him drive up
outside. A 12 H. P. machine and an Irish chauffeur! And you saw what kind of handkerchiefs he
bought —silk! And he’s got dactylis on him. Give me the real thing or nothing, if you please.”

Two of the most “refined” women in the store —a forelady and a cashier— had a few “swell
gentlemen friends” with whom they now and then dined. Once they included Nancy in an invitation.
The dinner took place in a spectacular café whose tables are engaged for New Year’s eve a year in
advance. There were two “gentlemen friends” —one without any hair on his head— high living ungrew
it; and we can prove it —the other a young man whose worth and sophistication he impressed upon you
in two convincing ways— he swore that all the wine was corked; and he wore diamond cuff buttons.
This young man perceived irresistible excellencies in Nancy. His taste ran to shop-girls; and here
was one that added the voice and manners of his high social world to the franker charms of her own
caste. So, on the following day, he appeared in the store and made her a serious proposal of marriage
over a box of hem-stitched, grass-bleached Irish linens. Nancy declined. A brown pompadour ten feet
away had been using her eyes and ears. When the rejected suitor had gone she heaped carboys of
upbraidings and horror upon Nancy’s head.

“What a terrible little fool you are! That fellow’s a millionaire —he’s a nephew of old Van Skittles
himself. And he was talking on the level, too. Have you gone crazy, Nance?”

“Have 1?”” said Nancy. “I didn’t take him, did 1? He isn’t a millionaire so hard that you could notice
it, anyhow. His family only allows him $20,000 a year to spend. The bald-headed fellow was guying
him about it the other night at supper.”



The brown pompadour came nearer and narrowed her eyes. “Say, what do you want?”’ she inquired,
in a voice hoarse for lack of chewing-gum. “Ain’t that enough for you? Do you want to be a Mormon,
and marry Rockefeller and Gladstone Dowie and the King of Spain and the whole bunch? Ain’t
$20,000 a year good enough for you?”

Nancy flushed a little under the level gaze of the black, shallow eyes.

“It wasn’t altogether the money, Carrie,” she explained. “His friend caught him in a rank lie the
other night at dinner. It was about some girl he said he hadn’t been to the theater with. Well, I can’t
stand a liar. Put everything together—I don’t like him; and that settles it. When I sell out it’s not going
to be on any bargain day. I’ve got to have something that sits up in a chair like a man, anyhow. Yes,
I’m looking out for a catch; but it’s got to be able to do something more than make a noise like a toy
bank.”

“The physiopathic ward for yours!” said the brown pompadour, walking away.

These high ideas, if not ideals—Nancy continued to cultivate on $8. per week. She bivouacked on
the trail of the great unknown “catch,” eating her dry bread and tightening her belt day by day. On her
face was the faint, soldierly, sweet, grim smile of the preordained man-hunter. The store was her
forest; and many times she raised her rifle at game that seemed broad-antlered and big; but always
some deep unerring instinct —perhaps of the huntress, perhaps of the woman— made her hold her fire
and take up the trail again.

Lou flourished in the laundry. Out of her $18.50 per week she paid $6. for her room and board. The
rest went mainly for clothes. Her opportunities for bettering her taste and manners were few
compared with Nancy’s. In the steaming laundry there was nothing but work, work and her thoughts of
the evening pleasures to come. Many costly and showy fabrics passed under her iron; and it may be
that her growing fondness for dress was thus transmitted to her through the conducting metal.

When the day’s work was over Dan awaited her outside, her faithful shadow in whatever light she
stood.

Sometimes he cast an honest and troubled glance at Lou’s clothes that increased in conspicuity
rather than in style; but this was no disloyalty; he deprecated the attention they called to her in the
streets.

And Lou was no less faithful to her chum. There was a law that Nancy should go with them on
whatsoever outings they might take. Dan bore the extra burden heartily and in good cheer. It might be
said that Lou furnished the color, Nancy the tone, and Dan the weight of the distraction-seeking trio.
The escort, in his neat but obviously ready-made suit, his ready-made tie and unfailing, genial, ready-
made wit never startled or clashed. He was of that good kind that you are likely to forget while they
are present, but remember distinctly after they are gone.

To Nancy’s superior taste the flavor of these ready-made pleasures was sometimes a little bitter:
but she was young; and youth is a gourmand, when it cannot be a gourmet.

