Young Man Axelbrod

by Sindair Lewis

The cottonwoodis atree of aslovenly and plebean habit. Its woolly wispsturn gray the
lawnsand engende neghbohoodhodilities aboutour town. Yet it isamighty tree, a
refugeand an ingiration; thesunflickersin its towering foliage, whence thetattoo of
locuds enlivensour dugy summer afternoons From thewheat county outto the
sagebrush plains between the buttes and the Y ellowstoneit is the cottonwoodtha keepsa
little grateful shade for sweating homesteaders.

In Joralemon we call Knute Axelbrod GDId Cottorwood OAs a matter of fact, the name
was derived not so much fromthe qudity of the man as from thewide grove abouthis
gauntwhite hous and red barn. He made a comely row of trees on each side of the
county road, so that a humble, daly sort of aman, driving beneath them in his lumber
wagon, mightfancy himself lord of a private avenue

And at sixty-five Knute was like oneof his own cottonwoods his roots degp in the soil,
his trunk weathered by rain and blizzard and baking Augug noons his crown spread to
thewidehorizon of day and theenormoussky of a prairie night

Thisimmigrant was an American even in speech. Save for aweakness abouthisj@ and
w@, he spokethetwangy Y ankee English of theland. He was the more American
because in his naive Scandinavia he had dreamed of America asaland of light Always
throughdisilluson and weariness he bendd America as theworld@ nursery for judtice,
for broad, fair towns and eager talk; and always he kept a youngsoul that dared to desire
beauty.

Asalad Knute Axelbrod had wished to be afamous scholar, to learn the ease of foreign
tongues, theromance of history, to unfold in the graciousess of wise books When he
first came to America heworked in asawmill al day and studied al evening. He
mastered enoughbooklearning to teach district school for two terms; then, when hewas
only eighteen, a great-hearted pity for faded little LenaWesselius moved him to marry
her. Gay enough doubtess, was thear hike by prairie schoone to new farmlands but
Knute was promptly caughtin anet of poveaty and family. From eighteen to fifty-eight
he was always snaching children away from degth or thefarm away from mortgages.

He had to be contentN and generoudy content hewasN with the second-hand glory of his
children@ success and, for himself, with pilfered hours of readingN that reading of big,
thick, dismal volumes of history and economcs which thelonemature learner chooss.
Withoutever logng his desire for strangecities and the dignity of towers he stuck to his
farm. He acquired a hdf-section, free from debt, fertile, well-stocked, adomed with a
cement silo, a chicken-run, a new windmll. He became comfortable, secure, and then he
was ready, it seemed, to die; for at sixty-three hiswork was done and hewas unnesded
andalone



Hiswife was dead. His sonshad scattered afar, one adentist in Fargo, another afarmer in
the Golden Valley. He had turned over hisfarm to his daughter and son-inlaw. They had
beggead him to live with them, but Knute refused.

No,Ohesaid, Grou mug learn to stand on your own feet. | vill notgive youthefarm.
You pay me four hunded dollarsayear rent, and | live ontha and vatch you frommy
hill.O

On arise besdethelonecottonwoodwhich heloved best of al his trees Knute built a
tar-paper shack, and here he ached itQ cooked his meals, made his bed, sometimes sat
in the sun, read many booksfrom the Joralemonlibrary, and began to feel tha hewas
free of theyoke of citizenship which hehad bomeall hislife.

