
EDITORIAL 

HAS it been marked by historians that 
the late William Jennings Bryan's 
last secular act on this earth was 

to catch flies? A curious detail, and not 
wi thout its sardonic overtones. He was 
the most sedulous flycatcher in American 
history, and by long odds the most success
ful. His quarry, of course, was not Musca 
domeffka but Homo neandertaUnsis. For forty 
years he tracked it w i th snare and blunder
buss, up and down the backways of the 
Republic. Wherever the flambeaux of Chau
tauqua smoked and guttered, and the bilge 
of Idealism ran in the veins, and Baptist 
pastors dammed the brooks wi th the saved, 
and men gathered who were weary and 
heavy laden, and their wives who were 
unyieldingly multiparous and full of Pe-
runa—there the indefatigable Jennings set 
up his traps and spread his bait. He knew 
every forlorn country town in the South 
and West, and he could crowd the most 
remote of them to suffocation by simply 
winding his horn. The city proletariat, 
transiently flustered by him in 1896, quickly 
penetrated his buncombe and would have 
no more of him; the gallery jeered him at 
every Democratic national convention for 
twenty-five years. But out where the grass 
grows high, and the horned cattle dream 
away the lazy days, and men still fear the 
powers and principalities of the air—out 
there between the corn-rows he held his 
old puissance to the end. There was no 
need of beaters to drive in his game. The 
news that he was coming was enough. For 
miles the flivver dust would choke the 
roads. And when he rose at the end of the 
day to discharge his Message there would 
be such breathless attention, such a rapt 
and enchanted ecstasy, such a sweet rustle 
of amens as the world had not known since 
Johanan fell to Herod's headsman. 
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There was something peculiarly fitting 
in the fact that his last days were spent in 
a one-horse Tennessee village, and that 
death found him there. The man felt at 
home in such scenes. He liked people who 
sweated freely, and were not debauched by 
the refinements of the toilet. Making his 
progress up and down the Main street of 
little Dayton, surrounded by gaping pri
mates from the upland valleys of the Cum
berland Range, his coat laid aside, his 
bare arms and hairy chest shining damply, 
his bald head sprinkled w i th dust—so ac
coutred and on display he was obviously 
happy. He liked getting up early in the 
morning, to the tune of cocks crowing on 
the dunghill. He liked the heavy, greasy 
victuals of the farmhouse kitchen. He liked 
country lawyers, country pastors, all coun
try people. I believe that this l iking was 
sincere—perhaps the only sincere thing in 
the man. His nose showed no uneasiness 
when a hillman in faded overalls and 
hickory shirt accosted him on the street, 
and besought him for light upon some 
mystery of Holy Writ . The simian gabble 
of a country town was not gabble to him, 
but wisdom of an occult and superior sort. 
In the presence of city folks he was palp
ably uneasy. Their clothes, I suspect, an
noyed him, and he was suspicious of their 
too delicate manners. He knew all the 
while that they were laughing at him—if 
not at his baroque theology, then at least 
at his alpaca pantaloons. But the yokels 
never laughed at him. To them he was 
not the huntsman but the prophet, and 
toward the end, as he gradually forsook 
mundane politics for purely ghostly con
cerns, they began to elevate him in their 
hierarchy. When he died he was the peer 
of Abraham. Another curious detail: his 
old enemy, Wilson, aspiring to the same 
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white and shining robe, came down wi th 
a thump. But Bryan made the grade. His 
place in the Tennessee hagiocracy is secure. 
If the village barber saved any of his hair, 
then it is curing gall-stones down there 
today. 

II 

But wha t label will he bear in more urbane 
regions? One, I fear, of a far less flattering 
kind. Bryan lived too long, and descended 
too deeply into the mud, to be taken 
seriously hereafter by fully literate men, 
even of the kind w h o wri te school-books. 
There was a scattering of sweet words in 
his funeral notices, but it was no more 
than a response to conventional sentimen
tality. The best verdict the most romantic 
editorial writer could dredge up, save in 
the eloquent South, was to the general 
effect that his imbecilities were excused 
by his earnestness—that under his clown
ing, as under that of the juggler of Notre 
Dame, there was the zeal of a steadfast 
soul. But this was apology, not praise; 
precisely the same thing might be said of 
Mary Baker G. Eddy, the late Czar Nicho
las, or Czolgosz. The truth is that even 
Bryan's sincerity will probably yield to 
wha t is called, in other fields, definitive 
criticism. Was he sincere when he opposed 
imperialism in the Philippines, or when 
he fed it w i th deserving Democrats in 
Santo Domingo? Was he sincere when he 
tried to shove the Prohibitionists under 
the table, or when he seized their banner 
and began to lead them wi th loud whoops ? 
Was he sincere when he bellowed against 
war, or when he dreamed of himself as a 
tin-soldier in uniform, wi th a grave re
served among the generals ? Was he sincere 
when he denounced the late John W. Davis, 
or when he swallowed Davis? Was he sin
cere when he fawned over Champ Clark, 
or when he betrayed Clark? Was he sincere 
when he pleaded for tolerance in New 
York, or when he bawled for the fagot 
and the stake in Tennessee? 