“Dan is always wanting me to marry him right away,” Lou told her once. “But why should I? I’'m
independent. I can do as I please with the money I earn; and he never would agree for me to keep on
working afterward. And say, Nance, what do you want to stick to that old store for, and half starve



and half dress yourself? I could get you a place in the laundry right now if you’d come. It seems to me
that you could afford to be a little less stuck-up if you could make a good deal more money.”

“I don’t think I’m stuck-up, Lou,” said Nancy, “but I’d rather live on half rations and stay where I
am. I suppose I’ve got the habit. It’s the chance that I want. I don’t expect to be always behind a
counter. ’'m learning something new every day. I'm right up against refined and rich people all the
time—even if I do only wait on them; and I’m not missing any pointers that [ see passing around.”

“Caught your millionaire yet?” asked Lou with her teasing laugh.
“I haven’t selected one yet,” answered Nancy. “I’ve been looking them over.”

“Goodness! The idea of picking over ‘em! Don’t you ever let one get by you Nance—even if he’s a
few dollars shy. But of course you’re joking—millionaires don’t think about working girls like us.”

“It might be better for them if they did,” said Nancy, with cool wisdom. “Some of us could teach
them how to take care of their money.”

“If one was to speak to me,” laughed Lou, “I know I’d have a duck-fit.”

“That’s because you don’t know any. The only difference between swells and other people is you
have to watch ‘em closer. Don’t you think that red silk lining is just a little bit too bright for that coat,
Lou?”

Lou looked at the plain, dull olive jacket of her friend.
“Well, no I don’t—but it may seem so beside that faded-looking thing you’ve got on.”

“This jacket,” said Nancy, complacently, “has exactly the cut and fit of one that Mrs. Van Alstyne
Fisher was wearing the other day. The material cost me $3.98. I suppose hers cost about $100.
more.”

“Oh, well,” said Lou lightly, “it don’t strike me as millionaire bait. Shouldn’t wonder if I catch one
before you do, anyway.”

Truly it would have taken a philosopher to decide upon the values of the theories held by the two
friends. Lou, lacking that certain pride and fastidiousness that keeps stores and desks filled with girls
working for the barest living, thumped away gaily with her iron in the noisy and stifling laundry. Her
wages supported her even beyond the point of comfort; so that her dress profited until sometimes she
cast a sidelong glance of impatience at the neat but inelegant apparel of Dan—Dan the constant, the
immutable, the undeviating.

As for Nancy, her case was one of tens of thousands. Silk and jewels and laces and ornaments and
the perfume and music of the fine world of good-breeding and taste—these were made for woman;
they are her equitable portion. Let her keep near them if they are a part of life to her, and if she will.
She is no traitor to herself, as Esau was; for she keeps he birthright and the pottage she earns is often
very scant.

In this atmosphere Nancy belonged; and she throve in it and ate her frugal meals and schemed over
her cheap dresses with a determined and contented mind. She already knew woman; and she was



studying man, the animal, both as to his habits and eligibility. Some day she would bring down the
game that she wanted; but she promised herself it would be what seemed to her the biggest and the
best, and nothing smaller.

Thus she kept her lamp trimmed and burning to receive the bridegroom when he should come.

But, another lesson she learned, perhaps unconsciously. Her standard of values began to shift and
change. Sometimes the dollar-mark grew blurred in her mind’s eye, and shaped itself into letters that
spelled such words as “truth” and “honor” and now and then just “kindness.” Let us make a likeness
of one who hunts the moose or elk in some mighty wood. He sees a little dell, mossy and embowered,
where a rill trickles, babbling to him of rest and comfort. At these times the spear of Nimrod himself
grows blunt.

So, Nancy wondered sometimes i1f Persian lamb was always quoted at its market value by the hearts
that it covered.

One Thursday evening Nancy left the store and turned across Sixth Avenue westward to the laundry.
She was expected to go with Lou and Dan to a musical comedy.

Dan was just coming out of the laundry when she arrived. There was a queer, strained look on his
face.

“I thought I would drop around to see if they had heard from her,” he said.
“Heard from who?” asked Nancy. “Isn’t Lou there?”

“I thought you knew,” said Dan. “She hasn’t been here or at the house where she lived since
Monday. She moved all her things from there. She told one of the girls in the laundry she might be
going to Europe.”

“Hasn’t anybody seen her anywhere?” asked Nancy.
Dan looked at her with his jaws set grimly, and a steely gleam in his steady gray eyes.

“They told me in the laundry,” he said, harshly, “that they saw her pass yesterday—in an
automobile. With one of the millionaires, I suppose, that you and Lou were forever busying your
brains about.”

