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* [~ ] Q;le day in the middle of January, 1912, some tTwenty members

of the Danish Colony in New York recelved e letter calling them to a

meeting at the Hotel McAlpin to discuss "a matter of the greatest impor=

tence for all of us." The document was signed by kr. ¥M.C. ladsen,who

at thet time wes constructing Long Beach,L.Il.,and was one of the most

respected Danes in America.
OO LEI'TH'U

Akl
They all gt the appointed hour,and Mr. Madsen declared in a

little speech thet he was very sorry to bring up a matter which would

undoubtedly give the whole party a terrible shock: - Herman Bang was

coming to Americal

f’:«h:«dg _
This peefon ity 1»&7«‘3 SllI‘pI‘lSE'. Evervone was startled cwizedtnsey.

Cnly an iunorant yqung fellow who ﬁ«m born in &rerica and ce .ﬁz&ﬁoﬁ

4 2 wa a- sod Looksnay  dod.
Who is Herman Bang? H+a mame wéd ﬂ" o *4‘ ‘ﬁ q

What a ﬁﬂ‘;%&y guestion! Everyone knew who Herman Bang was, although
‘ II Ll_,‘{.l fg r
very few of the persons present had ever read & line 2L e

Ll_ ban cowmitsy
They were mostly Danes who hﬁd lived in for a number of yeers,
hod dad Lolite < 4 Aeep bp tofh >

end Wil Uneas wavsie Opportunitv to COI’.L‘-‘mpOY‘nI‘? Denish li=
e . ot e
”f-(aJ wee Gff acm{ﬂ g‘_;,,;lf_, 72e Jforwes Flai Cﬂi ade & o‘JqCMA,L;’

e L +
grama slaslr-ing Ap e D i s i Gk e

terature. Yet sli—td—bRen.la = ,
fha¥ ewy/ovs | ard Y
Mno*oriouq;nerﬂonplitv Herman Eam - the Danish novelist,

a dak,ew T tm?’ P~ Carvea¥ose .

wibhdm—tha_

DLoSG—a-lennan-Bang, These caricatures had found their way to the
L G
Danes in Americe,whereas Bang's mer%m had not,
S omi

'ell,you see," explained one of the older gentlemen, ™ vemy=SHonn-

MM

"Herman Bang - feili# - well...he has a certein resemblance e Cscar

idge s o e AT tle ~ DHW*{' }/é«ri‘ - o ol
q::m b in e dark




0]-) / fma~ W tHE 1‘rn0rant--ﬂmung--mmd&v\inedimhat"'wsr"wrong"wfth""rﬁ‘a

e T
literary compatriot,and why thHewnews.pf -h*rs*’iﬂ:?minon‘t Brrival qtlr-red

.-u-o-u-.—.._

up.aueh’ ex‘citement o b e DTN 1E TaTEY"; ﬁa men

There was a muddle of amewe questions,answers,proposals end nervous

little exclamations. MM%WMWM

WWMWM%M*@GW- .How did hir.
M.C.Madsen get the revolting news?=Why,quite simply - one of Bang's
vrdler

friends had .irem a letter,requesting lir.Madsen to help Ban -\: his rz-i:

Y val and oqqiblv to Brr&nge for hin a lectur;g\in New York.)  —m»s
g T\?u ﬁ naf Aave Sadod alread .,Z
'l-ﬂﬂ q+n+n ol pedan o mambiang g -Inn+'11.h
B il - e . -

g :i | Mﬁt San Franclsco or Los Angeles he would board one of #ae
"m-m dsb—pand Ly

["’D"ﬂnis Fast Asiatic Co. PR

""-.

eha e ld
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{o's
ho=wes—sbaniins.for. One of the ladies remarkeu' m excnauimglv

~{

ﬁ' '\ﬁ | fJJJ
a}_% ¥ fond ofL travelling, M@ Zpid..." Her face iﬂ&—& scmr i

Li"b § Qs W weas T sk dad :{uﬂA Al - Yo

7 I‘?E \ " " fe must see to it that he goes * back on the next stpesmer."
;8 ) | gl caner” Lo o

- "He'll ruin our rer:utatsion 1n th

Lo 79 el 4 onagt 0 :
,5 gﬁpammﬂh L ¢L W’M T - Oscar ﬂildehiil,thts

® most embgrrassing for all Englishme R

SRR nrwub;-::_/ ‘{n

> —— )
\ ff[m IH‘K-&&‘“_, E 3
¢ Jf.g-é the cuqtomj officers MQ-, "Nothing to declare but my Eenius

oceasion; he bored everybody by preaching the "Sclence of the Besutiful";

he was ridiculed by %4 e newspapers and e ® Hé;vard boys, snubbed
-M&W by Walt

wa whhi,
scanda lmnn—an&.a&;mf'

said one of the Danish gentlemen. "Representatives of small nations

tedank Asn hbBD
wewe chould be more careful, We are __-4.;“-6& position to

challenge public opinion. os'

by Harriet Beecher Stowe,and(in a dubious

Whitman. "But the British can affo

{:m.«m-‘m. ﬂf
snebnencmgn wondered whether Herman Bang still dserved i-—m-

e e eolled e D L wes e T madaon wayes Wl o bga

W ?tfml % e;:; %%m scinhed Ths MMH‘C—




u??,

oo Yo mae

)

e ".I‘faa., -&ﬂ‘

'?ww*uv

+ il

> 4

oW
PYINEPE

o

?:iwcsr 1d,had lived in Paris and St.Petersburg,and wes a prominent member of
A\

5 L% d h calim
~ \gradually realized two basic facts,beiry ¢& which their moral

|
'\E indignation. ln“eﬁﬁ;tlmn, remark chethe-Sepeneed reminded them,first

. ~ i : ! ’
(s f“a e f_Ll- : T}\Rj ; s
, the notorious comnstrict<actuallv as)on his ways
0
- Wv rers—nebniTr—to 1o aUU_t_aamef tae Danish Colony
S had ns elritotine éu}f” Yo  PRoef ” ‘-f’:gC-Lh sTadle -

-la sub-committee

&

M newspaper,Nordlyset,in New York;Mr.E.V.Eskesen,a prominent menufacturer
"

Wm&%mmﬁﬁ-ﬁ eipen@ liesn't he in

feet an exile from his country,sn outcast vagabonding through the worldy

]

"4 volontary exile...",sald the gentleman,but another Bmeite patriot inter=

ua”g .

‘I‘&ad him: "Not quite volontary,if you pleasel Zor MNr.Bang had—’\g od reasons

l 2 GLJ : e n ]
v, The police was after him..." Somebody

innuired "Isn't the title of his laat novel ¥Wee Homeless,or without i
| bhe that .

Fstherland or something WW'A 8
Ad .fhfju e{.m.,\_ 2 Densed

recent work the ominous title ]

confirmed that Herman Beng's

Qw.m try/

—And she added:

M1t is an excellent book,too. I've read it,"

&

The last speaker,a certain Haroneasﬁ/,seemed to be the only one in

ilzt'nis circle who hed actuaslly resd a book by Herman Bang. She imew the

2 'the Danish Colony,although some of her compatriots considered her slightly

" oa:d
leccentric. "It 1= a ouite f‘escina*"lng, book, kagasi she repaesed,in s mild

I Poncg - e Srmalhing & htu}'i#:uu ad U L9oMs o ne Thal)
Sl detnrmined W We sre very privileged Lo Aedcaas e
\ & ol Yorefeoms b5 arhor_

grtAan in New York.
This  waax fock

rereeded the gathering. They

Boanmoss 50

Which
9l of the international renutation/\:;.r.Bang enjoyed,notwithstanding c

star ertain
ﬂu‘ Ohe -5-"'. y ‘Jlj]

embarrassing rumors concerning his private life.

ke g U

L= o I UJ-\TJLr'LA.-I. I-P

gfter—aliz—ietls-tpy-to—nake-the-best—out-of-ity

A sort of grave fataslism preveiled among the Scandinavien Americans

‘at the McAlpin Hotel.

: 8til11 somewhat Tudbinglv they finelly formed

v ophon of -
5311&3.&9-5-&31-9 It consisted of kir.

‘bme
'Bmil Opffer,an old schoolmate of Bang’ and at that)editor of the Danish




a.s

=j s*gptical,of course,as to the eventual success of their efforts. But once
’  thev had made up their minds that the lecture take place,they zzerapdea

and himself sn amateur poet,and two other gent lemen. They made an appoint=

ment for a special meeting in Mr,Opffer!'s foice.

o ok

They decided that,after all,a 1ectureuﬂymxlﬁfbe arranged for lir.Bang.
Fa 14 5
His works were very popular in :ermanvr\ome of theE had even been translated

A oktles (argua svally wega-dd ar p
"The gentlemen had to aumiEﬁgge was]one oI the fese
i

figureq of modern Danish 11teratuiE;Jtnﬁwham&engaﬂhadﬂ-muuaﬁ

=

1ittle concert hall in the BAreneh Hotel %ref?rt,on lower

qu'
e had & seating capacity of three hundred.

Fifth Avenue

Thev had tickets printed,advertisements Inserted in the Danish,Norwegian

send Swedish newspapers,and they Peniheniuone

) sent out a thousand letters to Danes in New York. They\still Werd wsey

the w&ple affair as bsiem connected with the patriotic ceuse. Lach of the

four gentlemen was even ready Lo _pey his share of the inevitable deflcit,

P £
The ladies,meanwhilg,ﬁiscussed

-Tju,ih-é(‘.écf { ell T.L;, "lu

e R - bl—-"'-”' i e

hog ¢ :h:.u. Jhr_‘.a'éca..F"
qgronessxﬂ.,le femme du monde,seied- Zpe spenker st tidse

i
‘VeXd JZ :
tea parfies. She even had & plcture of Hermen Bang,which wes

zealusly examined by ell her friends. The young man ¢én the portrait was
unnsuelly and disturbingly attractive. The first thing that struck one
wes the prominent and finely formed back of Eﬁm head,on which the smooth,
glossy black hair gleamed;then one observed the mournful glance of the
deepset eyes under theilr long lashes;then the infinite sensitiveness and
nobility of the outline of the face, which the wvoung man - melancholy but

JétdhhfL

eager to please - turned to the in half-profile.

"He looks like an Oriental prince," observed one of the ladies,half
. The Baroness smiled: "Yet he

is descended from one of our oldesiﬁpost distinguished families, Didn't




5 A Exce leney Bang,
you know his fine old f_randtsthe the #wdinept physiclian? He wes ehnewes

. ¥ I #2413 remember his funeralay
= 2 “'E‘ /
1% u,_g,u Severesl members of the royal family were ¥resent,and representatives

all the hospitals and universities. When I saw Hermangsome years agogin

St.Petersburg,he used to tell me sc=mapp-teoweadns stories aboul wketTpnedd.