This talk of sincerity, I confess, fatigues 
ffie. If the fellow was sincere, then so was 

P. T. Barnum. The word is disgraced and 
degraded by such uses. He was, in fact, a 
charlatan, a mountebank, a zany wi thout 
shame or dignity. What animated him 
from end to end of his grotesque career was 
simply ambition—the ambition of a com
mon man to get his hand upon the collar 
of his superiors, or, failing that , to get 
his thumb into their eyes. He was born 
wi th a roaring voice, and it had the trick 
of inflaming half-wits. His whole career 
was devoted to raising these half-wits 
against their betters, tha t he himself might 
shine. His last battle will be grossly mis
understood if it is thought of as a mere 
exercise in fanaticism—that is, if Bryan 
the Fundamentalist Pope is mistaken for 
one of the bucolic Fundamentalists. There 
was much more in it than that , as every
one knows who saw him on the field. 
What moved him, at bottom, was simply 
hatred of the city men who had laughed 
at him so long, and brought him at last 
to so tatterdemalion an estate. He lusted 
for revenge upon them. He yearned to lead 
the anthropoid rabble against them, to set 
Homo neandertaletisis upon them, to punish 
them for the execution they had done upon 
him by attacking the very vitals of their 
civilization. He went far beyond the bounds 
of any merely religious frenzy, however 
inordinate. When he began denouncing the 
notion that man is a mammal even some 
of the hinds at Dayton were agape. And 
when, brought upon Darrow's cruel hook, 
he writhed and tossed in a very fury of 
malignancy, bawling against the baldest 
elements of sense and decency like a man 
frantic—when he came to that tragic cli
max there were snickers among the hinds 
as well as hosannas. 

Upon that hook, in t ruth , Bryan com
mitted suicide, as a legend as well as in 
the body. He staggered from the rustic 
court ready to die, and he staggered from 
it ready to be forgotten, save as a character 
in a third-rate farce, witless and in exe
crable taste. The chances are that history 
will put the peak of democracy in his time; 
it has been on the downward curve among 
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us since the campaign of 1896. He will be 
remembered, perhaps, as its supreme im
postor, the nduStio ad absurdum of its pre
tension. Bryan came very near being Presi
dent of the United States. In 1896, it is 
possible, he was actually elected. He lived 
long enough to make patriots thank the 
inscrutable gods for Harding, even for 
Coolidge. Dulness has got into the White 
House, and the smell of cabbage boiling, 
but there is at least nothing to compare to 
the intolerable buffoonery that went on in 
Tennessee. The President of the United 
States doesn't believe that the earth is 
square, and that witches should be put to 
death, and that Jonah swallowed the whale. 
The Golden Text is not painted weekly on 
the White House wall, and there is no 
need to keep ambassadors waiting while 
Pastor Simpson, of Smithsvillc, prays for 
rain in the Blue Room. We have escaped 
something—by a narrow margin, but still 
safely. 

Ill 

That is, so far. The Fundamentalists con
tinue at the wake, and sense gets a sort of 
reprieve. The legislature of Georgia, so 
the news comes, has shelved the anti-
evolution bill, and turns its back upon the 
legislature of Tennessee. Elsewhere minori
ties prepare for battle—here and there 
with some assurance of success. But it is 
too early, it seems to me, to send the fire
men home; the fire is still burning on 
many a far-flung hill, and it may begin to 
roar again at any moment. The evil that 
men do lives after them. Bryan, in his 
malice, started something that it will not 
be easy to stop. In ten thousand country 
towns his old heelers, the evangelical pas
tors, are propagating his gospel, and every
where the yokels are ready for it. When he 