For hours at atime he sat on a backless kitchen char before the shack, awide-shouldered
man, white-bearded, motionless; a seer despite his grotesqudy baggy trousers, his
collarless shirt. He looked across themiles of stubble to the steeple of the Jackrabbit
Forks church and meditated upontheuses of life. At first hecould notbreak therigidity
of habit. Herose at five, foundwork in cleaning his cabin and cultivating his garden, had
dinne exactly at twelve, and went to bed by afterglow. But little by little he discovered
tha hecould beirregular withoutbeing arrested. He stayed abed till seven or even eight
He gotalarge ddiberate, tortoise-shdl cat, and played games with it; let it lap milk upon
thetable, called it the Princess, and confided to it that he had a Gnesking ideeOthat men
were fools to work so hard. Aroundthis coatless old man, his stained waistcoat flapping
aboutahugetorso, in a shanty of rumpled bed and pinetable covered with sheets of
food-daubel newspgoer, hovaed al the passionae aspiration of youth and the dreams of
andent beauty. He began to take longwalks by night. In his necessitouslife night had
ever been a period of heavy sumber in close roonms. Now hediscovered the mystery of
thedark; saw the prairies wide-flungand misty beneath the moon, heard thevoices of
grass and cottonwoodsand drowsy birds He tramped for miles. His boots were dew-
soaked, but hedid not heed. He stoppel uponhillocks, shyly threw widehis arms, and
stood worshiping the naked, dumbering land.

These excursionshetried to keep secret, butthey were bruited abroad. Neighboss, good
decent fellows with no sense aboutwalkingin thedew at night, when they were returning
late from town, drunk; lashing their horses and flinging whisky bottles fromracing
democrat wagons saw him, and they spread thetidingstha Old Cottonwoodwas
Qyetting nutty since he give up hisfarm to that sorrinlaw of his and retired. Seen the old
codge wandeing aroundat midnight. Wish | had his chance to sleep. Wouldn®catch me
outin thenightair.O

Any rura community from Todd Center to Seringgpatam is resentful of any personwho
variesfromits standad, andis morbidly fascinaed by any hint of madness. The
countyside began to spy on Knute Axelbrod, to ask him questions andto starefromthe
road at his shack. He was sengtively aware of it, and indined to be surly to inquisitive
acqudntances. Doubiess tha was the beginning of his great pilgrimage



As apart of thegeneral wild license of his new lifeN really, heonce roared at that startled
cat, the Princess: By gollies! | ain®gaoing to brush my teeth tonight All my life IQre
brushed @m, and alvays wanted to skip atime vunceON Knute took congderable pleasure
in degenerating in histaste in scholarship. He wilfully declined to finish The Conquest of
Mexico, and began to read light novds borrowed from the Joralemon library. So he
rediscovered thelandsof danang and lightwines, which al hislife hehad desired. Some
economcs and history hedid read, but every evening hewould stretch outin his buffalo-
hom char, hisfeet onthecot and the Princessin hislap, andinvade Zendaor fal in love
with Trilby.

Amongthenovds he chanced uponahighly optimistic story of Yalein which aworthy
youngman Gearned his way throughQrollege, stroked the crew, won Phi Beta Kappa and
had the mog entertaining, yet moral, convasationson or adjacent to Qhedear old fence.O

As aresult of this chronicle, at aboutthree 0@lock onemoring, when Knute Axelbrod
was sixty-four years of age, hedecided tha hewould goto college All hislife hehad
wanted to. Why notdoit?

When he awoke hewas not so sure aboutit as when he had goneto deep. He saw himself
asridiculous apondeous oldish man among clean-limbed youths like adudy
cottonwood amongsilver birches. But for monthshewrestled and played with tha idea
of agreat pilgrimageto theMountof Muses; for he really suppo®d collegeto bethat sort
of place. He bdieved tha all college students, except for thewealthy idlers, burned to
acquire learning. He pictured Harvard and Y ale and Princeton as andent groves set with
marble temples, before which large groupsof Grecian youthstalked gently about
astronony and goodgovenment. In his picture they never cut classes or ate.

With alonging for musc and booksand graciousess such as the mog ambitiousboy
could never comprehend, this thick-faced farmer dedicated himself to beauty, and defied
the unconqueable power of approaching old age He sent for college catalogues and
school books and diligently began to prepare himself for college

He foundLatin irregular verbsand thewhimsicalities of algebrafiendish. They had
nothing to dowith actud life as he had lived it. But he mastered them; he studied twelve
hours aday, as one he had ploddel througheighteen hours aday in the hayfield. With
history and English literature he had comparatively little trouble; already he knew much
of them from his recreative reading. From German neghbois he had picked up enough
Platt-deutsch to make German easy. Thetrick of study began to come back to him from
his small schoolteaching of forty-five years before. He began to bdieve that he could
really putit through.He kept assuring himself that in college, with rare and sympahetic
ingructors to hep him, there would not bethis b&fling search, this nervousstrain.