0ld gentleman. He adored him,you know,...and he was j;;vﬂa!%w lonely, #xtte
w_ﬁ-fm?’ helpless m,% the old manl} -CJ : ™. There wes no money left

hal

just & few thousand crones. Hermen wanted to become an actor ,mo-;{."@ﬂ*m

@ Wahiafe (ot m :
Vi G for the theatre., But he has no talent at all - as an

renbing o0 oo Boug's Fofal ok

actor,I mean,.." She laughed softly

7£EJG|~T n\n Vo : Lb&k}rﬁhl

e apisics: "I once saw him in Bergen," she ger®virued.

"He played Oswald,in Ibgsen's Ghosts., It was horrible, £ abserteliy—serpibiey/

People bombarded him with rotten apples,but he was

An~ gl tﬁﬂM"‘ﬂ i,
.\—E"vfhﬁ'ﬁterical that he hardly noticed the

~ape” She laughed again,while the other lady,a lerge-bosomed,very dignified

Hhaokt,
matron,remarked with a sour smile: "That's what I s, He

makes a fool eme of himself." A younger womsn,demmfirgy gazling et Ssngia

y was
&'%whimcreq' "But...I had no idea...pnst he ¥ so terribly handsome..."

"9 o afrard =ueactj Mﬂy_ﬂ}) _ el =

) . Lo—memaurE , 113 face has §800me

ho js . I :
quite vellow and wrinkled. But m-w—-o irresistible. 5y,
R X G'Mu.('ﬁ. Checfuite
Seedmems., how often I have been amused by himl M

Var i ol ol ol

f‘w-u
J7 " ank

l-‘}*ﬁ‘ il

HOmaPPobiaedn cvening ciress"ne wears a brocade weistcoet end long white

under

;1gcé5-.m his coatsleeves long ladies' sime# gloves,you under=

142 /5 Mﬂx/ T
stand - kpzis C-e I haa dinner with him at the Imperial Castle,

S DAY
in St.petersburg. M baf—‘em that the o her of the Czar ¥
ned oued 7o Yalbk o :
hepoems to be very fond of Bang? MW.. Well,

there we were,in the Imperiasl dining hall, ané‘ all those imposing butlers




i U 3 v
watchﬁ? every movement we made. Nowsimagine —J% imagine dear Hermsn

stripping off his long white glacé:lt was ibsolutelv aen-ig-_-_t}c_}_%w
s’ /11 the generals and high officials jrpesens were literally petrified

with lmpyprisep ety horror. But the 0ld Empress - smiled...sweet old darling

M she is!"

The Denish ladies smiled too, aquoug,h thev wer%ﬂrble to understand the
e dgntarics G-TW-L §/

profound horror of of long 1aaies' BlOVes Wik

or_ & Scandinavian novelist. Yet they could not help being lmpressed by the

dimed

fact that the Baroness snd the poet had hserainpes together at the Imperial

Castle in St.Petersburg. "Very amusing,indeed," they agreed reluctantly.

neT 7o Ao

But the Baroness seemed ,being Ebaorbedgonce mcr93 in Hgrgpen
of Hesiwar, BdO bl foy Thara twom
Bepgés fascinating portralt,&He Lm

as though ghevyeg talking to herself. "When he looks at you =‘<:nmrﬁwoe

eyes,’ she sald,

njﬁ'h das Weins &Iscmwh 9
e through and througl iR s evervtning,
g daws @ ¢ _Lm.ﬁd fz-m 4 Caudg

ebsolugtely everything...Yes ,d=iQiss

(9 3 kY amu S ‘fi'.!n..r
: and you couldn't‘ji?;ag,ine a more reliable friend..."

The large-bosomed metron sﬂrugg%e is very effeminate and rather

one & 7, o uRo af
malliiousﬁm Probably WM&

la @f “ou

She assumed her most dignified

L

U

expression,while the Baroness gilggled: "But who would dare to poke fun

Taunched 2

et you ,my beloved. J"Ilia:\,rn:u Bang is a good fellow." mereupun she m
"Thers 4 e

enEbpledng = few more snecdotes,

'56 (o ,,{w(ﬂn Aix Bdftll”ji

that he is’& illegitimate son of & grand duchess anala Roatweboy . B
Becauny, Ao dots fave o cirron, c:m,a’f'xﬁbx b oluan ol Ts
% ia: of aristcocratic fazZupas

and a somehow forced,hectic mlgaw

o RO . 1 L o et YRR N AV B den ol dlde8- Q86 THTET : TS
e ske pawsed o moment, ;
iose Suitdiona—ef=srCtotp' 62 y, then added: "I don't

understand very much about literature;but I reeily think he 1is & great




%%m Clun, oo

A’G,e{’ ned, Jh-?-i?}tfhe&iﬁcﬁ a_
writer. Have you read anything of his?" The ladies m

foemt—rbe—trdnes ) Baroness A. offered: "I'1l leek !L.-«_A(

@@k some of his books for you. You are bound to weep over them., He is only

7&.& 'C..'!r ;‘MMW K's

too well informed on the TS o o o dLrsn=aly epousl

aew style 1s quuple,candid,conciae - gquite

charqet:

jﬁe went to the book-case and took out several volumes,carressing them

gs if thev were living creatures, "Michsel...",she smiled at one of the
wals !Lmi}‘u_-_g

volumes as though skes—-#es addressing an old friend whom she in sfter

g2 too-long period of sep@rstion. "This is g marvellous story e ,you know =
: b YovhG M _The geral 42 ‘~ROY

the story of Mlichael,the and |Cleude Loret, pre—s—etwatostmmy
w dawd b Ea&]&u, oxlend  om

who loves him. The Master mﬂw Hodin...It is a very sad

I maes alwavs cry when 1

story,too.

messengers to Michael's house - the very house the liaster had given him -,

: Decaiss
but Michacl does not come. me* he is madly in love jpowsmmetrmmew - 2Dsolute=
an L

ly " w his love for a magnificent woman,and he hgppens to he

Héé: /s dys'u .fﬁdmdm a.b-k.fh oves aud_over,
in bed with her the Master Where 1is

hen eI A g
mwm%e is iIn love,

and #® young,and cruel - and the Master dies... It is heart-breaking,"seid

I'.ichael,"‘? but Michael is very far away,

aw d AHY
the Baroness)m added,somewhsat p&% "and,of course,a little bit

maudlin..,."

_ el on 9
She turned over the leaves of some other vciumes/\s'ne had m—

the=beek=ease to the tea-table. The Danish lauieq CllI'iOuEllEl glancﬂu EZ the

W hike ﬂg Loqgtem
books W they were tne r-efrain

of f—“wm& song. AMMMWWb

Spe-isincomparal

R Fﬂ_-._fl-*

OBl QLD WO 8L 8 AOpelessly “An- 1ova,a11 “those meek - sna eraBbees
bh-Mmgt 1¥0.0

afehiacarandfather




g{i 1 g A Hopeless Generatlon - his first novel,he was onl,‘;' twr-\nt,v-—one [eilj
ol
3o ppoté iy, jmts an immeture plece of work,of course..." ﬁho-%

74, a &J.Yum n.u'u’ e s

orkAnpady "But By the Wayside

is s ...ﬁsterniece } a very short novel,but M&b&mﬁhﬂum

G&ucrﬂus:
m A.nd here is Tine - z-&Gedl 1 almost  had

forgotten Tine though ﬂw-m

&2 eprihes the Prussian invasion %Slesvig,mﬂw
don -?h.ﬂhd_) :
hmﬁnﬂﬂr 2 was u%rjin the islend of Als\ﬁ.grtn Slesvig,

and hig family left that part of Denmark just before the Prussian

.-l-
Bpoitg ar iveu.

-tne-evacuatbion ot -£i8yloe.
M@/

SRR '... -mshabh-ﬂﬁmmﬂmrtmm

O T b7 e e .

o180t -eno-bhe-posttION "y f~thre~gdtesrig-Danes
under -Ferman-deominatton s gome=of-thermutPres that ronstentiy re=

i~ 74{

% \ ("L'H‘"i'!'l‘h > ..";l

3he uttered a silvery little cry as though Are r‘ecogniﬂﬂj_another

'V;':.Ln taF ety
evaeuwahmn. & -~
,.u,_'&_,_ Ll !

nan YA

| desdowed-gne- familiar face in the £zueEing gallery of her souvenirs.

peny A Zraan
"The White House - oh,what & lovely atorv' It's

Ve - i e ok 18 SV AT ~6 grar--fohle H.M

O ‘]_Twas L »(maﬁ; ﬁ L'J .u-ﬂh, tho m e § ma -ﬁ-tw.fz.
| ~ ) :

g- Mﬂm...ﬁnd,hereﬁﬁe Grey House,%% and

]
1
g’ —-—
Féf\; / sinister portrait of his grandfather,the old Excellency...he 1s dewse
-
_ g = Y _ .
F=y ﬁl Qﬂe when he describes ey old people,doomed people,meéen and
\J women who have to dle very qnmn, or women who are hopelessly in love -
wl«

they Wsuffer cF.tTentl ev talk about quite extra=

s :hc.j{,. L t{;d,xmn_ Hal /i
C:::JA?T& Mﬂ 7{ % ;44,/24. e W::?

/ ﬂmac,.! Mu
e ”’“J,,w R ek




(B \ oub-we-can-alweys Tl thelr. ,s-ammmwgﬂaﬁ:.m“;m;-ienmm
AORLLALrrr Sy O —dBma—me stor. of -aiving-the-greal draii Dot Woonmibemhiios- . .
LiA N0 Ne PAL LRS-l ~DOOKS-E68ii-t0-Be Aomrmen 4y Toire . -
hsm-ﬂﬁvmﬁquaruanuﬂﬂﬁkﬁhmamma.hnnniaﬁmﬂaaang4..1he acrobats in The Four
Eevils - soh,you Eggﬂ%eau The Four Devils,ituannashnin-ia one of the best
stories h:x:rote...,and that poor llutlf—.‘ waiter who loves WA things

and perfumbd end besutiful faces,but nml-i-aeﬂ—-bm he will nevarm” nem,

so he commits suicide...Or that story of the young nurse,lida Brandt,who

¢
works in ##e lunatic asylum,and is in love with a2 handsome fellow who éx%

15 fua ouT fér wWhaF 4 cam i ] & haw's ém.& o)
_ Shié pays|all his dinners,and she mmme carried 4 -

the Baroness sald. “Eed ¥ b
'Eﬁ CDM aca-m a d.aq'aca he.-

And she read aloud,

had a sudden lump in her throat:

It is said thet he who looks on Jehove,dies. But I say: if a single

wmes crosture were to see another cresture to the very depths of his sk

soul,he would die. #nd if it were conceiveble that a man should see himself

to the very depths of his soul,he would heve no hesitation in leying his

head uncomplainingly on the block end sccepting his ineviteble punishment.

