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George Bernard Shaw’s Advice to the 
New York Vice Society 

IO Adelphi Terrace 

Dear Guido Bruno: 
London, Jan. asth, 1917. 

All the literature you sent me ‘was carried away 
by a distinguished ,London editor who happened to 
#be visiting me ‘tihen it came. I saw very little of 
it; but by chance the first thing I read was the last 
page o,f Edna. Of course it is not decent accord- 
ing to the convention that sex is indecent and should 
never be alluded to; but as nine-tenths of our cur- 
rent :literature is about sex when it is not about 
fighting, there is a public need for stories which 
will show the unattractive side of it, instead of add- 
ing the glamors and enchantments of art to the 
fascination tihat Nature has cast over the subject 
for her own purposes. I have always believed that 
nothing is so repulsive to men who are capable of 
being influenced in this matter at all, than the busi- 
ness side of prostitution; and the story of Edna 
drives this in, so effectively that if your societies 
for the suppression of vice had any sense they would 
make a tract of it and distribute it broadcast among 
young men. Unfortunately they are stupid enou.gh 
to confine themselves to protecting the repulsive 
,side of the vice from exposure, w’hich is perhaps the 
reason why they are always so strongly supported 
by people of dissolute habits . . . . 

. 

Yours faithfully, 

(Signed) G.. Bernard Shaw. 
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Arrested 

J OHN S. Sumner, secretary of the Society *for the 
Prevention of Vice, caused my arrest on Wednes- 
day, December Igth, 1916, for selling to one of his 

agents a copy of Alfred Krapmborg’s “Edna, the Girl of 
the Street,” published two and one-half years previously 
and sold during this period in reputable book stores in the 
United States, in England, in France and in Germany. 
I was held by the magistrate in the City Court for trial 
in Special Sessions in $500 bail until my case should be 
decided. The charge preferred against me was that of 
selling indecent literature. 

Who is John S. Sumner? 
A person vested with the power of discriminating be- 

tween decency and indecency in the tangible expressions 
of writers, and artists, endowed with the right to seize 
property of citizens after it had been declared indecent 
by him, to swear out warrants and have citizens arrested 
to prevent millions of other citizens ,from reading or 
viewing works of art condemned by him, most certainly 
he must be an extraordinary man endowed wit,h natural 
gifts which lift him above millions; a scholar of extra- 
ordinary learning; a man who knows life in all its phases; 
a man who can easily follow the thoughts and reasoning 
power of the average human mind. 

Verily an extraordinary mind is needed to pass judg- 
ment on ordinary minds. 

“Who is John S. Sumner ?” I asked two score of men 
of various callings and professions in New York. They 
shrugged their shoulders. “A sort of a ilawyer, but now 
he is the successor of Anthony Comstock.” 

The official “Who’s Who” does not mention his name. 
He is about five feet nine inches. He dresses like the 

average man we meet on the street. His shoes are well 
polished. His cranium is flat in the back ; not the 
slightest indication of imagination. His forehead is in 
no proportion to *his chin. His mouth is very small, his 
lips sensual, no characteristic line in his features. When 



he laughs Ihe looks uncanny, his eyes are screwed up, his 
mouth awry, he seems pleased with something unpleasant 
to someone else. 

1 can imagine such a personality as a successful 
shipping clerk painstakingly counting packages and parcels 
and registering them in his book. 

No ordinary mind, no ordinary soul has such eyes 
for windows. 

“Extraordinary” has a double meaning. It is beneath 
the average ordinary or above the average ordinary. Mr. 
Svmner’s mind undoutbtedly is beneath the ordinary 
average. 

hly impression of Mr. Sumner is that his mind is not 
healthy enough to discriminate between the Beautiful 
and the ugly, that ihis judgment of works of art as decent 
or indecent is everything ,but competent. I believe that 
Mr. Sumner is a menace to the creative artist in America, 
an ill-directing power for every American citizen. He 
is the grand inquisitor of an obscure age who could have 
flourished five hundred years ago but who is entirely 
out of place in our era of a free America. 

A man can never help acting otherwise than accord- 
ing to his real self. If you look at Mr. Sumner you 

kndw his views of life. The Boston witch trials of the 
17th Century cannot be repeated in the New York 
C,ourts of the 20th Century. 

A society for the prevention of vice, supported by the 
best of our citizens, could be a most estimable institution. 
In endowing one man with the powers of this society a 
grave danger presents itself. The choice might fall upon 

a man like Mr. Sumner or Mr. Cornstock. Can he state 
one real tangible case in ctihich he ever prevented vice? 
Did Mr. Comstock during his activities extending over 
a period of thirty odd years, suppress vice in one single 
instance ? 

Mr. Sumner is accuser and judge in his own person. 
He is paid for finding vice. He must fill his card in- 
dexes and he must have something to complain of in 
order to send off his reports. Why should the citizens 
of this State permit a man without suitable qualifications 
to go about and declare works of art as indecent, to ar- 
rest persons who are trying to lift up humanity? Has 



a man a right to exist if his chief purpose in life is to 
drag down lhis fellow-man? To accuse them ; to con- 
demn them upon no evidence but that furnished by his 
own mind, a mind that has proven to be void of all dis- 
criminating qualities ? 