But the unredlity of thethingshe studied did disilluson him, and hetired of his new
game. He kept it up chiefly because adl hislife hehad kept up oneouslabor withou any



taste for it. Toward theautumn of the secondyear of his eccentric life henolonge
bdieved tha hewould ever goto college

Then abugy little grocer stopped him on thestreet in Joralemon and quizzed him about
his studies, to theddight of theinformal club which always lod's at the corner of the
hotel.

Knute was silent, but dangeoudy angry. He remembered jud in time howhehad once
laid wrathful handsupona hired man, and somehow the man@ collar bonehad been

broken. He turned away and walked home, seven miles, till boiling. He picked up the
Princess, and, with her mewing on his shoulder, tramped out agan to enjoy thesunst.

He stoppeal a areedy sough He gazed at a hopping plover withou seeingit. Suddenly
hecried:

Q am goingto college It opensnext veek. | tdnk tha | can pass the examinaionsO

Two days later hehad moved the Princess and his sticks of fumniture to his son-inlaw(
hous, had boughtanew soud ha, a celluloid collar and a solemn suit of black, had
wrestled with God in prayer throughall of a star-clad night, and had taken thetrain for
Minneapolis, ontheway to New Haven.

While he stared out of the car windowK nute was warning himself that the millionaresO
sonswould make fun of him. Perhgpsthey would haze him. He bade himself avoid all
these sonsof Belia and cleave to his own people, those who Gearned their way throughO

At Chicago hewas afraid with a great fear of thelightning flashes that the swift crowds
made on his reting the bateries of ranked motor carstha charged at him. He prayed, and
ran for histrain to New Y ork. He came at last to New Haven.

Not with gibing rudeness, butwith politely quizzical eyebrows, Y ale received him, led
him throughentrance examinations which, after sweaty plowing with the pen, he barely
passed, and foundfor him aroommate. Theroommate was a large-browed soft white
grub named Ray Gribble, who had been teaching schoolin New England and seemed
chiefly to desire collegetraining so tha he might make more money as ateacher. Ray
Gribble was a hudler; heingantly gotwork tutoring the awkward son of a steel man, and
for boad hewaited ontable.

He was Knute@ chief acquantance. Knute tried to fool himself into thinking heliked the
grub, but Ray couldn®keep his damp handsoff the old man@ soul. He had the skill of a
professiond exhorter of youngmen in finding out Knute® motives, and when he
discovered that Knute had a hidden desireto sip at gay, polite literature, Ray said in a
shodked way:

CBtrikes me aman like you, that@ getting old, ought to bethinking more aboutsaving
your soul than aboutall thesefrills. Y ou leave this podry and stuff to these foreigne's



and artists, and you stick to Latin and math, and the Bible. | tell you, |@e taughtschool,
and e learned by experience.O

With Ray Gribble, Knute lived grubbily, an existence of torn comforters and smelly
lamp, of lexiconsand logaithm tables. No leisurely loaing by fireplaces was thars.
They roomed in West Divinity, where gather thetheologues, the lesser sort of law
students, awhimsical geniusor two, and a horde of unplaced freshmen and Gcrub
seniors.0

Knute was shodkingly disappointed, but he stuck to hisroombecause outside of it hewas
afraid. He was a grotesquefigure, and heknew it, awhite-polled giant squeezed into a
small seat in aclassroom, listening to indructors younge than his own sons Once he
tried to sit on thefence. No onebut @ingersOsat on the fence any more, and at the sight
of him trying to look athletic and young,two uppe-class men snickered, and he sneaked

away.