There was a long slilence.
Finally one of the women said: "I wonder if he will have & good time
in this country. After sll,we are s tough people,here in America - and

he seems to be...how shall I say...somehow morbid..."

X
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2 When Hermann Beng asrrived,one morning late in January,ns was recelived
by & large committee. It was the Baroness /ﬂ who recognised him - a frall,

trembling little figure a*nong L;m ﬂ-bhﬁp more robust Mﬂ travellers., but
el 7he cha 71’4} e CUY 'L“‘J

tlo o0l Aaudly conCead The, Sho Zuf e
W%]E,gmm . armm; hia s /191‘ )

00k
Ld round with fright Wa nir.r. and s iu* "H@llo,Herman, ..
#w Ahe 4 dioTrau 3
dear Hermenp... ¥Ké&zhagd g entpacZedzami Mo,.na.uam bodeey

"Nice to see FOuU...S0 many Dem::-le...r‘nsr"ninb...em:hanté.-." Hel w&' around

o7k ok alnsll g@uc.w kel v j 2y if Tl dock i %“ﬁwtq_ fro oo

1P - - - E °
Mr.Opffer,Beng's old schoolmate, finelly exclaimed with 4 forced joviellitys
"Hello,o0ld boy! You look f‘ine..w chengei‘ at alls.."

Herman Bang slowly turne owards him mﬁa yellow,me wrinkled,wretched
Judh
face, For a few seconds it seemed numb AP nostile &8 the face of a 'J.ear.ﬁ

the horrifying fece of a roysl mummy. Then ne smiled again,and now his

Anda)
smile was indul;.gentmqﬁﬁﬁ and unuerstandinm,tnough slightly conternpseye

a_qi% %2d infinitely tired. "Oh,isn't this r:ui.l'?" he said. "01d Emil Upif‘aﬂr..?aﬁ‘ﬂl
]

4 pin ke Toamt i t’.m\.»\,,f_,; wﬂﬁfmr
~——Tfow E-'%e! No,we don't change,old fellow. ok change. .." ponr

They to(?{ him t-::: the Hot 1 astor. The lsdies of the reception com=
o 4 b -

Hat A wol

mittee were hasfmteduisg ' oy b E—J P
the most nervous creaié' ever seem™ They observed
7‘1J ,{1 Tm!fw C.MTLW i —;_5. s/ ] -
_ =4St i g N el Ll T -
) (7]
LePoT-heawiv., rwﬂwpriqinb; = aM and at the
same time }e qm*t oi‘ trip;sometimes one might have thought him

tiptoeing over glowing stones. Everyone was inclined to treat him as =8
very old men or a 8ick 1ittle boy. He was so utterly weak and helpless.

The members of the committee were surprised Wn#&:p—-ﬁem his

apartment at the FAstor® full of flowers and visiting-cards. The tele=

Naw
phone w}ccmstantl}rjm;visitors were snnounced by the score, ne
wanted to see all of them. Not only Danes appeared,but also Swedes,Nor=

weglians,Fins,Germens,and even @8ome tmericans., The bell-boys dellvered




dodd

one box of flowers after another. And in-the middle of this

ik poemeee nlis drayingroongsat Herman Bang,in a fantastic dressing-
gown of brocade,bewildered,scared and pleased, feintly smiling.

"you have so many friend}" whispered the Baroness ﬁ. "Tsn't 1t wonder=

ful?" He sidegp/ly squeezed her hand.
= O

The next dey Bang wanted to see the sights of New York City. The consen=

ﬁ-thl_h d

sus of opinion among the members of the Ms® Committee,nowever,wss that it

n_biu.ﬁf /v

b G
al

muScttlar g

1

would be sheer murder to let him out on the streets glone. The traffic of

uu_,.\J:

the mebropolis would certainly frighten him out of his wits. ur.zgkensen,

¢

menufacturer and amateurkpoet,sent s young man from his office to escort

4
M@l A Dwad

Bang whereever he went.

i do Gt

“On street oesmwewe crosslngs he slmost car=

OLT“;GD L T
VL

~The

rieu tha q]tm little figure of Herman Bang,and on trains he literally Azl
JdM
f ne would wege ° ild,and put him down on a seat.

Lo
smiled the poet. "Thank vou very much." And the %qylﬁfgnun‘ﬁhn—angu&:

"You're perfectly welcome,sir,I'm sure."

fisirt—-

"Thenk you,"

Mgonn zlhn pdd-bive~

k>
B6rn in this country. "But my folks came from Denmark o
|l L]

_Lﬁ'n

he de=

¢ lared proudly.
The poet seemed PiA® very interested in every detail of John's 1life,
past,present,or future., How much money did he earn in Mr,Hskensen's office?

&

P Wes he living with his family? How many brothers and slsters did he

heve? What was his fipncée's fqmv Was she blondgor dark? Was he very

d ) b dﬂ-ﬁ*-q!ﬂw ) \
iAo &
much in love with her? —r— lsughed,slight lv)ﬁi&%zuaigﬁeqd

"I gues) so. W SL“.& Q jaolﬁ Joﬂu'

But the poet went on asking questions. "Is your fiancée very pretty?
n —"")
Does she love you very much? re— e &=t Tha she was
crazy sbout him. "You know how #dss- girls ere," he added mysteriously.

The poet said: "You are very strong." And the gusrdien-angel seemed flat=




-11 8=
Jonny considered it his duty to show this foreigner so much as possibles
of New York. Besides he w:Jsdfproud of the city as 1if he had dglt it him=
self. They went up-town and down-town,and Herman Beng had to visit China
Town znd Herlem and Brooklyn snd Central Park. nTttg bigger than Copen=

hpbgen 1an't it?" Jonny asked # for the qeventh time,snd leughed heartily

(&S 5
M his own little joke. But Bang Afaamgl ne %rtbﬁa, "Jt's tremendous,
'6/%5-5

he said. "It's huge. Like a monster with innumerable Mmghégs - Ereecy and

LhTHYhovs
cruel and fmegd - nd constantly growing. ..grcwing,growj.ng.growing. W

gclmf; Wﬂﬂq & Ao

Giljlb! on-mor me-%oem...killing and ereating humaen belings...

Lt
= J-:f"mf was somewhst) 1 ;-e-rm-aaibaprasseﬂ- by this confused, poetical

L

talk. "This is the Tlmes Building," he explained. "pretty tall,isn't 1te"
- And Herman Bang,agein with his enyious distorted smile: "It's tremen=

a
dous...tremendous..." = Jonny grew W worried. "What ﬁ% you mean,

¥r.,Bang?" [ -m {:5"“ R IS (‘/Lr’\. /'FJ?/ A
/yj\/ﬁ. %Aﬁ ,.:‘!‘.ﬁz::- iy ,




) a:h
/M | tered. - "Verwv sthletic," said the poetmﬁe lﬁvm%u‘éhm—

anwadll declared that he was san amateur boxer: " - and a pretty good one,

)]

too,they say."
i P e

Efopgt Mrie - is-tae Times-suilaini,
o ol A

explained JdohnsslPreftv.fall,dsnli. it Ghe-poet HEd an Ebsent-minaed

smile.. ' iremendous,. he nodded,and, then ﬁpeated WIEROEFETE, A lnost HePPLried
Aly OO NN O
- t_askedstWhetd you=

L[]

veiecew lIbls tremendous .. tremendousaes

_ MWH.WW Iqe poet made a hasty little gesture as if &=
:ﬁqm Yo, WevE_
(] ¥ feighten away something thet was disturbing him,a nightmare,an

] 1
ghonl's ,
Muisior“ He la*-.1g_hed,==orqewhj convulsively. "It's idiotic. I'm

seeing midday chimeras..." - "ihat #you qme?“
Ll

_ co itttk
..)\G’JI‘L

"ﬂem nervous," the poet wed, apologetically. "But it somehow struck

w4

78

oS

me - you and the building together. It reminded me of a young EodREKHing

among huge rocks...45ghaphe ¥oeungand ne plays with him...There és g new

wilderness,a new jungle,new mountains - the skyscrapers,piled uﬁuu:;mn

dots dad 464 Ao L~

hands...There 1s & new innocence,a2 new strength...Yes,there are New Gods,

he whispered,standing motionle%e middle of Times Squaregsurrounded

'
Tt I, . Jaug
ueeh . e wad Co :

<3 3
% by cars as Dvaaanae;pus monsters.
ae
W JGte,he is nutsy" thought John. He was terrified. At the same time he

lii{"d his or:c'i protégé more than everegfarxe. 'Poor little guy,' he felt,
Actashiink p. Ao rfed Lite & R

¢
Ly i Come slong,
&n ﬂLu
Herman! Come glong! You can't stand here,you' re the traffic -
Al The
don't you hear? Aemmwels drivers are shouting at you..."

tushed <de
And he mebeéed him across the street - a relieble , Pro=

tecting the frail and problematic child of snother land,of another age.
"Phenks," mumred the poet when they had safely reached the other side

of the street, "Thank you,John."




He did not know himself whether he was thenking him for hils ldyers,

protection egeinst the aggressive cars and the rude drivers - or for hils

having called him Herman.
B3

Then came the evening of Hermsn Bang's lecture st the Hotel U&Lvort.
The members of the arrangement committee arrived very early,although
Denish effeirs in New York usually aaékﬁﬁ&e sn hour or 8oy feszﬁe‘ananng
4gggz§ﬁm@@ Mr.Opffer,Mr.Eskensen and the other gentlemen were surprised to

i éhéikd;:ﬂ;sgsndﬁ-unungzﬂ
find the hall slready half filled. By the time
delivered his precious charge, - the speaker - ,the hall was filled to
seating capacity,end reOplEi%ﬁ@;gbto teke up standling room agsinst the
walls, Finglly Mr.®skensen had to close the doors. Qutside he heard angry
words. A furious voice was calling the respectable committee "& bunch of
stupid fools" ﬁ % a hall Zb#®e that MWMQM
not half large enocugh. At last people were standing outside on the street
and could not even get into the vestibule.