I believe I voice the sentiment of everybody whoever 
met Mr. Sumner; whoever heard his argument and 
whoever read the evidence of his endeavors, if I say 
that Mr. Sumner is the last man on earth to fill the posi- 
tion ihe occupies. l?urthermore I believe that the posi- 
tion itself should be abolished forever. But if we must 
have a censorship let the government of the United 
States establish an official censor, qualified for his posi- 
tion, governed by a humanitarian and broad program of 
rules ; an extraordinary position for an extraordinary 
man to judge and pass upon the work of extraordinary 
people for the &benefit of the average ordinary mind. 

pi censor must not be one who’s constant motive it is 
to find viciousness in order to bolster up his own posi- 
tion and to draw his salary. 

Who is Edna, the Girl of the Street? 

Before she became one of the thousands of unfortunate 
women she was her mother’s only daughter. She had 
to earn a living. The Department Store came-and then 
the street. 

Amos Lane ,met her on the street. He had supper with 
her and she told him the story of her life. 

Amos Lane very soon realized that there was not much 
of the adventuress in the companion of his “night out.” 
The lack of romance disgusted him. Her only desire- 
money-shocked ,him. 

He paid her for her time-for nothing else; and he 
went home, pondering upon downtrodden women, despis- 
ing the Department Store and its dangers, disgusted with 
himself. 

Never again ! is his moral. 
Tmhink of it ! If every man on one of these nights, would 

return home and avow his “Never again.” 
. 
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If there is no demand, there will be very soon no offer. 
The market must close forever. 

Where is the indecency dangerous to readers? 

How They Do It 
Everybody who knows me or my work in Greenwich 

Village knows that I have never had commercial ambi- 
tions. I have published twenty Ghap Books and lost 
more money then I posessed. I had to become indebted to 
all sorts of trades-people. I started my work without capi- 
tal and I own nothing today. 

The Garret was beneficial t,o those who had exhibitions 
there, to those who read their own poetry and whose 
books I published-never to myself. 

With the last cents I could scrape together I rented a 
place on Fourth Avenue to continue my work ; to edit 
Bruno’s Weekly and to dispose of the books I published. 

Three days after my removal to my new premises a 
man came in whose profession was stamped on his face. 
He did not try to interest ,me in some scheme or other 
and he did not ask for his carfare to Jersey: But he 
asked for “Edna: The Girl of the Street.” I knew then 
that he was a man from Mr. Sumner’s office. I had 
nothing to {hide or to be afraid of and I sold him the 
book. iHe inquired if I had some “naked pictures,” etc. 

,He came in the next day and bought another copy. 
He spoke to me-1 don’t remember what, and then he 
went out and called in a detective who arrested me. He 
then searched my place. 

The Judge Murphy 
I was taken down to the Magistrate’s court on Second 

Avenue and First Street. Judge Murphy, who did not 
find it necessary to grant me the “Mr.” but called me 
“Bruno,” said : 

“I read that book before I signed the warrant for Mr. 
Sumner. It is a violation of such and sudh a paragraph 
of the law.” I demanded a postponement and asked 
him to excuse my appearance on any Monday or Tues- 
day, as these days are taken up with my work. 



8 EDNA: THE GIRL OF THE STREET 
4 

“Editing that Weekly of yours or the Chap Books?” 
I answered affirmatively. 

“You might just as well mention that you have to 
burglarize a home and ask to be excused from this 
Court,” replied the Judge. 

A judge who is firmly convinced of your guilt before 
he has even heard your case. 

He fixed my bail at $500. 

Friends Who Restore Your Shaken 

Belief in Humanity 

A man wiho does not wish to have his name mentioned 
Qeard of my arrest. While I was waiting for the Judge 
he went from Pontius to Pilate to secure bail for me. 
Eut Frank Harris appeared all at once like the deus ex 
madhina in the Court room. Words never can express 
my gratitude fbr all he did for me. Money the magnan- 
imous man of means can easily (give, Ibut time, precious 
time, while one is busy with one’s own affairs;-kind- 
ness in spirit ; a man’s intercession for man ; all that can- 
not be bought with money. It is the manifestation of a 
great soul. Frank Harris appeared for me as witness 
after he had cancelled his trip to Havanna. 

His testimony was a brilliant, most fascinating con- 
demnation of Mr. Sumner’s offic,e in general and in t?he 
case of “Edna,” specially. 

Judge Frothingham, quite a different type of judge 
from Judge Murphy, a dignified gentleman with even 
kind and human inclination, declined to ,strike out Mr. 
Harris’ t’estimony on a motion by Sumner’s counsel, be- 
cause Frank Harris admitted that his mind “is not 
ordinary.” 

Frank Harris and Sumner! Two extraordinary minds! 
The one as high above the average as the other is below 
the average. 

Guide Brzlno. 
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The Author of Edna 

I 

remen-itier the author of “Edna’-the story for the 
printing of wihich Mr. Bruno was arrested by the 
Society for the Sulppression of Vice-I remem- 

ber him quite distinctly at the tender age of his compo- 
sition of it, twenty-three. He was a IIO-pound, near- 
sighted, gloomy, taciturn hermit, domiciled in a top floor 
haM room, rented at six dollars per month, and eating 
his meals in a bakery on the proceeds derived from chess 
instruction. He was, in fact, as you will agree, a mortal 
who does not command himself to our a,dmiration even 
in retrospect-except, and this only doubtfully, for his 
romantic idealism. I remember this last particularly, be- 
cause his “friends” used to lau& at him f’or it. Like so 
many folk of the tender age ascribed to him, *he had a 
“mission to perform”-he tiagined so, at least. This 
mission, naturally enough ‘was the old Tolstoyan ,one of 
regenerating the world through art. A novel or two, 
some stories, a play, essays and tentative Ipoems were 
passionately, arduously, awkwardly, silently and secretly 
committed to paper. “Edna” was one of these. It was 
the lad’s own experience, “Amos Lane” his nomde-guerre 
in the telling of it. 

