
XV 
In a Counlry Churchyard, and afterw_ards; of Frietul~: how 

they take your Time while they lwe, and then. die, up
¡etting your Evening's Work; and what Buck Klinker sa·w 
in the Scriptorium at 2 a. m. 

Q
UEED was caught, Iike many another rational~st 
before him, by the stirring beauty of the huna! 
service of the English church. 

Fifi's funeral was in the country, at a little church set 
down in a beautiful grove which reminds all visitors of the 
saying about God's first temples. Near here Mrs. Payn!er 
was born and spent her girlhood; here Fifi., before her last tll
ness, had come every Sabbath morning to the Sunday• 
school; here lay the little strip of God's acre that the now 
childless widow_ called her own. Y ou come by the ne:v,7 elec
tric line, one of those high-speed suburban roads :v,7h1ch, all 
over the country, are doing so much to persuad~ c1ty people 
back to the land. The cars are steam-road s1ze. Two of 
them had been provided-for the mourners, and there was no 
room to spare; for the Paynter family con~ection was large, 
and it seemed that little Fifi had many fnends. 

From Stop 11, where the little station i~, your course 
is by the woodland path; past the little spnnghouse, over 
the tiny rustic bridge, and so on up the shady _slope to the 
cluster of ancient pines. In the grove stood carnages; buggy 
horses reined to the tall trees; even that abomination around 
a church the motor of the vandals. In the walk through 
the woods Queed found himself side by side with a fat, 
scarlet-fa~ man, who wore a vest with brass button~ and 
immediat-ely began talking to him like a lifelong fnend. 
He was a motorman on the suburban line, it seemed, and 
had known Fifi very well. 
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"No, sir, I would n't believe it when my wife seen it in 

the paper and called it out to me, an' I says there's some 
mistake, you can be sure, and she says no, here it is in the 
paper, you can read it for y'self. But I would n't"'believe 
it till I went by the house on the way to myfim, and there 
was the crape on the <loor. An' I tell you, suh, I could n't 
a felt worse if 't was one o' my own kids. Why, it seems Iike 
only the other morning she skipped onto my car, Iaughin' 
and sayin', 'How are you to-day, Mr. Barnes ?' Why she 
and me been buddies for nigh three years, and she took my 
9.30 north car every Sunday morning, rain or shine, just as 
reg'lar, and was the only one I ever Iet stand out on my 
platform, bein' strictly agin all rules, and my old partner 
Hornheim was fired for allowin' it, it ain't six months since. 
But what could I do when she asked me, please, Mr. Barnes, 
with that sweet face o' hers, and her rememberin' me every 
Christmas that carne along just like I was her Pa .... " 

The motorman talked too much, but he proved useful in 
finding seats up near the front, where, being fat, he took 
up considerably more than his share of room. 

Unless Tim had. taken him to the Cathedral once, twenty 
years ago, it was the first time that Queed had ever been 
inside a church. He had read Renan at fourteen, finally 
discarding all religious beliefs in the same year. Approxi
mately Spencer's First Cause satisfied his reason, liough 
he meant to buttress Spencer's contention in its weakest 
place and carry it deeper than Spencer did. But in fact, the 
exact Iimits he should assign to religious beliefs as an evolu-· 
tionary function were still indeterminate in his system. 
He, Iike all cosmic philosophers, found this the most baffiing 
and elusive of all his problems. Meantime, here in this little 
country church, he was to witness the supreme rite of the 
supreme religious belief. There was sorne compensation 
for his enforced attendance in that thought. He looked 
about him with genuine and candid interest. The hush, the 
dim light, the rows upon rows of sober-faced people, seemed 
to him properly impressive. He was struck by the wealth 
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of flowers massed all over the chance!, and wondered if that 
Wa.8 its regular state. The pulpit and the lectern; the altar, 
which he easily identified; the stained-glass windows with 
thru obviously symbolic pictures; the bronze pipes of the 
little organ; tlie unvested choir, whose function he vaguely 
made out - over all these his intelligent eye swept, curi
oasly; and lastly it went out of the open window and lost 
it11elf in the quiet sunny woods outside. 