For the first time Nancy quailed before a man. She laid her hand that trembled slightly on Dan’s
sleeve. “You’ve no right to say such a thing to me, Dan—as if I had anything to do with it!”

“I didn’t mean it that way,” said Dan, softening. He fumbled in his vest pocket.

“I’ve got the tickets for the show to-night,” he said, with a gallant show of lightness. “If you—"
Nancy admired pluck whenever she saw it.

“I’1l go with you, Dan,” she said.

Three months went by before Nancy saw Lou again.

At twilight one evening the shop-girl was hurrying home along the border of a little quiet park. She



heard her name called, and wheeled about in time to catch Lou rushing into her arms.

After the first embrace they drew their heads back as serpents do, ready to attack or to charm, with
a thousand questions trembling on their swift tongues. And then Nancy noticed that prosperity had
descended upon Lou, manifesting itself in costly furs, flashing gems, and creations of the tailors’ art.

“You little fool!” cried Lou, loudly and affectionately. “I see you are still working in that store, and
as shabby as ever. And how about that big catch you were going to make—nothing doing yet, I
suppose?”’

And then Lou looked, and saw that something better than prosperity had descended upon Nancy—
something that shone brighter than gems in her eyes and redder than a rose in her cheeks, and that
danced like electricity anxious to be loosed from the tip of her tongue.

“Yes, ’m still in the store,” said Nancy, “but I’'m going to leave it next week. I’ve made my catch—
the biggest catch in the world. You won’t mind now Lou, will you? I’m going to be married to Dan—
to Dan! He’s my Dan now—why, Lou!”

Around the corner of the park strolled one of those new-crop, smooth-faced young policemen that
are making the force more endurable —at least to the eye. He saw a woman with an expensive fur coat,
and diamond-ringed hands crouching down against the iron fence of the park sobbing turbulently,
while a slender, plainly-dressed working girl leaned close, trying to console her. But the Gibsonian
cop, being of the new order, passed on, pretending not to notice, for he was wise enough to know that
these matters are beyond help so far as the power he represents is concerned, though he rap the
pavement with his nightstick till the sound goes up to the furthermost stars.



THE SHOCKS OF DOOM

There is an aristocracy of the public parks and even of the vagabonds who use them for their private
apartments. Vallance felt rather than knew this, but when he stepped down out of his world into chaos
his feet brought him directly to Madison Square.

Raw and astringent as a schoolgirl —of the old order— young May breathed austerely among the
budding trees. Vallance buttoned his coat, lighted his last cigarette and took his seat upon a bench.
For three minutes he mildly regretted the last hundred of his last thousand that it had cost him when
the bicycle cop put an end to his last automobile ride. Then he felt in every pocket and found not a
single penny. He had given up his apartment that morning. His furniture had gone toward certain
debts. His clothes, save what were upon him, had descended to his man-servant for back wages. As
he sat there was not in the whole city for him a bed or a broiled lobster or a street-car fare or a
carnation for buttonhole unless he should obtain them by sponging on his friends or by false pretenses.
Therefore he had chosen the park.

And all this was because an uncle had disinherited him, and cut down his allowance from liberality
to nothing. And all that was because his nephew had disobeyed him concerning a certain girl, who
comes not into this story—therefore, all readers who brush their hair toward its roots may be warned
to read no further. There was another nephew, of a different branch, who had once been the
prospective heir and favorite. Being without grace or hope, he had long ago disappeared in the mire.
Now dragnets were out for him; he was to be rehabilitated and restored. And so Vallance fell grandly
as Lucifer to the lowest pit, joining the tattered ghosts in the little park.

Sitting there, he leaned far back on the hard bench and laughed a jet of cigarette smoke up to the
lowest tree branches. The sudden severing of all his life’s ties had brought him a free, thrilling,
almost joyous elation. He felt precisely the sensation of the aeronaut when he cuts loose his parachute
and lets his balloon drift away.

The hour was nearly ten. Not many loungers were on the benches. The park-dweller, though a
stubborn fighter against autumnal coolness, is slow to attack the advance line of spring’s chilly
cohorts.

Then arose one from a seat near the leaping fountain, and came and sat himself at Vallance’s side.
He was either young or old; cheap lodging-houses had flavoured him mustily; razors and combs had
passed him by; in him drink had been bottled and sealed in the devil’s bond. He begged a match,
which is the form of introduction among park benchers, and then he began to talk.