The story was presented to Mr. Bruno and published 
by /him aboult two years ago. Yesterday, I received a 
hurry-call from him a’long with an invitation, 
which was accepted, to participate in the demo- 
blition of a roast duck. He imparted to me the news of 
the pleasant adventure which faces hBm for having housed 
in book form the ,work of the creature o&twenty-three. 
Incidentally, he asked me to read, or re-read as the case 
might be, the “dangerous” story, and send him a screed 
setting forth my reactions. I have done so, and offer 
herewith the following paragraph. 

“Edna” is not a story one would choose for reading 
aloud to a seminary of young ladies. But it was evidently 
not intended for tjhat beni,gn purpose. Nor can it be 
termed an immortal achievement, in the light of what 
artistry it does not contain. It is, however, so clean and 
SO honest a transcription of one phase of a theme which 
will always be timely, as to lhave held my attention b’y 



IO EDNA: THE GIRL, OF THE STREET 

its sheer humanity. Not the ‘least interesting trait is the 
outright self-condemnation of the author. In a phrase, 
the really poignant sincerity of the effort moves me to 
confess that I am proud of my close affiliation with the 
author. I may even go so far as to say that I am ashamed 
of all those compositions since perpetrated on my part 
in w!hich I ‘may have fallen short of the ideal of truthful- 
ness so frankly championed in “Edna.” The reading of 
the work has been a deeply moving and valuable “lesson” 
to me. 

ALFRED KREYMBORG. 



EDNA: The Girl of the Street 
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T HIS adventure concerns Amos Lane, a sentimental 
young sociologist of our acquaintance, who, while 
strolling up Tenderloin Broadway a few nights ago 

in search of nothing more dangerous than a little diver- 
sion, encountered Edna, a young lady of whom anon. 
Or, let us say, the fates, in the guise of accident, recog- 
nizing his merit in having endured a more than ordinary 
long siege of ennui with such heroic cheerfulness, sent 
him into Tenderloin Broadway, there to reward him with 
an encounter. In either case, Tenderloin Broadway 
proved the background and Edna the adventure that 
spared Lane the living of another night so like the av- 
erage night of his more or less prosaic existence. 
Voyons ! 

With his usual indifference toward the sights that 
decorate this section with what for him spelled so much 
tedious familiarity, Lane had just managed to feel his 
way through the crowd crawling into the Metropolitan 
Opera House, when he was made conscious of two at- 
tractively dressed girls ahead of him. Not that he had 
never seen attractively dressed girls on Broadway at 
eight P. M. before, but that one of them, the shorter of 
the two, smiled at him and he sensed a glimpse of two 
lively blue eyes and a roguish chubby face framed by two 
saucy gold tassels that dangled from a furry little black 
hat. No, not even these circumstances-for one is nat- 
urally suspicious of the owners of smiles offered at night 
in this neighborhood-but a blunt question that hit him 
a blunt blow : can that pretty girl be a street woman ? 
But its effect was of short duration. Aside from the 
fact that she and her companion wore the imitation 
Persian lamb coats in vogue with filles de joie, nothing 
suggested that they were out for business, the smile, as 
he reflected on it, being of an unaffected fun-loving 
character very foreign to the sickly stereotyped genus 
worn by the profession. She and her companion were 
only a pair of every day girls out for a lark. But how 
had they come to select eight P. M. and Tenderloin 
Broadway as the time and place for their lark hunting? 
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Lane was completely aroused. He determined’yo follow 
them. Not only entertaining, but instructive devel- 
opm.ents, too, might ensue; Besides, the girl wabun- 
commonly attractive. 

Engrossed, evidently, in gossip, the girls had continued 
up Broadway. Once or twice, the pretty one looked 
back at Lane, smiled as before and went on gossiping. 
Her actions, our friend would have declared, were too 
delightfully naive to be part of the program. They were 
sa many childish advances, far more bashful than bold. 
He felt quite certain she must have enhanced each smile 
with a blush. Had it not been night, with its brutal 
electric lights, he could easily have ascertained. Growing 
interest thrilled him. Courage urged him on. He sought 
to catch up with the pair and begin his advances with 
some careless word or two, something casually pleasant, 
nothing that would shock every day girls in the least. He 
must play the gentleman, as he had done so effectively in 
past performances where, for example, his duty of social 
investigator ‘had called him. Not that he liked playing 
the gentle,man, but that he was one. The recollections 
buoyed him still more. Lane would have tried his pro- 
gram immediately had not a none too gratifying dread, 
asserting itself just then, compelled him to recall it. 
Suppose they should think him a procurer? 