The BarOness/ﬁ. wes more worried by this surprising crowd than she

would have been by an empty house. *What do they come for?“ she kept o

1) Yo uaqd41
asking herself. 'It can't be genuine llterary interest.
: : ; 7 .
Yo A Taalde - Jc@f asC :
e 8800, aﬂgE"ﬁwrfwﬂhﬂneoﬂ Are they Jjust attracted by

his bad reputation;? Do they went to 1nspect the notorious model of so
many cartoons in the Copenhsgen magazines?'

Nm 20 very botty g

" e rrrire—wtt—te—t+tws," she sald to Hermen Bang. "We have never

h
had such s crowd before, It's a great evening,Herman. Filsess—emmmel
,_\Qrﬂ{ h 'T,q’,,-';‘_ 4 1
But he . He was exceedingly nervous. "Where is John?" he
asked, John was chatting,somewhere in the background,with a mschinlst,
"1 want you to stand et this door,next to the platform,while I am

) A Jarlod € wer st
reeding," said Bang. Ank to the Baroness,ss if this / - %

t ttnagf&ii%haﬁiﬁhggg "He is my guardian-sngel,you knew," : i { ;,

The ladies and wentlemen who had received Hermsn Bang at the gepbeuy,
Omly a #&w cﬁ;;‘?ﬁﬁé:a




: Aol - T»{qﬂza..x;fovwbn R s |
4}’ | hardly regognised him when he ar&ﬂ on the platform.| Mle seemed e

{ 1 mmm--ﬁWQmﬁim ‘L‘hq?;manjﬁﬂ

nervous nor bashfulg
L/

imnrovisﬁ?a little opening speech,looked #R ten years younger than the
Shoivels A = _ ol do
Zenadgg cresture who had greeted them @ He was 4@;@5@@,4&2&&&

2 “L oud > &
ubv- j ) loquent. His words DOuPﬂﬁ copious and articulate: 1t was a to

listen.
;ﬂéff%r CHE-ENOT T MO AU TOTY adaress ne res ! : _ "TT e

e y
recenfz\novel, Sgalipaee- (iithout a Country. The audlience was spellbouml From

L]

Demnnm; to end, For Bang did not just read the.etery-uf the L:rng,t, violi=
wM"'W-

nlm-m—trmﬂinﬁ I the Orient Express Trainthe was acting it.

wes nlgyinz;,inciaec.i not merely the leading cheracter - Joan,the homeless

He

\

virtlosi - ,but slsd\his Variouqﬁgplgaggueﬁ“aﬁﬂtﬁew were cnattlnL,ﬁosqim—

e e S _..".‘-—---- s
J‘

'ping,irtrlguing in the Mning car, He transformecd him’self into the con=

\
ceited French composer,the gremdv pienist, the bagéhtv wife of the diplomat
who = contempuously watched all Lhesn DEnEmiapﬂ as though they were wild

\
animals in a zoo. He did not stay ‘-:m his cp{ir, moved around; for now he was

e T S R S ———

& walter,Dealan : saes - and o swewwed moment later,
P.\‘

)

he was Joan sgain,the homeless ::rne,n._g“lf a‘r.,istocrat and hsalf-gipsy. He 1mi=

rred through tfhe.rnoom,ne

tated voices,f fragments of convenhations vh

-

ﬁpoke with French,Hungarisn

s greamed. like—e-woman; TEughed L{Ke an 01d men,

parodied the silly vaplity of a tenor,the
N

English and German accents,!

L

cocuetish gestures of an ggeing women singer,the g aeadegemce of the
B

L ki

e il
aristocratic ledy. It )I‘BS exceedingly amusing,very funny“gnd very sad.

The empty platform yfq crowded with garrulous,excited neopl&,\a mot ley,

colourful party, w..fttv people,silly people,or oﬂtuse and“annaeﬂt_peoule.
4 1#41“"-""’.“.

SR "
had-ihedr oW Fhces and gestures and tnair\own




RBal

After the short introductory address he read a few chapters of his

novel Denied a Country. The sudience wes spellbound from beglinning to

ady e s i A ; :
;ﬁﬁf read the story of Joan ujﬂﬂZT)hEnE prince of

J

Alpdeed hes eIl UL,

end. For he did not .
e A e

ﬂo—Gonntry}Q&&a great violinist e wee zcling 3%

. - T [ ! d
\_—>1t on the stage. Yes,he actually WEs’yoan in whose veins so geilfeldd

LN

Mmar Y
g“ kgrisl e blood were intermingled; Danish k2god,and Hungarlan and Houmsnlan,
ﬂ 1 = mil e 3
oy Ahetg. The audience slmost wept when Bang imitated old Ane,young Joan's
= 8
z_\ Denish nurse,who used to sing FZ& him:
;ﬁ "There is a lovely land
= Beside the sweepling blllows
73 On Baltic's briny strand.
3 > It winds afar in hill and dale,
\ > 0ld Denmark is 1ts name

And it is Freye's hall."
A : 2 ; . /
And later,in the international French boarding-school,where Joan was

educated,all the boys neiled up Guewdimmesedst over thelr beds thne

N I N .
respective  flags of theirfcountrfff But Joan had no flagA~For-tre—sad no
Nl 3 J
country. "Well,his mother was a Dane," declared one of the boys. But
Y Baranr Ktk

eruelly: "You cen't have half a

enother of his fellow-pupils

country."

he sat there at the foot of

Josn had neither spoken nor moved =
seemed reflected on

Harald's bed and the colour of the foreign flag
his face as & deep blush.
Then he asked,pretending not to nhave heard what had just been saila:
13ut whv don't they live in their own countries?!

IWho?!' sald Harald.

'"The poets.!
Hareld pursed his 1lipsS....:
'....you can't do great work unless you have & longing in your heart.

That's why we all live abroad,sll those who count,.'

grave silence in the hall filled with Danish Amerilcans,
(linets. G The udicnes ‘Lﬁlﬁ'h&j

There was &

But

A el the scne ef
and many shrieked with 1aughtenzwhen he D¢ the dinner in the

Orient Express. Joén shered the table with his Australian geccompanist

Henry Collyett,who practised ten hours a day, "end as soon as he gets

out of doors he says he's longing for Melbourne."




13¢)

J The slim little men on the platform transformed himself into the stout
Dutchmen,Herr Haagemester,who was accompenied by his North German 'cellist

- a youth whose mouth was @xactly the size of a @herry: - and Herman

Bang, for_a few moments,had & cherry mouth. In the next second,however,

Wil A,

L=t e B S e “voice of M.Jean Roy of the Paris Opére who could
be heard above efidbhewnes ‘R&roleﬂt-nulandidlnuinhawa&eep%ﬂgm&ea"nﬂhe
&naeunaaé——-ea4and&d&mvf Aﬁg%ﬁg-aqaggyﬁ tne haughty attitude of the German

5 %‘{\J'.lflr.jlq
Minister at Bucherest)anﬁ his wife the whimet virtuoscs througt
bngasile .

her

The inspired spesker did not stey on his chai?ﬁﬁ%ﬁea around, for now he
was the waiter who balanced the tray with the cups of boulllon,- end a

- R . e :
moment later he was Joan agasin,who heerd the Minister's wife say to her

husband: "Is he snother virtuoso?" - in & tone which showed she had ex=
. : g Y :

pected something more distinguished from hém. e i da Aok vie B ok e e A7

SoReas-HReT. Louched the~ bablw-ﬁlotm Tewvboay TR tHE AUdience

ba&&evadrthﬁtaherman 3ang'a finger-tina which were thWin and briLtle
anag ﬁ/gﬁn_wiué.nlcatina,wena achingy

ﬂrazmentq of conversstions whirred though the room,every language a.
- o /]
$# Europe could be heard,and Bang imitated-&iﬁﬁiﬁi&hﬂ&iﬂe was the French
composer ,Monsieur Bizot,who moved his stiff blue hands incessantly over
the table-cloth,as though raking together invisible heaps of gola - per=

haps the monthly pent#ffrom the houses of 111 fame which the composer of

Legend of St.Cecilia owned in the provincial towns of the Midi. He ex=

claimed with tﬂﬂ-‘ffﬂ—lﬂ‘ beautiful tenor of K.Jean Koy: "To the *;uf&namy
of French art!" - clinking glasses with Monsieur Bizot,whlle two young
R’Umanians,hidden away in the opposite corner,clapped their ring-covered
hands. Their dinner jackets fitted them like a skin,and so aid Herman

Bang's elegant cireﬂcs-suit}mm maede in London.

Jﬁtﬁﬂfr*X'
The &mu:ﬂmen&*%f the euainncaﬁhrﬁﬁm~ﬁ9¥&}4ﬂuumuﬂ%P3ucnec its elimax

when the mixed crowd in the Orient Express dinner car began to discuss




. E n -
colleagues” plunged

@
M

business: e11 at once the whole bend of "respect

bonuses,debentures, ena divi

nto t B s, i
J ¥ L

¢ Gifwolle i

- while Joan alone remeined silent under tn%.éﬁiiﬁgﬁ vhleh the e

] { f 1= o0l i Nnper Lt ot AT
winister's wife turned in sstonishment from one stock-jobDer L0 anotliel

amieg, ¥the future lies in America. We shall live to see New York OUutgErow

aLzlf

London," Some people,ne said,swore by New Orleans:;but one s#Zis never
JLilAL/ Ll e - 48 R | Sh= = 2

$¢ invest monev in s place one didn't know,

fWAN
But the audlence k?éw serious zain
) ﬁei&e!r f oan

when Herm - - &3, transforme
Aetnan A b Jtmfﬁ#tif

madame, Il never fiF%'CLJlFA;ﬂ. 3

: i s T | K W 4 @i
ind for thet matter I've known so few artlists dle rich. A sudden sile
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fell upon the car. lMademe de Steln
the hand ss if to push straggling hair from her forehead,though there was

of the train seemed

none there - while all at once the panting noil
to engulf everything,and the rattling of doors and windows struck upon

Ehe egr . aevs

Tha Lft-\rlﬁllﬂe wasg tremendaolus. _';"U’E‘t‘-_‘l.r bc"__ljf wWEes tilT‘il %EG'W!




"He is a wizard!" they exclaimed. "He is absolutely amazing! He has a thou=
Mhard Owg eli've it
sand faces,and of them ls so 4niman. ..

