
300 Strictly Business

"All right," said William. "I'm going to buy a cot-

tage on Lake Ronkonkoma next summer."

At midnight Jack raised his window and sat close to it.

He caught his breath at what he saw, though he had seen

and felt it a hundred times.

Far below and around lay the city like a ragged

purple dream. The irregular houses were like the broken

exteriors of cliffs lining deep gulches and winding streams.

Some were mountainous; some lay in long, monotonous

rows like the basalt precipices hanging over desert canons.

Such was the background of the wonderful, cruel, enchant-

ing, bewildering, fatal, great city. But into this back-

ground were cut myriads of brilliant parallelograms and

circles and squares through which glowed many colored

lights. And out of the violet and purple depths ascended

like the city's soul sounds and odors and thrills that make

up the civic body. There arose the breath of gaiety un-

restrained, of love, of hate, of all the passions that man

can know. There below him lay all things, good or bad,

that can be brought from the four corners of the earth to

instruct, please, thrill, enrich, despoil, elevate, cast down,

nurture or kill. Thus the flavor of it came up to him and

went into his blood.

There was a knock on his door. A telegram had come

for hun. It came from the West, and these were its words

:

"Come back home and the answer will be yes.

"Dolly."