He came to hae Ray Gribble and his volube companionsof the submerged tenth of the
class, the hewers of tutorial wood It is doubtess safer to mock theflag than to question
that best-established tradition of our democracyN that those who Gearn their way
throughQrollege are necessarily stronge, braver, and more assured of success than the
weaklingswhotalk by thefire. Every college story presents such amoral. But
tremblingly thehistorian submits that Knute discovered tha waiting on table did not
make lads more heroic than did footbd| or hgopy loding. Finefellows, cheerful and
fearless, were many of the boyswho Gearned their way,Oand able to talk to richer
classmates withoutfawning; butjus as many of them assumed an abject respectability as
themog convenient pose. They were pickers up of unconsdered trifles; they toadied to
the classmates whomthey tutored; they wriggled before thefaculty committee on
scholarships they looked piousat Dwight Hall prayer-meetingsto make an impression
onthe seriousminded; and they drank oneglass of beer at Jake@® to show thelight
mindel tha they meant nothing offengve by thar piety. In revengefor cringing to the
insolent athletes whomthey tutored, they would, when safe anongther own kind,
yammer aboutthe Qack of demoaracy of collegetoday.ONot that they were so indiscreet
asto do anything aboutit. They lacked the stuff of really rebdlioussouls. Knute listened
to them and marveled. They soundel like younghired men talking behind hisbarn at
harvest time.

This submerged tenth haed the dil ettantes of the class even more than they hated the
bloods Agang oneGilbet Washbum, arich esthete with more manne than any
freshman oughtto have, they raged righteoudy. They spokeof seriousess and indugry
till Knute, who might once have desired to know ladslike Washbum, felt ashamed of
himself as awicked, wasteful old man.

Humbly thoughhe sought hefoundno ingirationand no comradeship. He was thefreak
of theclass, and asidefrom the submerged tenth, his classmates were afraid of being
QuueredOby being seen with him.



Ashewas still powerful, onewho could take up abarrel of pork on his knees, hetried to
find friendship anongtheathletes. He sat at Yae Field, watching thefootbdl try-outs,
and tried to get acquanted with the candidaes. They stared at him and answered his
questionsgrudginglyN beefy youthswhoin ther simple-hearted way showed that they
congdered him plain crazy.

Theplace itself began to lose the haze of magic throughwhich he had first seen it. Earth
is earth, whether onesees it in Camelot or Joralemon or onthe Y ale campusN or possibly
even in theHarvard yard! Thebuildingsceased to betemples to Knute; they became
structures of brick or stone filled with youngmen who loungel at windows and watched
him amusedly as hetried to dip by.

The Gargantuan hdl of Commonsbecame atri-daly homor because at thetable where he
dined were two youthswho, having unammonly penetrating minds discerned that
Knute had a beard, and courageoudy told theworld aboutit. One of them, named
Atchison, was a supeior person, very indugriousand scholarly, glib in mathematics and
manneas. He despised Knute@ lack of definite purpoge in coming to college. The other
was a play-boy, awit and a stealer of street signs who had awondeful sensefor asubtie
jest; and his references to Knute® beard shookthetable with jocundmirth three times a
day. So these youthsof gentle birth drovethe shambling, wistful old man away from
Commons and thereafter he ate at thelundh counter at the Black Cat.

Lacking the stimulusof friendship, it was the harder for Knute to keep up the strain of
studying thelongassignments. Wha had been a week® pleasant reading in his shack was
now thrown at him as aday® task. But he would not have minded thetoil if he could
have foundoneas youngas himself. They were al so dreadfully old, the money-earnes,
theseriouslaborers at athletics, theingructors who worried over ther life work of
putting marksin class-record books

Then, ona sore, bruised day, Knute did meet onewho was young.

Knute had heard tha the professor who was theidol of the college had berated thetoo-
earnest ladsin his Browning class, and inssted tha they read Alice in Wondeland.
Knute floundeed dugily aboutin a second-hand bookshoptill hefoundan Alice,Oand
he broughtit home to read over hislund of a hot-dogsandwich. Somethingin thegrave
abaurdity of thebook appeded to him, and hewas chudling over it when Ray Gribble
came into theroomand glanced at thereader.

(Huh!Osaid Mr. Gribble,

Orha@ afine funnybookOsaid Knute.