After The r’nter:nissicn he read a short story desling with a meek ame

38R elderly spinster by the name of Irene Holm. She is a
former ballet dancer,and now has to give dancing-lessons to clumsy lads
and girls in & northern village, There was no plot,no exciting action in the

<
dreary story of Irene Holmi#g #Z&P arrives in that remote village,with her

: ha 15 ehusys half fyon, sho A3
few belongings in sn old champagne bwsket,&&ﬂ_ﬁﬂﬁfﬁéﬁﬁﬁﬁa A 5
infinitely pathetic with her worn-out clothes and her worn-out amile. When
the ¢ "season" is over,she has to pack up her #ee chempagne basket agein,

and the little farewell-party she arrangesgis the melancholy climex of the
Yal nah
$MH?P¢Q9th\ For Mlle,Holm becomes a little tipsy - just a little

bi_t - ,8nd her pupils persuede her to dance a solo,something serious,®f the
{ff SNervgrre.
&S0yl she used to n the "resl theatre". ind she dances ls 1ls grande
(A
:-;ar;ulj.taine*) 7 Pwnovaedn all the affected, graceful s 8 and poses &ge %

basr¥dghpeg thirty years ago. She is x2zrm rir:iculous,ver}r tragic. People

'
#

laugh at her., It 18 just an ordinery fallure,nothing else, Irene Holm
weepa,and the sympathetic daughter of the pastor tries to comfort her.

It a? 1ast oze of tnose minor tragedles; a rather depressing story. Yelg

when the author read it =loud!

. He imitated the music,

the » cruel laughter of the peasent j the sillly giggling of provincial

AL Py sans i \
girls, Hls face Mnll th ba-ﬁ-m %h —Zeen 0ld danseus el

M He seemdd exhausted and his face was wet with tears

when he ended hils reaqding.

Amemmh—wm@ny - = ] X : udience:

e — T SR

-

It-was the createst— sucgess I thiwe ldrre ArEAEER e Inmant- timt—m—yazm

=

bn-New-Y6PFK Had ever experiaﬁcedy '
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,.],_.;‘f;‘ ch_ ;Wd‘ % | =
: fie formal lecture . J&p Bang went

lI
/]5 The show was not yet ove

Lueg 3
on chatting, laughing,smiling, shaking hands with everybody. He Avddap iy

A G4ed 4 Lt .
aéhw“},l? fw the flowers £%&et heaped up on a 4w little table on the stage,
v ¢

frt.'.].,s ’ ¥

He carried severasl big bouguets to the bar of tie hotel where a&’%ﬁo
l-u—]w.d‘oé?[uaﬁ

party had gathered anogreceived ey with m applause. He smiled,

took a bow,and thén suddenly very serious. "It's wonderful in

imerica," he said softly to the Baroness who was standing next to nim.

"I am having & wonderful time here with all of you."

Neétaed
He was animated,he sparkled;sometimes his 5miet§r'\§i)aw somewhat

hectic. He told hurfrous stories sbout his Mrdesguer experiences as

dlhal.ua.

a8 ABpafraddd critic,a lecturer and an agent. The lengthy tale of the

na
3 J ..
Herman Bang tournée,twanty ?VGHI'S%,WF&S funny as well as touching,

a real tragi-comedy. Oh,ell those dreary provincial places in Denmark

Aat-
and Norwey Memeessliitetaie ey had visited! - he described them

ridiculous 1ittln mf‘ﬂernos the very cqsenc r_wf

those childish Mplevs’
rormtcuaaisonmy) He pawistases loughed heertily:lhe mere idea of those

l¢

Q
g poor dramatie attempté seemed terribly funny to him. Ithe people snored
\_j

Qud drashe

in the theatre - yves,they literally snored... Our impresario was Lng

. ’L‘f ,and finally asked me to arrange & religious concert with the

| musical members of my company. He wes a sort of expert Aﬁv religions

concerts,you see. 'Yes,Sir,' he used to say, 'that way you appeal to

uﬂ ke

the finest feelings of the people,you get the public,ena the czhrc.‘nes

Ol

Wi (Pl e UJ!'k

ere not expensive.'! " dHe-werTTery-alusing- —oa- he dmittebec-dngatdeadly

ofebriandse

i
fural

Al ol Ampw
_mwam}xiﬁ L

He
Il m\

The Baroness]}br'zzq 1isten with s#g slmost painful attention,was wems

|

3 L St . \
enchanted @g at jhe sgme time alarmed. "She screamed wilth lasughter,

qu ed |
she was ohepmﬁ,ﬂnﬁi.@hﬁ-&d;yet she could not help thinking: 'There is

!

L Th
something wrong s@eut nim. I don't know what it is, He 1s absolutely

1 Cod b
divine,I heve never seen him like this;but there is a;ﬁwmwm




st
night-ﬂonn/&he-g&apﬂi?n-rngwirﬁeééveﬂeé
.-*“'—’—.’rJ—\

=

Lo
_ | ice cream gad hot chocolate sauce. %w&m
Wjﬂlmﬂm‘

know, in Paris, s Helsingfors,Vienne,Berlin and Prague. He ;;’%
y \ b I / P4
}MjMthbi'égiggéaé%ﬂiﬁ?the permanent underground struggle of tThe Czech people

in his eyes #hfed I don't like:Ax £eoa, it frightens me... Perhaps

ne
is taking drugs,' she thought,and was very worried by this new ldes.
'Yes,that's probably why he has this convulsive laughter. He uses

narcotics,I am sure...Poor Herman Bang. My poor friend...!

vh
He hea;m%:@,.

ad
mesnwhile,to tell anecdotes about people he szt ta

egainst their Austrian suppressors.

: He imitated the great Viennese
, Sam VB S aises -
actress,Frau Wolter sJ

Ré jane,the Parlsian vedettesd-,
Wrepaupcg g plunged into a story em = elown he had once seen in
London.

; : . ghaeveoed
"you are at home everywhere," vremsvsed

one of the ladies
admiringly. "Or - nowhere...",said Herman Bang.

!
[
And a gentlemangat the other end of the tablagaaid Wiz a deep,

smst ominous voice: "Denied a Country...'

- which was sse senseless,

vet pesporicusiyzaneckintsl Lﬂmﬂfé afflfwkéf'h;f .
: (
The walters sppeared With the dessert.

The IEPEE-DOSOmEd matron
who had been so afraid of}fermén Bang

a.c,
g's ‘ewdgms malliclouspoffered hi
a plate ;

¢ g
e sehd, "It's perversQ.."

I.nte_étaj—

PYPNE DRI (R

his celebrated

we [~
"You were 80

evening," Herman Bang seid. "Didn't you like my
mah gisured A

the Astor Hotel.

lectures" -

v e

_ -9 Lked M a foT &ﬁé‘
| fomert! i ' Sy | : ./M" ' 3
“, i"’?@ll é@.aut,ﬁ-— ; L‘;J—f' 5
ii hsa no idea

(et

f felt,..kind of bewlldered...
you

g;eéf .
were such a actor,and knew so many stories...

| And vou certeinly know how to deal with wemenl The whole bunech was
| . ﬁ\d 3 ¥ arg % ®
,’Cl‘u zv about you - a el e Nara. g ar e B J
lll' il

Thet Baroncss,for instance,mes

8924, . Why don't you meke her,lmssssd lir.Bang? You could have her =
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Sha :
like that!" He am i his fingers,; Wirsia—erder=bo=gow IO 11t T om—

Lfifort-thosneovedist oI Need-to~sediloo: the Baroness, i
Ve ?(ﬂa‘m#n‘mi Bu ¢ '\-IQXT\
'kangg[#aiﬁ a bleak, e——tmtommg snile. %ﬁﬂ.ﬂ& I=9a¥ A | ;};ueﬂsf‘ he

a7
saild after a psuse,snd ma de iiL. rety little gestures. "Well - good night,
wed , Loy, ‘EJ
Then, he hgdx¥lm trippe ;JBPCI the elevaetor ,moving his feet in
JLMSM
] Agerg way as though he pes W'Elr‘iln& over glowing stones.

+

Two deys later Bang ke to leave New York on his long journey to

the Wr'rj:-o- st. Zerly in the morning John appeared at the “istor® to

help him peckingarestiigas

5

{7@

it
H0Eh frare et e e el etase/ (ore sllent for a
X while, Bang looked more tired and sickly than ever_._,,.—/'
;l {?Finally John said: "I hate to see you make that trip alome...

You aren't tough enough,Mr.Beng...You look kind of pale,anyhow...

ko,

You should take along some strong fellow..."

\u “—__ "I'd 1ike to take you with me," sald Bang.

"Why don't you?" ' 5. SUGSETT=ONEA A ‘Hmw
/ #ind Bang,after a long peuse,very softly: "It would be a gresat

£ swe o

mistake,John. It would #eptsainiw be a fatal blunder."

John did not unt‘n:ﬂsrnna Fak e o,

50*:5 alon g -

Before they left the hotel,Bang gave him a clgarette box and one

£

of his books with & dedicstion. It was the Dgnish version of Denied

a& Countrv. John was a little disappointed as he could hardly read-=sg

v q&g{ﬂ_
Denish. But he liked the cigarette box. "It's much too peegiens," he

A
said. 'Hee! - it's ﬁfé’ay gold..."
Bang made a desperate effort to smile,

or :
"You're so \5'@(1," saild John,and suddenly toucnea/hi-p_i%ittle,uelicats
1971




fingers with his Dig,CldﬁSY nana. “1u should have children, Misetamey

on Lok
You'd be a swekl uaci{,kﬁwgauwu -nv don't vou have & son,Nr.Bang?"

He did not answer. After a few seconds he pggiider said: "We must

hurrv,boyv. It's a;mv lpu,...' d-ne-aoded-witir-an-odd-glanee—vneatl

Jienﬁe (o i< S o )¥ 40 8ol a0 Lo o

seemad-tHo.embrace.and at-the-same-time o

.

J ot I p-afraid yindeed, it may e ﬂlreﬂd?'tOﬁnisbe:¢€)ﬁ

A number of friends had come to the train to see him off. There

were Mr.Opffer,lir.Medsen,Mr.® Eskensen,the large-bosomed lady,snd the

Baroness. Bang Jfade Tiogety—++ttd cestures utiered confus renteTICES,
_ Ot
ﬁﬂd—ﬂ-ﬂﬂnﬂglaiﬂeydi&%@ﬂ$ﬂﬁ“ﬂﬂt&?/LlG not find his railway ticketjwas

heunted by the ldee of losing his many bags. "Where are my things?"

he kept asking nervously. "The little bag with my books...? Oh
L=} = 3 b}

n

it's terrible,dreadful...ms like a nightmare...

