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of the wrld. I looked from my Window and I swr nothing but smow, snow,
snow} A wrld of snoy ~—unending spow, _Mounds and hillocks and wiSNEESg
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ng‘ﬂf(’” sweepg of smow. Great, towering hills, wnité as the dead, all shrouded likes KA .@w;
thegiendy and falling, falling ceaselesaly the thick, endless snow}
Bven my cook, stolid daughter of Soandinavie sat in the ixitochen rbokins horaelf
and moaning something in ber native tongue. When I asked her what she wes
saying she replied; "Pis the end of the worldl" Amnd was homesioi,
and so was I, I was worsd than hozﬁesick. ‘I was starving for mman come
renionsho? Once I said that Ixikex people with resources in themselves
needed no other ocompany than their own, That was flippant sophistry,
Utterly futile uxder the test.
Write? I went mp to my little trumk, but I began to ory befor ¢
I even opened t:e lid. What could I write? Little falry-like, deliost Q
romances of Japan?
I wont wp and down the stairs, in and out the living room, the dining
room, the offioe, the kitchen ---gverywhere, I piled great logs on the fire,
I playsix stuck the Moonlight Sonata into the piavo player and playedit half
through. I changed 1t to jJazz. No go. I tried to read, tut could'ntd
gonocentrate, Thore were 2500 books on the shelves around that great living
rooma and the floor was bright with Navaho rugs. Oh, I did'nt lack any comfort
as far as that goes, but I was lonely, terribly, oh} wildly lonelyl}
I degn to think and think and think, I thought of the lights
glittering along Broadway; of tea in a Nea York studio; of fluttery chiffon
dresses and silky things that I myself had once worn. I thought of taxicabs
and Follles girla, of Pirst nighta, of the Ipera, of (George Cohan, of David

Belasco, of pouring tea in Dan Frohman's rooms above the Lyceum. 0f newse
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paper men with tired facs, so keenly light ing up. 1I-