He spent several moments with species of mental dis- 
comfiture he had never before met. Pride he did not 
own in over abundance, nor contempt for any of his 
fellow humans, no matter to what garbage heap society’s 
estimation might have consigned them. But, sentimen- 
tally generous though his opinions and sentimentally 
absurd the mildness of their uncritical blame, a procurer 
had always seemed to him an object belonging among 
animals who were not even fit to associate with those 
of the mire. Under the danger of being judged such 
an one, it was reasonable that Lane should have met this 
new discomfiture. He did not know what to do, what 
to try. He even considered resigning the pursuit, when 
another smile from the blue-eyed one re-aroused him. 
Divided between his embarassment and this renewed en- 
couragement, he could not tell whether to retreat or 
advance. Fortunately, his inner voice came to his asis- 
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tance with: why not allow the girls another block or two 
and trust to some accident, and if that doesn’t materialize, 
give 1:~ the chase? Thanks to this Danielesque counsel, 
Lace’s courage revived, and having revived, urged him 
to the adventure with a relish for what might ensue 
double that he had felt originally. 

His game had reached Forty-second Street and, after 
waiting for several automobiles and carriages to pass, 
hurried over to the opposite corner, where, monopolizing 
a whole square to its own proud self, the Times Building 
rears its virgin head. Lane watched them cross, followed 
and soon made up his momentary loss of ground. The 
pair walked ahead and came to a stop in front of the 
Times racing chart, that displayed the results of some 
races that had been run in the south that day. As Lane 
aproached and took a cautious position behind them, 
the girls turned partly toward him. Were they going 
to speak first? It would save him the inconvenience. 
He waited <with almost l@pitating eagerness. No, they 
did not intend to. Then, he must do so. Lane cleared 
his throat twice. At length, he opened the skirmish 
with: “Er-how much did y.ou lose today? 

Both girls faced him instantly,-rather a suspicious 
sign-and the shor,t one volunteered laughingly : “Never 
a cent !” 

Lane eyed her with admiration-there was no denying 
her attractiveness-and feeling some of the embarass- 
ment slip away suggested: “Well,-shall we take a 
walk?” 

The pretty girl studied her companion. “What do you 
say, Irene?’ 

Giving Lane a glance that puzzled him, Irene re- 
sponded cordially : “Sure thing !” 

Having caught an oportunity for punning, he did not 
attempt to analyze her glance, but demanded: “Who are 
you calling a sure thing?” 

“Not you !” the chubby one interposed. “One of the 
skates in the first race.” 

Lane was delighted with the brazen tone of her re- 
partees and felt at ease with himself for the first time, 
and this in spite of the doubtful sound of the terms, 
“sure thing” and “first race” which might have applied 
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to him, and of the questionable note in the‘ 

\ 

‘rls’ quick 
acceptance of his invitation. As he glanced do Broad- 
way, with the pair on either side of him, a glanc-t the 
little charmer at his right easily supplied an additiQna1 
reply to any doubt. How could such a fresh fun-1ofTg 
face and such a graceful athletic figure belong to the. 
profession? No, she was not a street woman. Irene 
might be one, although this, too, seemed extremely im- 
probable. Edna, at the most, was just an every day girl. 
Nevertheless, Lane in his capacity of sociologist at least, 
decided on a test or two. In the course of their gossip, 
he let fall several well guarded questions-as he was 
proud of his subtle powers of cross-examination-and 
learned that his companions hailed from Charlestown, 
the Boston Suburb, and that they had been employed in 
a New York department store coming to town, two 
months ago. Lane warmed with momentary self esteem. 
He was certainly not a fool, no matter what else his 
friends might call him. Howewer, and as was only 
natural, the young sociologist’s confidence in himself 
and his judgment of Edna and Irene were in store for 
abrupt surprise, and not before he had gone much further 
with the girls. The fates must have their little daily 
laugh at some one’s expense. 

The time was passing in ideal fashion. Lane’s delight 
with Edna, who chattered incessantly, grew and grew. 
Suddenly, it occurred Ito him to invite the girls to dinner, 
although he had dined an hour or so ago. “How about 
a little bite to eat somewhere?” he proposed. 

Edna glanced toward Irene-doubtless for a cue-and 
replied: “Well, where do you want to go?” 

Lane mentioned a well known Rathskeller farther 
down Broadway. 

“Oh, don’t let’s go there !” she broke out impkrlsively. 
“Why not?” he demanded in astonishment. 
Edna winked slyly and declared with mock shyness: 

“Cause there ain’t no soft lights and soft music there, 
kid.” 

The sky fell upon Lane. Bewildered he could only 
stare from E&a to Irene. They were smiling. It revived 
him a little. and he smiled too, although he felt more like 
damning himself with ridicule, opprobrium, ,strong pet 
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names. St!& he would not believe the girls without one 
more tes-+. 

“Yorl don’t like that Rathskeller ?’ 
“.No !” came Edna’s defiance. 
“Because-” 
“ ‘Cause there ain’t, yes, kid !” &e aided him and 

nudged him playfully. 
He sighed. Yes, he was a fool, after all. Well, one 

could do no better than accept the fact. “Soft lights, 
soft music” and “kid’‘-of all appellations, kid ! Who 
would have guessed it: Edna, a member of the profes- 
sion ? The thing seemed incredible, and yet-Well, she 
was a rare specimen, a new edition. He eyed her. She 
smiled, too. Edna was clever, charming-and so young ! 
Lane stopped eyeing her. A revery had arrived. 