'why do you lesve?" asked the Baroness. "Why don't you stay nere,

N o)
with us? Why must you go to the \qﬁstcoast?"

i

e AT RO gt LEane ] - :
fe gplocad o dor, ot 4 et T

lnbears

she felt. 'He is lost. I am sure he takes narcotics

whatewes Thode Sesn, 4L 1A/ug€ Qg

'He 1s doomed,'’

- cocaline,or morphine,or

Ma s gﬂ&- @l He Frug
led, jiisswfacewde so terribly ,and he eneTEElR treﬁbleﬁa..koor

Herman - my poor friend...'
John helped him “&to a seat and wrapped him up like a sick child.
"I hete to see you go," he seid,once more
"Thanks," sald Herman Bang without looking at him,
His gﬁ:rdin:—sub@l left him., He wes alone. He was freezing in spite
of the heavf‘blsnkets.

Outside the friends weaved goodbye as the train started slowly to

move., "He looks so bewildered," said Mr.Opffer. "So wesk..."

® snd ¥r,Eskensen wondered, "Shall we ever see him agein?" -
_ 15 el e
while John seld tc the Baroness,;iﬁnwﬁmn&ueani,almost suffocated/




wices "He's a funny guy. But a good fellow - a damned good fellow,
that's what he is."

(ma-*}l‘_
The Beroness nodded. John noticed that her beautli 1l eyes wora

s o (UL f3&¢

with tesrs. 'She ssssfhighipp fond of nim,all right,! WW&
JpmeiiFys whispered: "you muast tell me more about him,Jonn. § know him
fo¥such a long timej;but I didn't see very much of nin mdheeaeddfe 1N
New York, He was gﬁg; busy - el sight-seeing..."There was a little

L Lol 6 )y
twinkle in her eyes: a neughty 1little ml#s oI jeadousy,John thougnt.

But her smile Wﬁs as she added: "You must m ve a cup of tea
ome of #hma Ay Le .Gl r}iigu,wu-?‘f-a loa
with me, k¥ = . Wmmnywe:jm to leare all about his
impreasions of New York,and what he-i‘-ﬁ‘ best, Wby emeonbousimtg,
(‘M/ x /r,{._{‘f-zgﬁ,c,u//'} RN Pe g Al o B Y e

John was extremely flattered ¥F Che idea of having tea wit 1 the

AT Ji"uf’ a. a Qail,

napiasess. "Thanks," he said,and
] ]

A

G A
that she was & pretty woman, mqtill M” attractlive ,2dedilfid,
MM&’& (f“’ra (2 7‘“”‘! _

: Ewcm b g _ 'l«.g,'m _ LAk 4;‘ /(u_pr

Y
acmnff‘ﬁiﬁ?p&——é;bmn blushed as tuou.tqn)ne%w by & sudden

feeling of.‘ guilt.

e
He 1nterrupten the journey at Chicago where he had another lecture
-QLJ -m met people and sgw old friends again. He saw nobody. He
was blind. He heard nntither thellliit%;lﬁ nor the maliclous phrases ad=
dressed to him., He was deaf. He Espoke,and his own volce sounded st raﬁrﬁc
to him. He did not know what he was talking about., He said: "I am
fascinated by America., It's cogossal. I am eager to see more of it."
But how could he see anythingwkuhe was Sééa% with blir:igs? "I am
in s hurry," he said. "The transcontinental train...#® The boat is

- 3 | | s -
waiting. How feﬁﬁ'is San Francisco?" They said,Z2000 miles or so, hLe

nodded: "Yes,yes,it's colossel." He was absent-minded. He dld not




€£0~t An (s Gh sSederocd
j want to visit the famous stock—yards,nn" ,&Ldzgnnn*&m in the

museum or the public libérary. He insisted, "I am 1in a Mrry... s 8s

£ reecseteiecelneeseemb ¢ 1ysterious power - a storm or a tremendous,
ene drivng Aim one
invisible hand - Asae driving]némwu Alne:-aim, vressing ndw,

ﬂlrﬁﬁ: nfo
H @é his compartment on the transcontinental trein ageé-peiTos
L.,he @ 1§ muu AL 1 ﬂu. dﬁuﬂ—él{mi& fon
ne-gead Pell whaere-e musi ANBLte m-{' ‘execntion,
They said Wwviwm: "Have & nice trip,lr.Bangl Don't forget to write

amd

us s posEuaerdn from Shanghail” jami1zhmm grinned as if they had made
A:ma%
= joke.

He promised, "I certainly will."

They suggested: "You should stop at Salt Lake City. It's worthziils
seeing #..."

9 ﬂ'.u Ao peid”
He groaned: "Yes...certainly...of course..." He btwembdey, cruelly

shaken by the invisible fist.

did wot beave
ALY, loncer, Wese ure nights)y I chﬁapaév—;eéi

his compartment. He hardly slept. Without the solsce of sleep he had

The days were long,and

to await the end of the night,the end of the journey.
fro-powidvadbenesdd He spent the days and many am nour$ of the nights

staring through the window at a landscape that seemed to him monotonous

and yvet evez‘*—c‘nanging. Mr hours and ';mur-s,é,'_:,

endless..s and how empty! I so empty...These
tremendous plains are not inhebited by humen beings. What an abundance
of room - :space for millions and millions to come...unused space for

\ JﬁltAA”t—
:‘-;'enerationsJ;MMﬂnfguilty creatures,cursed, suffering creatures.

...But I say: if a single creature were to see another creature to the

very depths of his soul,he would die...

T nmmmebeseaabear no responsibllity for those innumersble trageales

that are in prepsration. I em innocent,immaculate as & monk,not tainted




with the ugly sin of propagatlon. T em detached,remote,free - as Loy
travellers are. L have no country,nc home,no children. No children.

T am sterile,

Thers were ancient tribes =2U* believed that E#; sterile man wes
3 -'I:-u.-v’ud

holw. There were others .tcugpﬂa&QZEOd-hiﬁ .

TAL 12

1 am thasnas.

§

Americe is pregnant with sotential life. But I am no part of 1it.

I am doomed.

Oh, America - pregnant with future laughterg, Pitauns hatred, AP,
; B A : ) 5 : .
lovae: loaded with The genius of 1its unsoorn sons,with the beauly of
% L=

“\\
{+s unsborn daughters,with the horror of coming revolutions,the atroclty

L

of coming wars,the mgrsnerity of promised peace...(Ch, America,over=
burdened with possibilities and hopes - oh,endless lessss landscape,

landscape of youth - ¢ M@ no-deadla lanuscane

o most 42 9
Yooth . ¥8%Y am detached and sterile,and I am doomed...
T deatl.

ll \_":U&L‘ id'lj-l{lh f""l]f
' These eternal high=

K

This dusty ulldernes- % Aﬂ
ApsTine H Féﬁ 5, ave onfy Tha mo

wavs have no gA@i;ma:&ig for net-fheqe empty plains %¢#+ﬁuap

o |
tdae murderous features of ﬁue—medus&& ha,

v ) :
I'his country kiflls me b4 : tts 'very zreatness. It destroys me

M/ X hovaul

Eh:qneh its youthfulness,its ssrenLt;J%:;TFE;I;%v. I knew it when i1

Toomad it heg i fo T Bulbfdmgs
JW'

T

in Wev York;when I heard and saw and felt the
éMMﬂa
laughter of the

9 idt Qah fuoftzhon
;Jdﬁn%g%_gﬁa}ﬂéamvnnﬁq& - who left me. This
rhish

country ¥324 me. I knew it when I arrilved. I knew it when I left

~JhaV ] waf Cahng oY Th
Copenhagen. I Knﬁw t my last Jjourney. ALdawrmwwhere—ttﬂﬂﬁ-

gy 75
America me, I am through.

It dazes me with 1ts rivers and dsmsefcctories,with its athletie

l--|

youth, iiﬁ!hkgro songs,its eruel nolse,its boredom, its ;ﬁdiﬁ-entnusiaqm,

""E MSC. < Gi 1.,}" : 46 v Ao b
its tremendous lust for life...with 1ts greatneqs,

ﬁ1ﬁvﬂ$urr&b&e—grautneaoTiba—*nsp&réng—greutneaaq- - R
,‘ Prass Whicl 9 Atz ; |
d:m %/Lwiy e . ity 2 nJum,f
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The days pass on,and the night)et last reach their end,but the train
wwjmx%dc% }

gpeﬁm9n~ﬂunninguﬁﬂﬂ,Jnuéw s the

transcontinentel train,the train without
; = . :
Qlvae &L A@J-lha}_"jh Lk L ] ﬁ{ﬂ%afnﬂe
Pon ke £ R0 8585 . « o 1110 haaliame® S CENETY changes: now the hes to

climb steep hills,high mountains;there are rocks and e Gesp valkys

between snow-capped peaks. The traveller in the solitude of his elegant
T pannpam 2 amq.
felt a new apprehension;but this time it was a physical ¥ His heart

-.._Lg Aqﬁ{; ﬁ:"lm‘h vfh‘tﬁ“"‘ i IR
- - AmpwtUik < /F4 could not stand this Hhzady e 1titude, wme Poctors

had warned him before he left;bu he had smiled and shrugged in his

.

t
LUl o : ad Corme
absent-minded Nowgﬂuyﬁxaﬂrhmé,tne heart-attack, Feesnerppensy

the spasm:he could hardly breathe.

He swallowed his medicine,hastily. The painful fit pessed. lhe
trein speeded downhill,

= —=

He got over the dangerous attack - for tThe time being. But there

re other mountsins to come - higher oneg,very hlgh ones: he xnew it
\Lﬁ_ﬂudﬁ’tﬂ 'B‘L&mq‘t of alktmo :IJ'L;’«W‘ ),
jould his organism stand [the thin air? - 'And if not...?' he thought,
Al ho ,'th&ﬁﬂﬂzj
: 7o)

W

(o

apeva ke ;
with sk eweros obstinacy. 'I am throuéh,anyﬂﬂmy.i

se2 San Franciscoﬁgr the Buddha temples in the Far East. I renounce the
trip around the world.-fThe shortest wey to your own hesert

_ Myirp_ﬂ ._,_;. e = e nlf=dR
around the world.. ) }ﬁ!ﬁt.phiiosopﬂer #ae coined thdl_cubicus Haﬂgggg
5 Isanyeasey — : _ may : .
anﬁhaJh, b eggﬁe was mistaken... 1 hada solved the riddle,halfwaye#. I recog=
tlat

nise the cruel laws Waukeh dominate my life. I accept them,simddering

leads you

but without resistance. I accept them.

...If it were conceivable that a man should see himself to the

very depths of his soul,he would have no hesitation in laying hls head

uncompleininglv on the block and accepting his inevitable punishment.

I do not complain.

patiently I wait for the end of the night - and I know the dawn
will shine with & bloody splenuor...]