Strange and full of wonder. This incredible instinct for 
adoration - this invincible insistence in believing, in defi
ance of ali reason, that man was not born to die as the flesh 
dies. What, after ali, was the full signüicance of this unique 
phenomenon? 

I am the resurrection and the lif e, saith the Lord; he that 
believeth in me, though he were dead, yet shall he live. . . . 

A loud resonant voice suddenly cut the hush with these 
words and immediately they were ali standing. Queed was 
among the first to rise; the movement was like a reflex 
action. For there was something in the thrilling timbre of 
that voice that seemed to pull him to his feet regardless of 
his will; something, in fact, that impelled hinl to crane his 
neck around and peer down the dim aisle to discover imme
diately who was the author of it. 

His eye fell on a young man advancing, dad in white robes 
the like of which he had never seen, and wearing the Iook 
of the morning upon his face. In his hands he bore an open 
book, but he <lid not glance at it. His head was thrown 
back; his eyes seerned fastened on sornething outside and 
beyond the church; and he rolled out the victorious words 
as though he would stake ali that he held dearest in this 
world that their prophecy was true. 

Whom I shall see f or myself, and MINE eyes shall behold, 
and not another . ... 

But behind the young man rolled a little stand on wheels, 
on which lay a long box banked in flowers; and though the 
little Doctor had never been ata funeral before, and never 
in the presence of death, he knew that here must lie the 

, 
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mortal rernain~ ~f his lit_tle f~iend, Fifi. Frorn this point 
onward Queed s mterest m the service becarne so to say 
less purely scientific. ' ' 

Th:re wa~ sorne antiphonal. reciting, and then a long 
selectton wh1ch the young man m robes read with the sarne 
voice of solernn triurnph. lt is doubtful if anybody in the 
church followed hirn with the fascinated attention of the 
young evolutionist. Soon the organ rurnbled, and the little 
choir, standing, broke into song. 

For ali the Saints who from their Iabors rest . .. 

_Saints! Well, well, was it imaginable that they thought of 
F1fi that way already? Why, it was onJy three weeks ago 
that he had sent her the roses and she . . . 

A black-gloved hand, holding an open book, descended out 
of _the_ dirn space behind him. I t carne to him, as by an in
spirat10n, that the book was being offered for his use in 
s~me. mysterious connec~on. He grasped it gingerly, and 
h1s fnend the motorrnan, Jabbing at the text with a scarlet 
hand, whispered raucously: "'S what they're singin'." 
But the singers had traveled far before the young man was 
able to find and f ollow thern. 

And when the strife is, fierce, the warfare long, 
Steals on the ear the distant triumph song, 
And hearts are brave again, and arms are strong. 

The girls in the choir sang on, untroubled by a doubt: -

But lo, there breaks a yet more glorious day; 
The sa!nts t riumphant rise in bright array; 
The Kmg of glory passes on His way. 

They rnarched outside following the flower-banked casket 
into the little cernetery, and Queed stood with bared head 
like the others, watching the cornmittal · of dust unto dust. 
In th; forefront of the rnournful gathering, nearest the 
graves edge, there stood three wornen heavily swathed in 
black. Through ali the rite now, suppressed sobbing ran 
like a rnotif. Soon fell upon ali ears the saddest of ali 
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sounds, the pitiless thud of the first earth upon the stiff lid. 
On the other side of the irregular circle, Queed saw the 
coarse red motorman; tears were rolling clown his fat cheeks; 
but never noticing them he was singing loudly, far off the 
key, from the book the black-gloved hand had given Queed. 
The hymn they were singing now also spoke surely and 
naturally of the saints. The same proud note, the young 
man observed, ran through the service from beginning to 
end. Hymn and prayer and reading all confidently assumed 
that Fifi was dead only to this mortal eye, but in another 
world, open to all those gathered about the grave for their 
seeking, she lived in sorne marvelously changed forro - her 
body being made like unto his own glorious body. . . . 

In the homeward-bound car, Queed fully recaptured his 
poise, and redirected his thoughts into rational channels. · 

The doctrine of the immortality of the soul had nota ra
tional leg to stand on. The anima, or spirit, being merely 
the product of certain elements combined in life, was wiped 
out when those elements dissolved their union in death. It 
was the flame of a candle blown out. Yet with what unbe
lievable persistence this doctrine had survived through his
tory. Science had annihilated it again and again, butithese 
poople resolutely stopped their ears to science. They could 
not answer science with argument, so they had answered 
her with the axe and the stake; and they were still capable 
oí doing that whenever they thought it desirable. Strange 
spectacle ! What was the "conflict between Religion and 
Science" but man's desperate struggle against his own rea
son? Benjarnin Kidd had that right at any rate. 