So young, so fresh, so seductive, and a women of the 
streets. She must be new to the game. How sad! Did 
she know t’he future ahead of her, the inevitable future? 
And why, why,-here was a new and wonderful study 
for him-why had she taken to it? And how,-what a 
discovery he might unearth through his adventure!- 
how had s!he done it? A gallery of questions passed 
before him. Months had elapsed since Ihe had added a 
new portrait to his studies and experiments. What an 
opportunity and at what a low cost, there being no addi- 
tional embarrassment, &is mere girl held out to him! 
He had resigned his studies of the profession long since. 
Each woman was so much like the next. The necessity 
of making a livelihood possessed them, as it did other 
members of the social system, individually and collect- 
ively. As to the right or the wrong of this trade of 
renting the body, he had not concerned himself-after 
all, the subject still interested Ih,im, especially the effort 
to learn whether a woman had entered the field by choice 
or by force of circumstances. He had found metnbers 
in each divison, but their stories were so much alike, 
they had grown tedious. And they were all of them 
hardened old Philistines. But Edna, so young, so fresh, 
so seductive ! Yes, the case deserved another pleading. 
What an opportfinity, and how cheap it would be ! 

“What’s the matter, kid?” Edna broke in. 
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“Why, nothing 
spontaneity. 

!” he returned, coming back wi&\forced 
“What made you ask ?” 

“Gee, you are lookin’ bluer than the blues. Wasn’t 
he, Irene?” 

“Yes !” 
“Thinking about my troubles,” he declared with an 

attempt at levity. 
“Is that all ?” the little charmer demurred, and gently 

squeezing his arm, added: “We’ll make you forget ‘em, 
kid.” 

<He smiled in spite of himself, and sai,d: “I guess you 
c,an.” 

“Well, where’11 we go to kill ‘em ?” she challenged 
him. 

He hesitated. But the inspiration aided him: why not 
accept her invitation, the better to develop her acquaint- 
ance and ferret out her story? “Anywhere!” he agreed. 

“Where we can get soft lights and soft music.” 
He hesitated again. 
“What do you say, kid?” 
“All right! I’m ready for the soft stuff,” he acquiesced. 
Edna laughed, squeezed his arm a little harder and 

exclaimed : “You’re the goods.” 
“Thanks !” he responded dryly. “But where are you 

taking me?” 
Irene described a hotel off on a side street, and Edna 

concluded cheerfully: “They’ll give us a big soft beddie 
there.” 

“Now, hold on !” Lane protested. “Don’t let’s begin 
dreaming of beds so early in the evening.” 

The girls laughed, and Edna nudged him in under- 
standing. Butt she did not understand him. Lane had 
always declined the physical element a3 being unnecessary 
to the successful pursuit of his investigations. Not that 
he disapproved, but that he could not have enjoyed a 
sensation that was the greater part a bargain. However, 
he did not propose to discuss the matter with Edna. 
There would .be time for rhat later. For the present, he 
could do nothing that would please her more than to 
resign himself to silence. 

As they hurried along, Lane stole an occasional glance 
at Edna. Presently and unawares, the sentimentalist in 
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him became entangled with the sociologist. Across his 
mental vision stretched a vista wherein the future of this 
charming girl enacted itself. Growing hardship, grad- 
ually making away her physical and personal attract- 
iveness, would culminate in a life of the slums, early 
disease, death and a place on the dissecting table. What 
a hideous prospect ! Ah, that he might save her from it! 
But Lane was allowed a little time for further meditation, 
his inner voice attackin,g hi!m with this curiously derisive 
ammunition : “Don’t be growing soft, old fool, throwing 
away your sympathy on every street girl you meet! 
You’re nothing more than a sure thing or a first race 
to the best of them.” 

Lane would have fought back, and very stubbornly 
too, but Edna forstalled him with : “Here we are !” 

His guides led him off Broadway and, after passing 
quite a number of seekers, some of whom nodded to 
Edna and Irene, Lane saw a hotel, a survey of which 
assured him was the one the latter had described. The 
girls quietly entered the place, and he followed them, 
leaving sentiment and argument behind him but per- 
mitting caution once more to act as his counsellor. 

II 

L ANE had been led into the salon of the hotel, a large 
well lighted room that might have received visitors 
in any small up-to-date hotel of virtuous ideals, so 

modest and respecable were its furnishings. The middle- 
aged slaven individual behind the cashier’s desk might 
have been a bookkeeper in any selfrespecting drug store. 

_ The girls nodded to him. 
“Let’s get a room now !” Edna whispered to Lane. 
“No,” he returned, anxious to avoid that part of the 

transaction. “Wait till you’ve had dinner !” 
His companions escorted him into the restaurant, 

wlhich, like the salon, exhaled an odor of respectability. 
Except for some filles de joie seated here and there with 
their customers, no detail could have offended one’s pru- 
dish likes an,d dislikes. Three (waiters were the sentries, 
Italians who moved about with sluggish disinterestedness. 
Lane and the girls sat down. 
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“I’m going away after I’ve had a bite,” Irene began. 
Lane smelled mischief. “Why ?” 
“I’ve got a date,” she explained and smiled enigmat- 

ically. 
He understood her smile and felt uncomfortable at 

the prospect of being left alone with Edna. She was 
dangerously attractive. But this next implse corrected 
the first. His chances for obtaining her story would be 
that much better and more frequent. He was glad Irene 
intended to go. Besides, he disliked her cool clammy 
personality. It advertised her profession too openly. 

