Came & day when publishers no longer mada me tempting offers of
large advance royalties; when editors ceased to soliclt stories by me.
1 sald to myself:

.0 wrk e axpther £ype 08105V . "nis is my opportunity
to got away from Japansse tales", -~ ?i

| v\r\AL\ A
i8G9 throe anonymous stories. I sulmitted them

anonymously to eiitors, sold them anonymously and they were published

anonymously. They ran in three well kmown magazines, the Century, the

Saturday Evening Post and Hearsta Magazine,
my oconviotion dn my akility. But then a curious phase came oVer me,
I was like one who had been rwumming for a long time in a race. Mentally,

I was breathless,  Jow.shen:eesnied.. thatJ conld serfdom
op, I found mysolf unable to write. Freviously

e

writing to me had always been aceomplished with facility, I did my best

work writing very swiftly, while the plot was still hot in my mind. Now
though my brain teamed with plots and tiims, when I sat down to write it
refused to funstion, Only the baldest, coldest phrases, stilted and unine 1
spired came, A terror possessed me that wa I was done for ~-written out.
I had lost my single talent, And I was still, comparitively speaking,

a young womanl

During this period, someone was saying %o me almost daily:

"Uhy write love stories. Live ono. Lots outx all this
out. Marry me, and we will go out west--tortiwest—-out to some big
t.;onntry-a country in the makingl vhat do youm say?"

Ho was & 'blg,.follow, the kind one cslls a men's man. M%n

'} fr '.ef.::‘z S &
personality tm a dominating, f£ine, clean sort of strength, &
Ve,
had steady, keen, kind blue eyes and a% oh.ln. hair of a nondesowipt

blonde oolor and one of those fine, stralght noses that aro somehow

tm:nlly m I had been holding him at am's length for one big