disappeared from the big cities, the big 
cities made the capital error of assuming 
that he was done for. If they heard of him 
at all, it was only as a crimp for real-
estate speculators—the heroic foe of the 
unearned increment hauling it in with 
both hands. He seemed preposterous, and 
hence harmless. But all the while he was 
busy among his old lieges, preparing for 
a jacquerie that should floor all his enemies 
at one blow. He did the job competently. 
He had vast skill at such enterprises. 
Heave an egg out of a Pullman window, 
and you will hit a Fundamentalist almost 
anywhere in the United States today. They 
swarm in the country towns, inflamed by 
their pastors, and with a saint, now, to 
venerate. They are thick in the mean 
streets behind the gas-works. They are 
everywhere that learning is too heavy a 
burden for mortal minds, even the vague, 
pathetic learning on tap in little red school-
houses. They march with the Klan, with 
the Christian Endeavor Society, with the 
Junior Order of United American Mechan
ics, with the Epworth League, with all 
the rococo bands that poor and unhappy 
folk organize to bring some light of pur
pose into their lives. They have had a 
thrill, and they are ready for more. 

Such is Bryan's legacy to his country. 
He couldn't be President, but he could at 
least help magnificently in the solemn 
business of shutting off the presidency 
from every intelligent and self-respecting 
man. The storm, perhaps, won't last long, 
as time goes in history. It may help, in
deed, to break up the democratic delusion, 
now already showing weakness, and so 
hasten its own end. But while it lasts it 
will blow off some roofs and flood some 
sanctuaries. 

H. L. M. 
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LOVE AFFAIR 

BY JAMES STEVENS 

TIMES and times ago these mountain 
lands were known as the Volcano 
Country. The dismal, silent hollows 

of the peaks hereabouts were all roaring 
craters then. All days the sun shone red 
through black clouds over the land, and 
all nights the moon was dimmed by 
smoky blazes. And the only notable crea
tures that lived in the Volcano Country 
were the lava-bears, which had cast-iron 
feet and asbestos hides; the lightning-
birds, which had lamps in their tails and 
left blue streaks wherever they flew; and 
the virtuous spring-tailed vaccuses, which 
ruled the country. Beside these notables, 
there were firefish in the hissing streams, 
fireflies in the smoky air, glow-worms in 
the ashy earth, and other hot and juicy 
small creatures whose names have not come 
down to us. Banks of fireweed grew along 
the scalding creeks which flowed under 
plumes of steam through the red-pepper 
pastures where the lava-bears roved. The 
Volcano Country, my lads, was a warm, 
warm land. 

It was scorned and despised by the crea
tures of all other countries. The lean-
bellied sand-gougers, the six-winged toola-
hens and the green-eyed, rough-necked, 
thousand-footed dollarpedes of the Great 
Southern Desert ridiculed, in their con
claves, the lava-bears and the lightning-
birds, and had few notions of respect for 
the spring-tailed vaccuses. Eastward the 
badgerbeasts in their prairie caves had 
many chuckling dreams about the humor
ous creatures of the Volcano Country. And 
on in the great forest land the mighty 
woofer-bears shook oak trees to the earth 
when they thought about that strange 

country, and laughed. And the elks, the 
moose, the eagles, the gaudy sireners, the 
gruff oddbellers, the white-eyed kluxbats, 
the snorting rotor-ryans, and the lesser 
species of the vast forest population held 
clow^n parades among the trees in ridicule 
of the poor Volcano Country creatures. 
And down in the Southeast the waumpus-
cats and the yam-wolves would yowl and 
howl at night in the face of the yellow 
moon, their green eyes and their red eyes 
glowing with scorn among the snowy 
blooms of the cotton trees, their noses 
lifted sneeringly, as they thought of the 
Volcano Country beasts and birds. Even 
on the West Coast the totemcods, the blond 
wolves and the tigermunks scoffed at their 
neighbors over the mountains, in the times 
when they were not skittering about in 
search of treehoppers, sage-gulls and sal
mon-berries. 

In the cool, green forest lands above the 
Border, where lived and reigned the might
iest beasts of all, the Volcano Country was 
seldom thought about. The kingly crea
tures who kept a solitary tribe there, the 
magnificent minktums of golden fur, sil
very steel claws and velvet feet, had too 
much pride and dignity to clown it in ridi
cule of less fortunate creatures. Not even 
in secret did they do it. Never a one of 
them would stoop to chuckle, scoff at the 
vaccus-ruled land, even in the privacy of 
his comfortable cave. 

Each minktum had a cave of his own. 
Each magnificent minktum was masculine. 
A golden-coated he-beast from nose-whis
ker to tail-tuft. The eyes of a minktum 
were blazes of black in the sunlight. At 
night they glittered with red sparks. The 
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