Yet did these people really believe their doctrine of the 
saved body and the saved soul? They said they did, but 
did they? If they believed it surely, as they believed that 
tais. night would be followed by a new day, if they believed 
it passionately as they believed that money is the great 
earthly good, then certainly the biggest of their worldly 
affairs would be less than a grain of sand by the sea against 
the everlasting glories that awaited them. Yet . . . look 
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at them all about him in the car, these people who told 
themselves that they had started Fiti on the way to be a 
saint, in which state they expected to remeet her. Did they 
so regard their worldly affairs? By to-morrow they would 
be at each other's throats, squabbling, cheatir¡g, slandering, 
lying, fighting desperately to gain sorne ephemeral advan
tage - ali under the eye of the magnificent guerdon they 
pretended to believe in and knew they were jeopardizing 
by such acts. No, it was pure self-hypnosis. Weak man 
demanded off sets for his earthly woes, and he had concoctad 
them in a world of his own imagining. That was the history 
of man's religions; the concoction of other worldly offsets 
for worldly woes. In their heart of hearts, all knew that 
they were concoctions, and the haruspices Iaughed when 
they met each other. 

Supper was early at Mrs. Paynter's, as though to atone 
for the tardiness of yesterday. The boarders dispatched it 
not without recurring cheerfulness, broken now and again 
by fits of decorous silence. You could see that by to-morrow, 
or it rnight be next day, the house would be back in its nor
mal swing again. 

Mr. Queed withdrew to his little chamber. He trod the 
steps softly for once, and perhaps this was why, as he passed 
Mrs. Paynter's room, bis usually engrossed ear caught the 
sound of weeping, quiet but unrestrained, ceaseless, racking 
weeping, running on evermore, the weeping of Rache! for 
her children, who would not be comforted. 

The little Doctor shut the door of the Scriptorium and lit 
the gas. So far, his custom; but here his whim and hi~ 
wont parted. Instead of seating himself at his table, where 
the bound Post for January-March, 1902, awaited his exr 
ploration, he Iaid himself down on his tiny bed. • 

If he were to die to-night, who would weep for him like 
that? 

The thought had come unbidden to his rnind and sh1ck 
in his metaphysics Iike a burr. Now he remembered that 
the question was not entirely a new one. Fifi had once ~lml 
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him who would be sorry if he died, and had answered herself 
by saying that she would. Ho~ever, Fifi was dead, and 
therefore released from her prorruse. 

Yes Fifi was dead. He would never help her with her 
algebr~ again. The thought filled him with vague, unaccount
able regrets. He felt that he would willingly take twenty 
minutes a night from the wrecked Schedule to have ?er 
oome back, but unfortunately there was no way of arr~ngmg 
that now. He remembered the night he had sent F1fi out 
of the dining-room for coughing, and the re~embrance 
made him distinctly uncomfortable. He rather w1shed that 
he had told Fifi he was sorry about that, but it was too late 
now. Still he had told her that he was her frie?d; he ~as 
glad to remember that. But here, from a new pomt of VI_ew, 
was the trouble about having friends. They took your time 
while they lived, and then they went off and died and upset 
your evening's work. . 

Clearly, Fifi left behind many sorrowful fnends, a~ sho~ 
by her remarkable funeral. If he himself were to die, T1m 
and Murphy Queed would probably feel sorrowful,_but th:y 
would hardly come to the funeral. For one thmg, T1m 
could not come because of bis duties on the force, and 
Murphy, for ali he knew, was undergoing incarceration. 
About the only person he could think of as a probable 
attendant at his graveside was William Klinker. Yes, Buck 
would certainly be there, though it was asking a good deal 
to e.xpect him to weep. A funeral consisting of only .~ne 
person would look rather odd to those who were fam1har 
with such crowded churches as that he had seen to-day. 
Paople passing by would nudge each other and say that the 
dead must have led an eccentric life, indeed, to be so alone 
at the end. . . . Come to think of it, though, there would 
a't be any funeral. He had nothing to do with th~e most 
iateresting but clearly barbarie rites. Of course h1s ~y 
wO\lld be cremated by directions in the will. The operation 
woald be private, attracting no attention f~om any?ody. 
Back would malee the arrangements. He tned to p1cture 
Badt 1r9eping near the incinerator, and failed. 