A waiter came forward. 
“What’11 you have, children ?” I,ane requested. “Don’t 

be bashful.” 
They examined the bill. Edna looked up slyly. “I’d 

like a steak.” 
“Go ahead! I told you not to be bashful.” 
“Why not make it a steak for two?” Irene revised. 
“Go ahead !” 
“A filet nzi,o~to~z for two?” the waiter interposed. 
“Yes,” Lane agreed. 
“And you, mister ?” 
Irene held out the card for Lane, but he said: “I won’t 

have anything. I’ve had dinner.’ 
“Not even a bite ?” Edna urged him. 
Inspired by her, he began: “Well, let me have a club 

sandwich-have you got a club sandwich ?” 
“Yes sir !” 
“And a cup of tea.” 
Edna nearly exploded. “A cup of tea ? You goin’ to 

have a cup of tea?” 
“Why not? Do you think it’ll kill me?” 
“You don’t look as though it would,” she responded 

with animation. 
“And what are you children going to have in the 

drinking line?” he pursued. 
“Make it a Manhattan !” Irene proposed. 
“Yes, a Manhattan !” Edna seconded. 
“Two Manhattan cocktails !” Lane ordered dryly. 

“And bring some vegetables, waiter !” 
The waiter shuffled away. 
A general conversation ensued, and Lane studied the 
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girls more closely. They were certainly chums ; no doubt, 
they had formed a business partnership. His dislike of 
Irene developed, for she was the managerial director of 
their campaigns. Ed na, at least, rarely betrayed herself. 
She did not relapse from the spontaneous mischief- 
provoking antics she had introduced him to so early. Of 
course, the future would tell another tale. She was new 
to the game. But the future? And the past? How had 
such a pretty healty looking girl come to the streets ? 
Distinct traits of a lust for pleasure showed themselves 
in her eyes, her small juicy mouth and her pugnacious 
nose. Still, circumstance may have been her real mentor. 
Still again, how could a girl of her type, so capable of 
arousing that antedeluvian power, love, and of responding 
to it, moreover, accept a circumstance commanding the 
satisfying of passion as a trade? Passion without love 
as its motor power,-how impossible !-as he had always 
maintained, only to be rebuffed by evidence to the con- 
trarv. And right at his elbow sat Edna, another proof 
against his belief. She was in the profession; could he 
deny that? Vapidly, he continued to ponder the matter. 

The waiter did not bring their orders until half an hour 
had elapsed: The sight of Lane’s tea revived Edna’s 
banter. With an amorous glance, she attacked him: 
“That tea ain’t strong enough, kid. I’ll give you the real 
thing later.” 

Lane had to share her raillery, therefcre he retorted: 
“I feel strong enough without any assistance from you, 
young lady.” 

“But maybe you’ll need all you can get now,” Irene 
warned him. “You’d better have an Manhattan. Edna 
can go some you know.” 

He smiled in spite of himself and then began seriously : 
“But I don’t want to tonight.” 

The girls stared at him, and demanded in duet “Why 
not ?” 

It would have been absurd for him to preach that he 
did not believe in animal communion without love, or 
that he had only pursued his former dealings with their 
kind behalf of sociology, or merely that he was only 
interested in Edna for her story; consequently, after 
hunting for additional plausible sounding excuses, he 
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declared : “U’ell, my doctor has advised me against it 
for the present.” 

“Why ?” Edna asked incredulously. 
“Weak heart !” ,he informed her, with a weak grimace. 
She touched his arm and, with another amorous glance, 

demurred : “Ah, never mind, kid; what do your care 
about the doctor? He’s just earnin’ his salt”-and after 
an inviting pause:“What do you say?’ ’ 

She was almost irresistible. He avoided her eyes and 
hunting for further excuses, came to the conclusion that 
if he expected to hear more from her, he would have to 
continue putting her off eventually to go upstairs with 
her, if necessary. But he must be more and more wary 
of her seductiveness. “Well,” he said; ‘lwait till we get 
through here and I’ll tell you.” 

Evidently assured of his capitulation, Edna commenced 
eating her steak and vegetables. But first, Irene held 
up her glass to wish: “Here’s luck to you !” a toast in 
which Edna and Lane joined, the latter raising his cup 
of tea with mimic Fifth Avenue politeness. The girls 
did not require much time to finish their steak and veg- 
et&e, and Lane asked them to have something else. 
Both ordered some rice pudding, and later two more 
Manhattans. 

. “Do you drink much of that stuff ?” he inquired. 
“Lots of it! All we can get,” Edna volunteered 

bluntly. 
“Doesn’t it tear the stuffing out of you?” a touch of 

compassion forced out of him. 
“NO,” she answered with a laugh. “I could drink it 

all day without it hurtin’ me.” 
Her admission set him reflecting once more. Again 

he received a mental vision of her prospeotive future, 
with its culmination of a life in the slums, early disease, 
death and a place on the dissecting table. Even more 
deeply revolted by the horror of it than before, he tried 
to formulate some plan: how could he save her from it, 
how prevent her from going further, from continuing her 
present life, in fact? 

But Edna interfered with him. “What do you’ say?” 
she broke out. 

He looked up and saw that they were waiting for him. 
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And Edna’s eyes invitmed him w&h refreshed amourous- 
ness. 

“Are you all through ?” he asked, not without a shade 
of petulance. 

“Yes !” she said-Irene was getting ready to leave- 
and repeated : “What do you say ?” 

Somewhat disgusted by her continual reference, he 
was about to reprimand her, when a warning flashed 
that if he hoped to learn the rest of her story he had 
better surrender to her will-conditionally, to be sure. 
But it seemed inhuman that she could only be interested 
in him as a customer. 