“You’re not one of the regulars,” he said to Vallance. “I know tailored clothes when I see ‘em. You
just stopped for a moment on your way through the park. Don’t mind my talking to you for a while?
I’ve got to be with somebody. I’'m afraid—I"m afraid. I’ve told two or three of those bummers over
about it. They think I’m crazy. Say —let me tell you— all I’ve had to eat today was a couple pretzels
and an apple. Tomorrow

I’ll stand in line to inherit three millions; and that restaurant you see over there with the autos
around it will be too cheap for me to eat in. Don’t believe it, do you?

“Without the slightest trouble,” said Vallance, with a laugh. “I lunched there yesterday. Tonight I



couldn’t buy a five-cent cup of coffee.”

“You don’t look like one of us. Well, I guess those things happen. I used to be a high-flyer myself—
some years ago. What knocked you out of the game?”

“I—oh, I lost my job,” said Vallance.

“It’s undiluted Hades, this city,” went on the other. “One day you’re eating from china; the next you
are eating in China—a chop-suey joint. I’ve had more than my share of hard luck. For five years I’ve
been little better than a panhandler. I was raised up to live expensively and do nothing. Say—I don’t
mind telling you—I’ve got to talk to somebody, you see, because I’'m afraid—I’m afraid. My name’s
Ide. You wouldn’t think that old Paulding, one of the millionaires on Riverside Drive, was my uncle,
would you? Well, he is. I lived in his house once, and had all the money I wanted. Say, haven’t you
got the price of a couple of drinks about you—er—what’s your name—"

“Dawson,” said Vallance. “No; I’m sorry to say that I’'m all in, financially.”

“I’ve been living for a week in a coal cellar on Division Street,” went on Ide, “with a crook they
called ‘Blinky’ Morris. I didn’t have anywhere else to go. While I was out to-day a chap with some
papers in his pocket was there, asking for me. I didn’t know but what he was a fly cop, so I didn’t go
around again till after dark. There was a letter there he had left for me. Say —Dawson, it was from a
big downtown lawyer, Mead. I’ve seen his sign on Ann Street. Paulding wants me to play the
prodigal nephew— wants me to come back and be his heir again and blow in his money. I’m to call at
the lawyer’s office at ten tomorrow and step into my old shoes again —heir to three million, Dawson,
and $10,000 a year pocket money. And—I’m afraid—I’m afraid.”

The vagrant leaped to his feet and raised both trembling arms above his head. He caught his breath
and moaned hysterically.

Vallance seized his arm and forced him back to the bench.

“Be quiet!” he commanded, with something like disgust in his tones. “One would think you had lost
a fortune, instead of being about to acquire one. Of what are you afraid?”

Ide cowered and shivered on the bench. He clung to Vallance’s sleeve, and even in the dim glow of
the Broadway lights the latest disinherited one could see drops on the other’s brow wrung out by
some strange terror.

“Why, I’'m afraid something will happen to me before morning. I don’t know what —something to
keep me from coming into that money. I’'m afraid a tree will fall on me—I’m afraid a cab will run
over me, or a stone drop on me from a housetop, or something. I never was afraid before. I’ve sat in
this park a hundred nights as calm as a graven image without knowing where my breakfast was to
come from. But now it’s different. I love money, Dawson—I"m happy as a god when it’s trickling
through my fingers, and people are bowing to me, with the music and the flowers and fine clothes all
around. As long as I knew I was out of the game I didn’t mind. I was even happy sitting here ragged
and hungry, listening to the fountain jump and watching the carriages go up the avenue. But it’s in
reach of my hand again now —almost—and I can’t stand it to wait twelve hours, Dawson—I can’t
stand it. There are fifty things that could happen to me I could go blind I might be attacked with heart
disease the world might come to an end before I could—"



Ide sprang to his feet again, with a shriek. People stirred on the benches and began to look.
Vallance took his arm.

“Come and walk,” he said, soothingly. “And try to calm yourself. There is no need to become
excited or alarmed. Nothing is going to happen to you. One night is like another.”

“That’s right,” said Ide. “Stay with me, Dawson—that’s a good fellow. Walk around with me
awhile. I never went to pieces like this before, and I’ve had a good many hard knocks. Do you think
you could hustle something in the way of a little lunch, old man? I’m afraid my nerve’s too far gone to
try any panhandling.”