• 
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Then there was bis father, whom, in twenty-four yean' 
sharing of the world together, he had never met. The man's 
behavior was odd, to say the least. From the world's point 
of view he had declined to own bis son. For such an unusual 
breach of custom, there must be sorne adequate explana
tion, and the circumstances ali pointed one way. This was 
that his mother (whom his boyhood had pictured as a 
woman of distinction who had eloped with somebody far 
beneath her) had failed to marry his father. The persistent 
mystery about his birth had always made him skeptical of 
Tim's statement that he had been present at the marriage. 
But he rarely thought of the matter at ali now. The moral 
responsibility was none of bis; and as for a name, Queed 
was as good as any other. X or Y was a good enough name 
for a real man, whose life could demonstrate his utter inde
pendence of the labels so carefully pasted upon him by en
vironment and circumstance. 

Still, if he were to die, he felt that bis father, if yet alive, 
should come fonvard and weep for him, even as Mrs. 
Paynter was weeping for Fifi clown in the Second Front. 
He should stand out like a man and take from Buck's hand 
the solemn ceremonies of cremation. He tried to picture 
his father weeping near the incinerator, and failed, partly 
owing to the mistiness surrounding that gentleman's bodily 
appearance. He felt that bis father was dodging bis just re
sponsibilities. For the first time in his life he perceived that, 
under certain circumstances, it might be an advantage to 
have sorne definite individual to whom you can point and 
say: "There goes my father." 

As it was, it ali carne clown to him and Buck. He and 
Buck were alone in the world together. He rather clung 
to the thought of Buck, and instantly caught himself at it. 
Very well; let him take it that way then. Take Buck as a 
symbol of the world, of those friendships which played such 
certain havoc with a man's Schedule. Was he glad that he 
had Buck or was he not? 

The little Doctor lay on ms baclc in the glare t.Wrrlai■g 
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tlai~gs ou.t. T.he gas in his eyes was an aonoyance, but he 
did not realiza it, and so did not get up, as another man 
would have done, and put it out. 

Certainly it was an extraordinary thing that the only 
critics he had ever had in his life had all three attacked 
bis theory of living at precisely the same point. They 
had all three urged him to get in touch with his environ
ment. He himself could unanswerably demonstrate that 
in such degree as he succeeded in isolating himsélf from his 
environment - at least until his great work was done -
in just that degree would his life be successful. But these 
three seemed to declare, with the confidence of those who 
su.te an axiom, tbat in just that degree was his life a failure. 
Of course they could not demonstrate tbeir contention as 
he could demonstrate his, but the absence of reasoning did 
not appear to shake their assurance in the smallest. Here 
then was anotber apparent conflict of instinct with reason: 
their instinct with his reason. Perhaps he might have dis
missed the whole thing as merely their religion, but that his 
father, with that mysterious letter of counsel, was among 
them. He did not picture his father as a religious man. 
Besides, Fifi, asked point-blank if that was her re_ligion, 
had denied, assuring him, singularly enough, that 1t was 
only common-sense. 

And among them, among ali the people that had touched 
him in this new life, there was no denying that he had had 
sorne curiously unsettling experiences. 

He had been ready to turn the pages of the book of life 
for Fifi an infant at his knee, and all at once Fifi had taken 
the bo~k from his hands and read aloud, in a language 
which was quite new to him, a lecture on his own sbort
comings. Tbere was no denying that her question ab~ut 
his notions on altruism had given him an odd, arrestmg 
glimpse of himself from a new peak. He had set out i_n his 
pride to punish Mr. Pat, and Mr. Pat had severely purus~ed 
him revealing him humiliatingly to hi.mself as a physical 
i~petent. He had dismissw Buck Klinker as a faintly 
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amusing brother to the ox, and now Buck Klinker was 
giving him valuable advice about his editorial work, to say 
nothing of jerking him by the ears toward physical compe
tency. He had thought to honor the Post by contributing 
of bis wisdom to it, and the PosJ had replied by contemptu
ously kicking him out. He had laughed at Colonel Cowles's 
editorials, and now he was staying out of bed of nights 
slavishly struggling to imitate them. He had meant to give 
Miss Weyland sorne expert advice sorne day about the 
running of her department, and suddenly she had turned 
about and stamped him as an all-around failure, meet not 
for reverence, but the laughter and pity of men. 