(Huh! Alicein Wondeland! |Qe heard of it. Silly nonense. Why don®you read
something really fing like Shakespeare or Paradise Log?0

vellN Osaid Knute, al hecould find to say.



With Ray Gribble@ glassy eye on him, he could no longe roll and roar with thebook.He
wondeed if indeed he oughtnot to be reading Milton® pompousanthropological
misconceptions He went unhagpily outto an early history class, ably conduded by
Blevins Ph.D.

Knute admired Blevins Ph.D. He was so tubbedl and eyeglassed and terribly right But
mog of BlevingdOlambsdid notlike Blevins They said hewas a Qrank.OThey read
newspagpersin his class and covertly kicked oneanother.

In thesmug, plastered classroom, his arm leaning heavily on the broad tablet-arm of his
char, Knute tried notto miss oneof BlevinsOsardonic proofs tha the correct date of the
second marriage of Themistodes was two years and seven days later than thedate
assigned by that illiterate ass, Frutari of Padua Knute admired youngBleving)
performance, and hefelt virtuousin applicationto these hard, unnonendcal facts.

He became aware that certain lewd fellows of the lesser sort were playing poke jugt
behind him. His prairie-trained ear caughtwhispers of Orwo to dole,Oand GRaise you two
beans OK nute revolved, and frowned uponthese mockers of soundlearning. As heturned
back he was aware tha the offendas were chudling, and continuing their game. He saw
tha Blevins Ph.D., perceived tha something was wrong; hefrowned, buthesaid
nothing. Knute sat in meditation. He saw Blevinsas merely a boy. He was sorry for him.
He would do theboy a goodturn.

When class was over he hungaboutBlevingdesk till the other students had clattered out
He rumbled:

CBay, Professor, you@e afinefelow. | do something for you. If any of the boysmake
themselves a nuisance, you yud call onme, and| spank the son of agunsO

Blevins Ph.D., spake in a manne of culture and nastiness:

Orhanks so much, Axelbrod, but| don®fancy tha will ever benecessary. | am supposd
to beareasonaly gooddisciplinarian. Good day. Oh, onemoment. There® something

| e been wishing to spesk to you about | do wish youwouldn®try quite so hard to show
off whenever | call onyouduring quizzes. You answer at such needless length, and you
smile as thoughthere were something highly amusing aboutme. 1@n quite willing to have
you regad me as a hunorousfigure, privately, but there are certain classroom
conventions you know, certain little conventionsO

Qhy, Professor! Owailed Knute, @ never make fun of you! | didn®know | smile. If I do,
| guessit@yud because | am so glad when my stupid old head gets thelesson good©O

Qvell, well, tha® very gratifying, |®n sure. And if youwill bealittle more carefulN O



Bleving Ph.D., smiled atoothy, frozen smile, and trotted off to the GraduaesOClub, to be
witty aboutold Knute and hisway of saying Grust,Owhile in the deserted classroom
Knute sat chill, an old man and dooned. Throughthe windows came thelight of Indian
summer; clean, boyish cries rose from the campus But thelover of autumn smoothed his
baggy deeve, stared at the blackboad, andthere saw only thegray of Octobe stubble
abouthis distant shack. As he pictured the collegewatching him, secretly making fun of
him and his smile, hewas nowfaint and ashamed, now bull-angry. He was londy for his
cat, hisfinechar of buffalo horns thesunnydoorstep of his shack, and the undestanding
land. He had been in collegefor aboutonemonth.

Before heleft the classroom he stepped behind theingructor@ desk and looked at an
imaginary class.

Q might have stoodthere as aprof if | could have come earlier,Ohe said softly to himself.