He ex;minec‘hia map and found out that the State of Utah 720 AQQJ

— A, :
Shbesstagi=dns conSderable altitude: the lowest point,in Salt Lake Valley,




5l
/ 4,210 feet sbove sea-level. "climate healthy and delightful..."
nrospect Wem sssured -:'Not for me,' thought the traveller.
He went on reading,mechanically,without really grasping the sense
of the words. "Scarcety of tlmber and verdurse...iutn of the soil is
strongly impregnated with salt and alkali,...hany parts are stlill camwet

pure desert,hopelessly barren...”

s liha o= 5 ‘ \

S gtds gt ot ot - thopelessly barren...ly heart,my soul,my brains,
my bodv...hopelessly barren...’ _ £
J"_‘:.u - @At

And he resd the smazing story of the Ploneers of Utahs -l etk
Young, trevelling across the plains and mountsins,with 145 men,three
women and two children; living in tents,wagons and log huts;protecting

. e un YT W .
themselves from hostile Indlans, wolves and other wild neaéﬁ;
stubbornly faithful,according to their own special interpretetion of
the Holvy Word. This was hsrdly seventy years ago,but it sounded like
ean gnclent,herolc tale - the sage of the Mormons,Church of Jesus Christ
of lLetter-day Saints,expelled from Illinois,wandering througn ?iluerness

: ol tesT )
and unknown land,attracted by the Great West, fday settling)on the
shores of a Lake the waters of which were sglty - selty as tears... §

v T
Lake of Tears,the City of Tears,the Valley of Tears...

'I am approaching the Reglon of Tears, How far away is that
mystic Lake? A shower of inward tears gives the answer: Fele—met—ier

snymer=]) You are nesar

“agidernd to to naller of pelygany.

and only three WOmen...and vefjeverv man nsandnedploceme C loimed

»

gseveral females...

yened- oy tHe gound o his

1 wouldn't make a good lormon,' - and he chuckled soft ly,but was

frightened by the sound of his own lauEAE;; in the great solitude of




2%) "
| @& his compartment,of this traingy fﬁjmiustf of the

empty,

tremendous landscape

My Islsnd has no women. Who is there for me to love?

: : - / .
He recalled,with s sudden pang,these words,spoken by Joen U]jnazy,

ol i St -
A= one of the last pages ot pfris—iept-novel] X" penied a Country. The home=

less one,melancholy hero of the novel,hsd tried to find home:he went tTo

Denmark,end it wes a feilure. Before leaving his estranged homeland,he

TegR,

1
]
Joan," he sald presently - "welve still young men - why don't 7?011&25 a
) —
wife?" - "I?" said Jog&n. They wereJhﬁth watching the &DIPOaLlinL night
adl, g ~domonic
expressk the Mz 2L ks locomol ivek pched them out like a Zimagy eve.

walk with an old friend who also had ruined his life. "But you,

; / : - . . 1
- "I?" repested Joanf,and his vecice was as bloodless as his face;
"Erik,I mast die alone."

I mast die slone...

I...mistees.die alone...ALONE...

He was almost WAOmeW asleep. He heard the nolse of tne wheels - thelr
monotonous, agonizing anthﬁ' agalnst which Joﬁn's voice,his own dream-
voice kept struggling. "Thls was my last tour," said Joan. "And to-night
has brought it to an end. Because I have neard & greater. He can play of
greater things. He plays of a new jov.'

= s :‘}U‘tna-?ﬁﬁ( ‘79’“ ‘de

A new joY... He saw JDLﬂ the \|awsa ,dancing, jumping, flying

between the mms skyscrapers. He was half-naked,wearing only e
purple shorts and huge leather gloves. He wes a prize fighter,he was
verv strong,his punch was deadly,his laughter was deadly; deadly = his
youth,his str@mecth,his cruel innocence...

un/!
IHo 6k hit me,'! felt the sleeper.

and ' : et Sl panboar 3 1

wel |

It was very peinful. He tried to get up Dutegaéizﬁ stgevel, He was

paralysed,he was numb., His heart ached, He pressed his chest with his




trembling hand. He wanted to scream but had no volce, He groaned. Ie
knew that this was the end.

The train had stopped in the midst of & grand and terrifying lands=
cape - a Biblical scencly,barren and heroic,threstening and encnant.ingi)
with icy $0untain9;snarn1y profiled against a glowing sky. The sky was
pouring a herd,metallic light. Between the rocks lce-blue waters fell
to the depths. The egir wss filled with a high,clinking noise - the

triumphant song of the dawn,the cruel hymn of & beginning day.

A couple of days later MNr .LfoTL editor of the Nordlyset,received a

press telegram from COgden,Utah, that the great Denlsh suthor
and lecturer Herman Bang hed been taken from the ¥ie trans-continental
2
tra?}n in 8 dying condition and brought to & hosplital in that city where
Q@
neAdied at 6 a.m, lir.0pffer immedietely called up Mr.Eskensen who sald:
D A
e tieam ) ket : _
"poor fellow! I Jasie. exnectb? something of thisedelsse He had such a
pale little face..." - "What can we do now?" asked Mr.Cpffer. Mr.ks

B,

sugpested Mo hovéh] e desth-mask taken. lMr.Opffer this s an ex=

m

renaen

cellent idea. Two lengthy telegrams were made wgp out,4#e one to the
Danish Vice Consul at Ogden,dr,Thorvald Orlob,the other to lMr.0.D.

Rasmussen,owner of 2 chain % department stores in Uteh and Wyoming.
. - Ao e
Both gentlemen were only too happy to do this little ¥prg, for a
ad
distinguished compatriot who)died friendless in thelr own neighborhood.

Ho naws o > :
I“.Eexensenw‘tne Baroness, "It wes mreart so ething like

Said , »We'dl havne a_
an spoplexy of the heart," he m Ind=ie—eadedt "gacte=tme memorial
COunde , | { . ;
service, in the little Danish church in the Bronx.

We want to meske it simple but dignified. A few speakers - Stephan
Hansen,end Jonas Lie - adthough he is Nongwiian - ,and Emile Bomén.
ind we hope to zet Holger Birkerod to sing the Ave Maria. Amou ever
heanﬁhim? He has a wonderful voice..."

g o i
But the Baroness d&tinot listen,l”.?‘ahe seemed petrified., She could
v




i hardly move her fingers or her lips. Shre—omiy—feibsr—feisdeadsy

"He is dead," she asie told John,a few hours later. ,And-ne._maw.

He wept, M The teesrs Wk streamed coplously from his eyes which he
did not cover. His face was not distorted as he cried. It was the strong
and besutiful fece of a mourning young god.

LY
" Aalady e,
He shouted: "It is our fault!" - and Jede his powerful fists,angrily.
"what do you mean - our fault?" —llEESEken

?f?.‘dﬁsperatelﬂ insisted: "We have killed him!" And he shook his

. § [le . e ant mumolt to ﬁéﬂhd'

effulgent head and the fists N AN fbmaE

"Be quiet!" she implored
But he went on shaking his head in despair. "We've killed him,

— C.
America has killed him. H co-.1..Ldn"‘E\it. He wgs different. The skyscrapers

D

scared him,the blg counbtry scared him,I scered him., We have murdered
him - all of us!"

She took his face between her hands. W It was wet with Uears.

She dried his fesce with her seoftsbendep fingers. She kissed s his

e
it

cheeks and his lips. She Tasted the D

¥

begzged him:

L

i

"Be quiet!...Be qulet,my sweetheart - don't ecry! I am with yoU...

Fort







Gpbe @n giae dey in the middle of Jenuary, 1912,some twenty members
of the Denish Colony in New York received a letter calllng them to o
meeting at the Hotel McAlpin to discuss "a matter of the grestest lmpor=
tence for all of us," The document was signed by ¥r, K.C. Medsen,who
ot that time was constructing Long Beach,L.l.,end wes one of the most
reaspected Denes 1in Americea.

they a15imme 4 | oalema

They all . at the appointed hour,and Mr, ladsen declared in a
little speech thet he was very sorry to bring up & matter which wonuld
undoubtedly give the whole party & terrible shock: = Herman BDang was
coming to Americs!l

This certainly was s surprise, Everyone was startled,and slermed,

Mmokronm 04
the feintest what was going on in the 0ld Country,asked naigvely:

Only en igfii::i‘iiung fellow who was born in America and #is had noT
fe way a qodlotioq fad.

Who is Herman Bang? H+y mame ma) E]ﬂﬂ*‘*&

What a silly questionl Everyone knew who Herman Beng was,elthough
very few of the persons present had ever read a line wrltten by him.
;tda"']. ’tar‘b\-n-ﬂ"'_?"
They were mostly Danes who leeé lived iﬁriﬁqriww for a mumber of yesrs,
NecanT€

and sswhncemréndy hed Jopportunity to follow contemporsry Denish li=
tersture, Yet all of them had heard some shocking or ridiculous storse)
on that odd,notorious personslity,Herman Bang - the Danlish novellst,
eritic end lecturer who had for years been the target for the most
malicious teaunts snd endless cericaturing. Both journalists and certoo=
nists found in his queer appearance an easy object to make fun of,
and hardly eny man in Denmark had ever been 80 roughly delt with in the
press as Herman Bang. These caricatures had found their way to the
Danes in America,whereas Bang's litersture had not,

"well,you see," explsined one of the older gentlemen - very ember=
ressed as though he had to enlighten s virgin on the mysteries of love -,

"Herman Beng - he 1s = well,..he hes a certesin resemblance with Uscar

il8e. .0~ Bak Kle 4‘53«@«0-««/‘ ’/E)mfﬁ Lod wme <dea
wlet Hhig ameant.




e

-
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;4Ld“now<thsw®#ﬂnrunwﬂyvungﬂmuﬁmﬂtv&uwawwhwt-nan*urnlgwuéihmﬁla

mmemﬂ'""'m

W
literary compatriot anﬁ Wﬂv-thgmggﬁ_uoﬁfnrfﬂlmminpnt arrival stirred

little exclamstions,

cmm4ﬂg?—-tmpu3ﬁtb&9Tthu'!htp—atrvuﬂr-HWﬂ*unﬂthvwmmnuﬁ..ﬂow did kr.
¥,C.Madsen get the revolting news?-iihy,quite simply - one of Bang's
friends had sent a 1etteﬂé£;queating Er., Lamﬂen o help B nb et his arrin

n Py A 0 At rm £ £ ey N\aa'r ja. ‘] s
val and possibly to srrange for him = lecture in New York_llt W 8 'F]f

intention to cross the United Ststes,giving perhaps a lecture or two
on his way. At Sen Franclsco or Los Angeles he would board one of the
penish Hest Asistic Co.'s steamers, It really was a tour around the wor 1ld
he was starting for, One of the ladies remarked: "He 1s exceedingly

fond of travelling,I'm told,..," Her face had a sour,quite disgusted
expression as if she had mentloned one of his horrid,ineffsble vices,

"we must see to 1t that he goes right back on the next stresmer.”