“I’ll go up stairs with you on one condition.” he said 
rather irritable. 

“What’s that ?” 
“That there’ll be no-no monkey business 1” 
“What do you mean?” 
“Just what I said.” 
Edna eyed him. “Well, how about-” 
“That’11 ,be all right !” !he cut her short angrily-this 

had been her first reference to money. “You’ll get your 
cash just the same.” 

He paid the bill and tipped the waiter, and the girls 
. began the march to the cashier’s desk. In the large 

register, Lane wrote : “Mr. and Mrs. Long, December 
3rd” and, at Edna’s instruction, laid down two dollars, 
which the clerk took with a gruff “thanks !” Irene parted 
with them with a reminder of her appointment, and an 
attendant escorted them down a long hallway to an eleva- 
tor in the rear of the hotel. They had passed five or six 
small drinking rooms, where girls were in the habit of 
meeting their customers, Lane catching a glimpse of one 
or two skirts and some cigar smoke and hearing a clink- 
ing of glasses, voices uttering brisque remarks and one 
or two laughs. “Third floor !” the attendant directed the 
elevator boy. 

The pair stepped out, and the attendant led them down 
another hallway. Here, order and silence prevailed. 
Coming to a room, he unlocked the door, gave the key 
to Lane and retreated. The young sociologist followed 
Edna into the room and locked the door. 

In reality there were two rooms; the on they had 
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entered-a small sitting room, with wash basin, towels, 
closets, a kind of settee, a table and some chairs and a 
bed room beyond. Lane was agreeably surprised to dis- 
cover an absence of all lewd decorations. Feeling that 
much more comfortable, he removed his hat and coat and 
seated himself on the settee. Edna took off her hat and 
cloak and laid them on his. Then, coming over to him, 
she repeated her slogan with businesslike assurance: 
“Well, what do you say ?” 

He looked up at her and asked in banter: “Is that all 
you can think off ?” 

“Of course ! What else should I think off ?” 

“You’ll get your cash, don’t worry !” he obserevd in a 
tone that had lost its former petulance. 

Edna seemed puzzled. It was plain that she had never 
before <bargained for money in this fashion. Slhe studied 
him carefully and said: “You’re a queer one.” 

“Why?” 

“You mean to tell me you’d pay me without getting a 
return ?” 

“In the way you mean, of course !” 

“Well, what are you ? A charity agent ?” 

Lane smiled. “No, just a human being.” 

“You’re a funny human being. You’re the first I ever 
met that wanted to pay without gettin’ something. Come 
on, what do you say ?” she attacked him and sat down on 
his lap. 

“It’s no use, Edna,” retured. “There’s nothing doing. 
If I didn’t have this weak heart of mine-” 

“Forget it !” she retorted. 
Obviously offended, s’he discontinued tormenting him 

and declared : “Let’s go down stairs again !” 
“Why?” he demanded. “Do you have to earn your 

salt in the ordinary way ?” 
“No.” 
“And aren’t you comfortable on my lap?” 
“Yes, but I’m wasting time-” 
“Your are not,” he interrupted her, emphasizing each 
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word. “Yor’re going to be paid. Can’t you get that 
through your thick little noodle?” 

She watched him narrowly. “Yes, but what do you get 
out of it? What do you want me to do?’ 

“But I have talked to you.” 
“Just talk to me. I like it.” 
“Talk some more ! Tell me some more about pour- 

self !” -and as though it had just occured to him: “some 
more of your life history !” 

“What do you mean ? What fun is there in that? I 
told you I came from Charlestown ? Is that what you 
mean ?” 

“Yes, that sort of stuff !” he encouraged her gently. 
“Its lots of fun. How you came to New York and so on. 
And why you-how you began striking out for yourself.” 

“That’s easy,” she admitted contemptuously, but added 
suspiciously: “Is that all you want to know ?” 

“Yes, that’s all. Now, isn’t that more fun than going 
over to the bed there to fool away fifteen or twenty 
minutes like ordinary folk would ?” 

“It is to me, if it is to you,” she rejoined calmly and 
shook her head. “You’re a queer one.” Entering into 
the bargain, she commenced: “Where do you want me 
to begin ? There ain’t much to my story.” 

“Nor to anybody else’s,” he replied philosophically. 
“Suppose you begin with your home life !” 

“Not much to that!” she returned indifferently. “Mv 
mother was hard on me, stricter than the devil. She 
kept me home at housework till I was nearly sick and 
when I was old enough she sent me to work.” 

“Where?” 
“To Blank’s, a big department store in Boston.” Edna 

warmed to her story. “It was Hell there too. Work 
from eight in ctihe morning till six or later at night. It 
was work, work there for two years and I’d had work, 
work at home long enough. An’ when it came to having 
fun with the boys an’ girls, it was a case of nothin’ doin’. 
One day I met Irene. She was in one of the departments 
an’ ,it was work, work for her too. Well, she says to me 
one day : ‘Let’s chuck it, Ed, an’ go on the stage !’ 

“ ‘On the stage ?’ says I. ‘Yes on the stage,’ says she. 
‘I know a cou.ple o’ fellers that play small parts with a 
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comic opera troupe.’ The long an’ short of it was, us 
girls ran away from home an’ tackled the stage game. 
That didn’t last long. Neither of us could sing to brag 
about an’ what was worse, we had to work like sin again. 
Chorus work wasn’t the cinch we thought it would be, so 
we chucked our jobs, though not before one of the fellers 
that recommended us gave me my baptism-it was in his 
room one Sunday. Irene had hers long before that.” 