Camed by theliquid autumn gold tha flowed throughthe streets, hewalked out Whitney
Avenuetoward the butte-like hill of East Rock. He ob<erved the caress of thelight upon
the scarped rock, heard the ddicate mudc of leaves, breathed in air pregnant with tales of
old New England. He exulted: GCould write poetry nowif 1 yustN if I yust could write
podry!O

He climbed to thetop of East Rodk, whence he could see the Y ale buildingslike the
towers of Oxford, and see Longldand Sound and the white glare of Longldand beyond
thewater. He marveled tha Axelbrod of the cottorwood county was looking across an
arm of the Atlantic to New Y ork state. He noticed a freshman on abench at theedgeof
therock, and hebecame irritated. Thefreshman was Gilbet Washbum, thesnob, the
dilettante, of whomRay Gribble had once said: Orhat guy is thedisgrace of theclass. He
doesn®go out for anything, high stand or DwightHall or anything else. Thinkshe@ so
doggonemuch better than therest of thefellows that he doesn®assod ate with anybody.
Thinkshe® literary, they say, andyet he doesn®even hed the Q.it,Qike theregular
literary fellows! Got notime for aloafing, mooring snoblike tha.O

AsKnute stared at theunaware Gil, whose profilewas finein outlineagang the sky, he
was terrifically public-spirited and disapproving and that sort of moral thing. ThoughGil
was much too well dressed, he seemed moodily discontented.

QVha heneedsisto vork in athreshing crew and deep in the hay,Ogrumbled Knute
amog in thevirtuousmanne of Gribble. Orhen he vould know when hevas vell off, and
notlook like he had the earache. Pff!OGil Washburn roe, trailed toward Knute, glanced
at him, sat down on Knute® bench.

GGreat view! Ohesaid. His smile was eager.
That smile symbolized to Knute all theart of life he had come to collegeto find. He

tumbled out of hismoral attitudewith lud croushaste, and every wrinkle of his
weathered face creased degp as heanswvered:



Ores: | tnk the Acropolis mug belike thishere.O
CBay, look here, Axelbrod; | e been thinking about you.O
Oras?0

QVe oughtto know each other. We two are the class scandd. We came here to dream,
and these bugy little goas like Atchison and Giblets, or whatever your roommate@ name
is, think we®e fods notto go outfor marks. Y ou may not agree with me, but Qe
decided that you and | are precisdly aike.O

QWhat makes you tdnk | come here to dream?Obristled Knute.

GDh, | used to sit near you at Commonsand hear you try to qudl old Atchison whenever
he got busy discussing the reasonsfor coming to college Tha old, moth-eaten topic! |
wonde if Cain and Abd didn® discussit at the Eden Agricultural College Youknow,
Abd the mark-grabbe, very piousand high stand, and Cain wanting to read poery.O

Ores,Osaid Knute, Gand | guess Prof. Adam say, @ain, don®you read this potry; it
von®hdp youin algebry. (@

QDf course. Say, wonde if youd like to look at this volume of Musset | was sentimental
enoughto lugup heretoday. Picked it up when | was abroad last year.O

From his podet Gil drew such abookas Knute had never seen before, asendea volume,
in astrangelanguaye, boundin hand-tooled crushed levant, an effeminate bibd ot over
which the prairie farmer gasped with luxuriouspleasure. Thebookamog vanished in his
big hands With atimid forefinge he stroked thelevant, ran throughthe leaves.

Q can®read it, buttha@ thekind of book| alvayst@ughtthere mus besome like it,Ohe
sighd.

Quisten!Ocried Gil. Or sayeis playing up at Hartford tonight Let@ go hear him. Wedl
trolley up. Tried to get some of thefellows to come, butthey thoughtl wasanutO

What an Y saye was, Knute Axelbrod had no notion; but GBure! Ohe boorred.

When they gotto Hartford they foundtha between them they had jug enoughmoney to
get dinnea, hear Y saye from gdlery seats, and return only asfar as Meriden. At Meriden
Gil suggested:

Q et@ walk back to New Haven, then. Can youmake it?0



Knute had no knowedgeas to whether it was fourmiles or forty back to the campus but
Coure! Ohe said. For thelast few monthshe had been noticing tha, despite his bulk, he
had to be careful, but tonight he could have flown.

Inthemusc of Ysaye, thefirst real muscian hehad ever heard, Knute had foundall the
incredible thingsof which he had slowly been reading in William Morris and Qdylls of
theKing.OTall knights he had behdd, and slim princesses in white samite, the misty
gates of forlorn towns and theglory of the chivalry tha never was.

