
Moonbeams from the Larger Lunacy

She had risen and was gathering up her 
wraps. “And you,” she said, “why are you 
going to America?”

“Why?” he answered. “Because I want to 
see, to know, to learn. And when I have 
learned and seen and known, I want other peo­
ple to see and to learn and to know. I want 
to write it all down, all the vast palpitating 
picture of it. Ah! if I only could—I want to 
see” (and here he passed his hand through his 
hair as if trying to remember) “something of 
the relations of labour and capital, of the ex­
traordinary development of industrial machin­
ery, of the new and intricate organisation of 
corporation finance, and in particular I want to 
try to analyse—no- one has ever done it yet— 
the men who guide and drive it all. I want to 
set down the psychology of the multimillion­
aire!”

He paused. The girl stood irresolute. She 
was thinking (apparently, for if not, why stand 
there?).

“Perhaps,” she faltered, “I could help you.”
“You!”
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