So far as he knew, nobody in the world admired him. 
They might admire his work, but him personally they felt 
sorry for or despised. Few even admired his work. The 
Post had given him satisfactory proof of that. Conant, 
Willoughby, and Smathers would admire it-yes, wish to 
the Lord that they had written it. But would that fi.11 bis 
cup to overflowing? By the way, had not Fifi asked him that 
very question, too-whether he would consider a life of 
that sort a successful life? Well- would he? Or could it 
imaginably be said that Fifi, rather, had had a successful 
life, as evidenced by her profoundly interesting funeral? 

Was it possible that a great authority on human society 
could make himself an even greater authority by personally 
assuming a part in the society which he theoretically admin
istered? Was it possible that he was missing sorne factor 
of large importance by his addiction to isolation and a 
schedule? 

In short, was it conceivable that he had it all wrong from 
the beginning, as the young lady Charles Weyland had said? 

The little Doctor lay still on his bed and his precious 
minutes slipped into hours. . . . If he finished his book at 
twenty-seven, what would he do with the rei;t of his life? 
Besides defending it from possible · criticism, besides ex
pounding and amplifying ita little further as need seemed 
to be, there would be no more work for him to do. Supreme 
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essence of philosophy, history, and ali science as it was, it 
was the final word of human wisdom. You might say that 
with it the work of the world was done. How then should 
he spend the remaining thirty or forty years of his life? 
As matters stood now he had, so to say, twenty years start 
on himself. Through the peculiar circumstances of his lif e, 
he had reached a point in his reading and study at twenty
four which another man could not hope to reach before he 
was forty-five or fifty. Other men had done daily work for 
a livelihood, and had only their evenings for their heart's 
desire. Spencer was a civil engineer. Mili was a clerk in an 
India house. Comte taught mathematics. But he, in all his 
life, had not averaged an hour a week's enforced distraction: 
all had gone to his own work. You might say that he was 
entitled to a heavy arrears in this direction. If he liked, he 
could idle for ten years, twenty years, and still be more than 
abreast of his age. 

And as it was, he could not pretend that he had kept the 
faith, that he was inviolably holding his Schedule unspotted 
from the world. No, he himself had outraged and deflowered 
the Schedule. Klinker's Exercises and the Post were delib
erate impieties. And he could not say that they had the 
sanction of his reason. The exercises had only a partial 
sanction; the Post no sanction at all. Both were but sops 
to wounded pride. Here, then, was a pretty situation: he, 
the triumphant rationalist, the toy of utterly irrational 
impulses - of an utterly irrational instinct. And this new 
impulse tugging at his inside, driving him to heed the irra
tional advice of his critics - what could it be but part and 
·parce! of the same mysterious but apparently deep-seated 
instinct? And what was the real significance of this instinct, 
and what in the name of Jerusalem was the matter with him 
anyway? 

He was twenty-four years old, without upbringing, and 
utterly alone in the world. He had raised himself, body and 
soul, out of printed books, and about all the education he 
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ever had was half an hour's biting talk from Charles Wey
land. Of course he did not recognize his denied youth 
when it rose and fell upon him, but he did recognize that 
his assailant was doughty. He locked arms with it and 
together they fell into undreamed depths. 

Buck Klinker, returning from sorne stag devilry at the 
hour of two A. M., and attracted to the Scriptorium by the 
light under the <loor, found the little Doctor pacing the floor 
in his stocking feet, with the gas blazing and the shade up as 
high as it would go. He halted in his marchings to stare 
at Buck with wild unrecognition, and his face looked so 
white and fierce that honest Buck, like the good friend he 
was, only said, "Well- good-night, Doc," and unobtru• 
flively withdrew. 