They did walk, roaing down theroad beneath the Octobe moon, stopping to steal apples
andto exclaim over silvered hills, takinga pueile and very naural joy in chasinga
profanedog. It was Gil whotalked, and Knute who listened, for themog part; but Knute
was lured into tales of the pioneer days, of blizzards, of harvesting, and of thefirst flame
of the green whesat. Regarding the Atchisonsand Gribbles of the class both of them were
youthfully bitter and supecilious But they were not bitter long,for they were atavisms
tonight They were wandaing mindrels, Gilbert the troubalourwith his man-at-arms.

They reached the campusat aboutfive in themorning. Fumbling for wordsthat would
express his feeling, Knute ssammered:

Qvell, it vasfine | goto bed nowand| dream aboutN O

Bed?Rats! Never bdieve in winding up a party when it@ going strong. Too few good
paties. Besides, it only the shank of the evening. Besides, we®e hungyy. BesidesN oh,
besides! Wait here a second. |®n going up to my roomto get some money, and wed
have some eats. Wait! Please do!O

Knute would have waited all night He had lived almog seventy years and traveled
fifteen hunded miles and endured Ray Gribble to find Gil Washbum.

Policemen wondeed to see the celluloid-collared old man and the expensve-looking boy
rolling arm in arm down Chgpd Street in search of a restaurant suitable to pods. They
were al closed.

Orhe Ghetto will be awake by now,Osaid Gil. Qvedl go buy some eats and take @m up
to my room Qe got some teathere.O

Knute shouldered throughdark streets beside him as naturally as thoughhe had always
been a nighthawk, with an aversionto anything asrugic as beds Down on Oak Street, a
place of low shops smoky lights and alley mouths they foundthe dum already astir. Gil
contrived to purchase boxed biscuits, cream cheese, chicken-lod, a battle of cream.
While Gil was chafering, Knute stared outinto the street milkily lighted by wavering gas
and thefirst feebleness of coming day; he gazed uponKosher sgnsand advertisementsin
Russian letters, shawled women and bearded rabbis; and as helooked he gathered
contentment which he could never lose. He had traveled abroad tonight



Theroomof Gil Washbum was all the usaless, pleasant thingsKnute wanted it to be
There was more of Gil@ Paris daysin it than of his fresnmanhood:Persian rugs asilver
tea service, etchings and books Knute Axelbrod of thetar-pgper shack and piggy
farmyardsgazed in satisfaction. Vast bearded, surk in an easy chair, heclucked amiably
while Gil lighted afire.

Over suppe they spokeof great men and heroic ideals. It was goodtalk, and notungiced
with lively references to Gribble and Atchison and Blevins all asleep now in thear correct
beds Gil read snaches of Stevenson and Anaole France; then at last heread his own
podry.

It does not matter whether tha podry was goodor bad. To Knute it was a miracle to find
onewho actudly wroteit.

Thetalk grew dow, andthey began to yawn. Knute was sengdtive to the lowered key of
thar Indian-summer madness, and he hastily rose. As he said goodby hefelt asthough
hehad butto deep alittle while and return to this unending night of romance.

But he came out of thedomitory uponday. It was six-thirty of themorning, with a till,
hard lightuponredbrick walls.

Q can goto hisroam plenty times now; | find my friend OKnute said. He hdd tightthe
volume of Musset, which Gil had begged him to take.

As hestarted to walk thefew stepsto West Divinity Knute felt very tired. By daylightthe
adventure seemed more and more incredible,

As heentered thedomitory hesighed heavily:

A\geand youth, | guess they can®team together long OAs he mounied the stairs he said:
Of | saw theboy again, hevould get tired of me. | tell him all | gotto say.OAndas he
opened his door, headded: Orhisiswhat | come to collegeforN this onenight | go avay
before | spoil it.O

He wrote anote to Gil, and began to pack histelescope He did nat even wake Ray
Gribble, sonoroudy deepinginthestaeair.

At five tha afternoon ontheday coach of awestboundtrain, an old man sat smiling. A
lasting content was in his eyes, andin his handsa small bookin French.