Vallance led his companion up almost deserted Fifth Avenue, and then westward along the Thirties
toward Broadway. “Wait here a few minutes,” he said, leaving Ide in a quiet and shadowed spot. He
entered a familiar hotel, and strolled toward the bar quite in his old assured way.

“There’s a poor devil outside, Jimmy,” he said to the bartender, “who says he’s hungry and looks it.
You know what they do when you give them money. Fix up a sandwich or two for him; and I’'ll see
that he doesn’t throw it away.”

“Certainly, Mr. Vallance,” said the bartender. “They ain’t all fakes. Don’t like to see anybody go
hungry.”

He folded a liberal supply of the free lunch into a napkin. Vallance went with it and joined his
companion. Ide pounced upon the food ravenously. “I haven’t had any free lunch as good as this in a
year,” he said. “Aren’t you going to eat any, Dawson?

“I’m not hungry—thanks,” said Vallance.

“We’ll go back to the Square,” said Ide. “The cops won’t bother us there. I’ll roll up the rest of this
ham and stuff for our breakfast. I won’t eat any more; I’m afraid I’'ll get sick. Suppose I’d die of
cramps or something tonight, and never get to touch that money again! It’s eleven hours yet till time to
see that lawyer. You won’t leave me, will you, Dawson? I’m afraid something might happen. You
haven’t any place to go, have you?”

“No,” said Vallance, “nowhere to-night. I’ll have a bench with you.”

“You take it cool,” said Ide, “if you’ve told it to me straight. I should think a man put on the bum
from a good job just in one day would be tearing his hair.”

“I believe I’ve already remarked,” said Vallance, laughing, “that I would have thought that a man
who was expecting to come into a fortune on the next day would be feeling pretty easy and quiet.”

“It’s funny business,” philosophized Ide, “about the way people take things, anyhow. Here’s your
bench, Dawson, right next to mine. The light don’t shine in your eyes here. Say, Dawson, I’ll get the
old man to give you a letter to somebody about a job when I get back home. You’ve helped me a lot
tonight. [ don’t believe I could have gone through the night if [ hadn’t struck you.”

“Thank you,” said Vallance. “Do you lie down or sit up on these when you sleep?”’

For hours Vallance gazed almost without winking at the stars through the branches of the trees and



listened to the sharp slapping of horses’ hoofs on the sea of asphalt to the south. His mind was active,
but his feelings were dormant. Every emotion seemed to have been eradicated. He felt no regrets, no
fears, no pain or discomfort. Even when he thought of the girl, it was as of an inhabitant of one of
those remote stars at which he gazed. He remembered the absurd antics of his companion and laughed
softly, yet without a feeling of mirth. Soon the daily army of milk wagons made of the city a roaring
drum to which they marched. Vallance fell asleep on his comfortless bench.

At ten o’clock on the next day the two stood at the door of Lawyer Mead’s office in Ann Street.

Ide’s nerves fluttered worse than ever when the hour approached; and Vallance could not decide to
leave him a possible prey to the dangers he dreaded.

When they entered the office, Lawyer Mead looked at them wonderingly. He and Vallance were old
friends. After his greeting, he turned to Ide, who stood with white face and trembling limbs before the
expected crisis.

“I sent a second letter to your address last night, Mr. Ide,” he said. “I learned this morning that you
were not there to receive it. It will inform you that Mr. Paulding has reconsidered his offer to take you
back into favor. He has decided not to do so, and desires you to understand that no change will be
made 1in the relations existing between you and him.”

Ide’s trembling suddenly ceased. The color came back to his face, and he straightened his back. His
jaw went forward half an inch, and a gleam came into his eye. He pushed back his battered hat with
one hand, and extended the other, with levelled fingers, toward the lawyer. He took a long breath and
then laughed sardonically.

“Tell old Paulding he may go to the devil,” he said, loudly and clearly, and turned and walked out
of the office with a firm and lively step.

Lawyer Mead turned on his heel to Vallance and smiled.

“I am glad you came in,” he said, genially. “Your uncle wants you to return home at once. He is
reconciled to the situation that led to his hasty action, and desires to say that all will be as—"

“Hey, Adams!” cried Lawyer Mead, breaking his sentence, and calling to his clerk. “Bring a glass
of water—Mr. Vallance has fainted.”



HIiKAYELER UZERINE...

