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WHAT'S IN A NAME? 7

complained. What was good enough for his mother

was good enough for him.

It seemed just an ordinary matter of routine for

him to pick up French and German verbs. He was

far from being brilliant, but he was sensitive and

his '^emory was sound. Since his mother's ambi-

tion was to see him an accomplished linguist, he

applied himself to the task as if everything in the

world depended upon it, just as he knew that when

the time came he would apply himself as thoroughly

to the question of rugs and carpets.

Under all this filial loyalty ran the pure strain of

golden romance, side by side with the lesser metal

of practicality. When he began to read the masters

he preferred their romances to their novei.,. He
even wrote poetry in secret, and when his mother

discovered the fact she cried over the sentimental

verses. The father had to be told. He laughed and

declared that the boy would some day develop into

a good writer of advertisements. This quiet laugh-

ter, unburdened as it was with ridicule, was enough

to set George's muse a-winging, and she never came

back.

After leaving college he was given a modest letter