“What happened then ?” Lane requested sympathet- 
ically. 

“The usual stunt: workin’ for ourselves. We tried the 
streets o’ Boston for a couple o’ months. That was much 
better. We made a bunch o’ money easy, had our own 
hours of work, plenty o’ clotihcs an’ lots o’ fun. But some 
o’ the girls we met told us o’ New York. Said we’d make 
lots o’ money here. So, one fine day, we packed ov duds 
an, came on.” 

. 

“That was two months ago?” 
“Yes ! Well, it didn’t take us long to get on here. We’re 

good looking enough, ypu know. An’ we’ve made twice 
as much here as in Boston. This is some town.” 

She was silent. 
“Go on !” he encouraged her. 
“There ain’t no more,” she retorted bluntly. 
Lane was silent, reflecting. At length, he inquired, 

thoughtfully: “And that’s all there is to your story?” 
“Yes, ain’t that enough?” 
“I suppose so. And you don’t ever expect to go home 

again?’ he pursued carefully. 
“Not on your life !” 
“And what do you expect to do with the money you 

earn ? Just make expenses and enjoy yourself ?” 
“We want to get an apartment in one of the Sixtieth 

,streets, off Fifth Avenue-lots o’ girls we know has swell 
places there. An’ they get sweller friends, too. The rest 
we can spend on clothes and booze. An’ when we get 
our bat, we’ll have a home of our own an’ we won’t have 
to room down here.” 

“You room here in the hotel, do you ?’ 
“Yes, but we can’t bring our friends to our room. It’s 

against the rules. That hurts things a lot.” 
Lane shook his head. Glancing out of the corner of 
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his eye, he concluded slowly: “And there’s no such thing 
as marriage and settling down for you?’ 

“Not on your life !” she retortet calmly. “It’d be Hell 
to sleep with the same fellow every night.” 

This silenced Lane, and he resorted to his favorite pas- 
time. How simple, blunt and unromantic was Edna’s 
story, and still, how thrilling, how terrible ! What a life, 
what ethics, and what a future! Her future would be just 
as simple, blunt and unromantic. He must act quickly. 
To sit here meditating drowsily was time-wasting. He 
must act now. He must save her now ; later would be too 
late. What should he do; where should he begin? 

“Well, I’have told you my story ?” Edna interrupted 
him with quiet signifiance. 

Her tone startled him. He looked up and caught a hard 
mercenary glance in her eyes. Her amourousness had dis- 
appeared. There was no further use for it now. In the 
future, yes, but not now. Her present employment was 
over. Payment had arrived. Bitterness swelled his 
emotions. He meant nothing to her, never had and never 
could-except business. Her eyes demanded her price. 
The truth chilled him. His sympathy fled. With the 
thought, business, business, always business! He took 
two bills from his pocket and said resentfully : “Here! 
Here’s your pay!” 

“Ten dollars !” she exclaimed with momentary delight. 
“Yes, I’ve become an agent of charity after all,” he 

said bitterly. 
Edna looked at ihim, shrugged one of her shoulders and 

shoved the money unconcernedly down her stocking. Then 
she got up from his lap as though nothing had occured. 
Lane also arose. 

Watching her put on her hat and cloak, he realized that 
he was now as much stranger to her as though he had 
never met her. But now that life meant business first and 
last with her, as with the older and oldest of her kind, he 
did not care. She had grown repulsive. Faugh, how he 
despised the business and business dickering! It was fit 
for a swine, not for humans. And all the sympathy and 
interest he had lavished on the street woman; they were 
so much mawkish sickening sentimentally. After all, he 
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had been a sure thing and a first race for her. More than 
those, an ass! he closed his indictment. He parted with 
her down stairs, Edna favoring him with a “So long kid !” 
but he refused to respond. The last he saw of her! was 
her pushing against another man for further business. 
Lane turned away. 

Reaching Broadway, the young sociologist turned 
southward and walked toward his home on the lower 
west side. Through his consciousness, a rather inco- 
herent series of after-impressions were asserting them- 
selves. Scarcely anything seemed clear to him: whether 
he knew more or less about street women than before ; 
whether he had been hasty in deserting Edna without a 
longer trial; whether it would have been worth while or 
foolhardy, for that matter, to have attempted anything 
further. One detail stood out from all the rest with 
dissonant clearness; she, like the whole of her class, was 
mercenary -like practically the whole of society, thought 
he. He did not concern himself with what the whole 
world ~woulcl (have whispered in connection with his con- 
duct; public opinion rarely troubled him. But this one 
thing, this business above everything, did. He seemed 
to see it everywhere; in other street women beckoning 
him as he went along, in the crowds making a business 
of their pleasure-hunting and even inside himself, in his 
desires, his ambitions and his ideaIs themselves. Every- 
where, everything spelled commercialism. 

About twenty minutes later, Amos Lane, sentimenta! 
sociologist, reached his house. It was after ten o’clock, 
and the lights were turned low in the hallway of the old 
studio building in which he lived. Slowly’ and sadly he 
mounted the four flights of stairs. Only a few hours 
ago ihe had started out on a stroll up Broadway in search 
of a little diversion--or to receive that little adventure 
from the ever generous hearted fates. And he had come 
back a more ignorant, if not a wiser man. 
