O Henry kimileri i¢in 20. ylizyilin Balzac’idir; Amerika’nin Maupassant’t oldugu tespiti ise
olduk¢a yaygindir 1910’larin ortasinda. Donemin bir baska yazari, K. F. Gerould, bu goriislere daha
o yillarda katilmayip, “O Henry’nin okullarda ve kolejlerde okutuldugunu duyuyorum. Profesorlerin
ve Ingilizce profesorlerinin elestirilerinde onu bir model konumuna yiikselttiklerini duyuyorum,” der.
Ona gore O Henry’nin ‘kisa Oykiiniin bir ustasi oldugu’ anlayis1 zararli bir anlayistir. “O Henry kisa
oykii degil genisletilmis anekdotlar yazmuistir,” diyen Bayan Gerould, “bir kisa 6ykiide durum vardir;
suspense (gerilim) ve (Oykiiniin, olayin) tirmandig zirve vardir. O Henry okura sadece zirveyi
(siirprizi) sunar; baska bir seyi degil,” der. Gerould’a gére O Henry tek bir olayr (hayatin iginden
cekip) alir, onu karsimiza koyar, bize sundugu (Maupassant’in aksine) herhangi c¢agrisimlar
yapmamizi saglayacak kadar biiyiik bir hayat parcasi degildir. Oysa O6rnegin Kippling, Oykiisiiniin
biitiin kollarim1 hayatin i¢ine salar. “Bir kisa Oykiide, hayat yogunlastirilmalidir; bu durumda,
insanlarin belli kosullar altindaki davrams ve tepkilerini genelleyip, baska kosullar altinda da neler
yapabileceklerini ¢ikarabilirsiniz.” Ama gergekten de O Henry, K. F. Gerould’un ileri stirdiigii gibi
bizi hayatin ¢ok dar ve ‘6zel’ bir mintikasina nmu sikistirtyor?

O Henry oykiileri okuru kisileriyle birlikte, secilmis rastlantilar {izerinde bir zirveye, siirpriz bir
sona siiriiklerler: Oykii kahramanlar1 da bu siiriiklenisin edilgen aktorleri gibidirler. Ama hemen her
‘sonda’ karsimiza c¢ikan ‘kirilma’ noktasi bir ¢oziim getirmez; bir onceki Oykiiniin u¢ noktasindan
diisiis, bir sonrakinin baslangicim sunar sanki. Inis ¢ikisli dogrusal bir dykii (hayat) hareketi vardir
karsimuizda. Insanlarin hayatinda belki de farkinda olmadan yasadiklar1 ya da arkada biraktiklari
olagan “ugraklarin” one ¢ikartilmasi gibi bir durumdur bu. Buradan bakildiginda bu hikayelerin
okuyucusu, bu kirilma noktalarim merak ederken yine de hayatin, tarihin bir kesitinde, somut bir
sosyo-kiiltiirel cografyanin i¢indeki deneyimlerin tam@ olur. Kaldi ki (donemin) giinliik hayatinin
icinde sik rastlanan, hi¢ de istisna olmayan agir ekonomik, kisisel sorunlara bagli olaylarla biraz da
ironik, sevimli, hos bir rastlantilar oyunu oynar O Henry; edebiyatin, son tahlilde, tanrisimn yazar
oldugu bir yeniden yaratim oldugunu hatirlatir. Hayat pargalariyla kurdugu bu oyun belki de hayatin
agirligina direnebilmenin bir yoludur. Hayat ile kurulmus estetik bir oyun. Yazar ve okurun adina.

Girol Koca
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DIPNOTLAR
[1IBebek isa.

[2IServet ve hirs tanrisi.



DIPNOTLAR

[Lnfant Jesus.



	DÜNYA KLASİKLERİ
	HİKÂYELER
	MÜNECCİMLERİN HEDİYESİ
	BİR AFAZİ VAKASI
	TROBADORLARIN SONUNCUSU
	EVLENMENİN EN BİLİMSEL YOLU
	ÇİFTLİK SAHİBESİ MADAM BO-PEEP
	MAMMON [2] İLE OKÇU
	HAYAL Mİ, GERÇEK Mİ?
	KISMET
	CEHENNEM AZABI

	�⠀匀吀伀刀䤀䔀匀)
	THE GIFT OF THE MAGI
	A RAMBLE IN APHASIA
	THE LAST OF THE TROUBADOURS
	THE EXACT SCIENCE OF MATRIMONY
	MADAME BO-PEEP, OF THE RANCHES
	MAMMON AND THE ARCHER
	A GHOST OF A CHANCE
	THE TRIMMED LAMP
	THE SHOCKS OF DOOM

	HİKÂYELER ÜZERİNE...