- "ge will scandslise the Danish Colonyi" - "We cennot have him herel"

- "He'1l ruin our reputstion in this countr & WA he‘ll bring

a}Lme upon all of us..." Oscar Wilde

L veoes 23 A Lo Lot e
: \ras m embarrassing for all Znglishmen living here, He an=

gered the custom officers by seying, ’Nothing to declare but my ﬁeniuslﬁ

- which wes a rather improper remark,indeed,considering the serious
oceasion; he bored everybody by preaching the "Seience of the Besutiful",

he was ridiculed by all the newspapers and the Y Haverd boys,snubbed

W,

,
by Harriet Beecher Stowe,and (in & ‘dubious mnnner petronized by Welt
i DTTAN. dnald L)

tle scandal, e trsietmieiif

spid one of the Danish gentlemen, "Representatives of small nations

whitman., "But the British can efford

wewe should be more cereful, We are by no means in the position to

challenge public opinion.es”
!

Another man wondered whether Herman Bang still erved the designe:




\ D

v

ﬁ:_nfc: l}rne.}bidn't he lesd the restless life of a glpsy? Wesn't he in

feet sn exile from his country,esn outcast vagsbondling througn the vor 1dy

"A volontery exile...",said the gentleman,but snother $mndwh petrlot inter=

 rupled him: "lNot quite volontary,if you please} For Mr.Bang hed good reasons

n

Somebody

VNGl =3

?JUWC' Y

#o*rlnrva\ Copenhsgen without delay. The police was after him...
| 1

nnuirnd' "Isn't the title of his last novel Hee Homeless,or ulthout A

PYASE
__é_;,r’z_f

Fetherland,or something of this kind?" A ledy confirmed that Hermsn Beng's
Can 2ol NFE b 2 Logaity
Ir;.:r'ecent work 1ndeed bore the omino e yvpeoT g

nd she added:

"It 1s an excellent book,too, I've read it,"

::-:_3( . )

The last spesker,a certesin ISFronEﬂsg./,seemed to be the only one in

&
»

0 IVo

this circle who hed actuslly reed a book by Herman Bang, She knew the

o e J{WW;‘IQW 2 _?O“yivi

o

i

'wor1d, hsd lived in Paris snd St.Petersburg,and wes a prominent member of

the Danish Colony,aslthough some of her compatriots consldered her slizhtly
94 A
eccentric, "It 1s a quite fascinsting book,indeed," she oin a mild

7|
}bo];i

though determined manner, "I think we sre very privileged to welcome the

suthor of this masterpiece in New York,"

gE 2

This bold uttersnce ‘ewes impressed and puzzled the gatherlng. They

s

gradually realized two basic facts,both of which calmed down thelr morel

indignation., The stertling remsrk of the Baroness reminded them, first of

all,of the internstionel reputation kr,.Dang enjoyed,notwithstending certain

o3l peXon  “Hag

embarrassing rumors concerning his private life. Besldes,one had to face

Q_m.;( A0

>
g g‘ the situetion as it was;the notorious compatriot actuslly was on his wey
.'q
$ E’tc’ this country. W—W l‘ne Danish Colony
R had to sccept the disturbing event with courage. ﬁ(m,
=~
P : e
o
,::g A sort of grave fateliem preveiled among the Scandinavisn Amerlcans

d

S q at the MeAlpin notel. féminimy St11]1 somewhat 1{_,ruciﬂ,in;:,:w ythey finelly formed

2 { Y A P B,p.-..a; y mecéptio
r- =8 sub-commlttee Wmmw. .T.t consisted of kr.
-..f\f 1

/ Bmil Opffer,an old schoolmate of Bang and at that t)e nitc:-r of the Danlsh

newspaper, Nordlyset, in New York,Mr.8.V.Eskesen,a prominent manufacturer




and hime21f an emateur poet,end two other gentlemen., They wace an appoint:
ment for s special meeting in Mr,.COpffer'as office.
They decided that,after all,a lecture should be arranged for kEr.Bang.

His works were ve“?ilonular in Germeny,some of them had evgn been translated

Cand oRles damguages, (Qputvaly repandid a9
into French ;h-n* ‘uqﬂﬂn¥ The gentlemen had to admlt: he 'frq-,(,nﬂ of the froere

O flfﬂ‘-&ﬂt
bt ' guras of modern Denish literature, But no large hall would

beqj?@ced,conniderin; the dubious personsl reputation of kr.bang., They
Pl
be%‘id’e/ﬁ.-d the 1little concert hall in the French Hotel Brevort,on lower
il ek

Fifth Avenue, : . had a sesting cespaclty of three hundred,
They had tickets printed,advertisements Inserted in the Denish,Norweglan
end Swedlsh newspapers,and in order to do their very best they furthermore
sent ont & thousand letters to Denes in New York. They still were very

scepticsl,of course,as to the eventual success of their efforts. but once

Jas to
they hsd mede up their minds that the lecture tessd’take place,they regerded
the w&ole affair as being connected with the patrilotic cause., =ach of the
four gentlemen was even resdy Lo pey his share of the inevitable deflclt,
A s
The ledies,meanwhile,fiscussed bi=bwetr—tura tLie personality of that

odd human belng whose arrival they expected, frithmeiimlgdar el

n g by uoronessjﬂ.,lp femme du monde,acted &s the main spesker &t those

enimated tea pEJieﬂ. She even had a picture of Hermen Bang,which wes
gzealusly exemined by £1ll her friends. The young man on the portrait was
unususlly and disturbingly attractive, The first thing that struck one
wes the prominent and finely formed back of fﬁm nead,on which the smooth,
glossy black halr gleamed;then cne observed the mournful glance of the
deepsat eyes under thelr long lashes;then the infinite sensitlveness and
nobility of the outline of the face,which the young man = me lancholy but
eager to please - turned to the beholder in half-proflle,

"He looks like sn Orilental prince," observed one of the ladies,half
with sdmiration half with M disapprovel., The Beroness smiled: "Yet he

{s descended from one of our oldest,most distinguished families, Dldn't




5’] xae Bty Bawg
/ you know his fine old grandfether;the eminent physician? le was one of

the truly grest figures of our country, ¥ I still remember nis funerals,
Several members of the royel family were present,and representatives of
211 the hospitals and universities, When I saw Herman,some years ago,lin
St,.Petersburg,he used to tell me so mepy touching stories about that grand
0ld gentlemsn, He adored him,you know,..,and he was woefully lonely,quite
helpless indeed,when the old man had passed away. There was no money left,
just @ few thousand crones, fiermen wanted to become an actor;he slweys hud
this unhappy love for the theatre, But he has no talent at all - as an
actor,]l mean,.." She laughed softly while she remembered how very untalented
Hermen Bangx@s an actbr{ié;. "I once saw him in Bergen," she continued,
"He pleyed Oswald,in Ibsen's Ghosts. It was horrlble, Awbesoirtedy-neandbdeon
People bismew-eohben-apsdes bombarded him with rotten apples,but he wes
san dad o kol s Tramce

hysterieallthat he hardly noticed the tremendous scandal he was stirring
up," She laughed agein,while the other lady,s lerge-bosomed,very dignified
matron,remasrked with s sour smlle: "That's what I expected to hear, ile
makes a fool out of himself." A younger womsn,dreamingly gazing et bBang's
photo,whispered: "But...l had no idea...thet he 1s so terribly handsome, ,."

"{ mast diseppoint you,my deer#‘ said the Bsroness, "He no longer

e muot De alt eamvy gldt by momw.
s face has become

looks like

quite yvellow and wrinkled, But in spite of that he is irresistible. Ly
goodness,how often I have been amused by himl ¥You know,he in an impoasible
eresthure;always hung about with bracelets and other kinds of jewellery,
There is a soft, jingling noise when he walks through the Poom,and when

he appeers in evening dress,he wéara a brocade weistcoat and long white
glecédyunderneath his coetsleeves:long ladies' e loves,you unders=
stand - he is e scream! Once I had dinner with him at the Imperial Castle,

A ) SO
in St,Petersburg, Did I elresdy A=hd=mey that the mother of the Czar -

ed
{M s to be very fond of Bang? She adored chatting with him,.. well,

there we were,in the Imperial dining hell,and all those imposing butlers




satched every movement we made. Now,imagine - please imegine dear Herman

stripping off his long white glacé:it was absolutely sen-sa-tionsl,l essure

voul 211 the generals and high officials present were literally petrified
#ith surprise and horror. But the old Lmpress - smiled...sweet old darling
she is!"
The Tenish ledies emiled too,although they were sble to understand the
profound horror of high officlals in view of long ladlies' gloves worn by
e Scandinavisn novelist, Yet they could not help belng lmpressed by the
fact thet the Beroness end the poet had hed dinner together at the Imperilsl
castle in St,Petersburg. "Very smusing,indeed," they agreed reluctantly.
But the Baroness seemed to overhesr it,belng sbsorbed,once more,in Hermen
Beng's fescinating portrait., "He has retained his splendld eyes," she sald,
as though she was telking to herself, "When he looks st you they plerce
you through and through with & look that seeme to dlscover everything,
ebsoluetely evervthing...¥Yes,I love himjhe stirs my heart,snd al the saume
time 1s very smusing,snd you couldn't imegine s more relieble friend,.."
The lsrge-bosomed metron shrugged, "He 18 very effeminate and rather
malicious,] em told. Probably i he 1s one of those who give us the feeling
thet they are constantly leughing at ug.” She ssgsumed her most dignified

expression,while the Beroness glggled: "But who would dere to poke fun

et you ,my beloved. fMo,notﬁang is & good fellow," Whereupon she ventured

on teliing a few more enecdotes sbout him, "Melicious fvaiqu maintain

g:ﬁ ga‘m ¢ Balkaw-
that he 1s en illegitimete son of a grand duchess end a ®
his personality seems s strange blend, indeed,of aristoeratic festures

and a somehow f‘orced,hec@ig__mlgez:ity-rMW—a

The ecircus,the cheap Variety Music Hall - those ere the

milieus he adores. In his books he always is at hls best when he describes
& ;

twoas outslders of soclety." She mede a little peuse,then added: "1 don't

understand very much about literature;but I reelly think he 1s » preat
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writer, Have you read snything of his?" The ladlies sald, "No;but now you
"

heve mede us curioud, peemt—tre—tmtmmay/ Oaroness M. offered: "1'11 look
out some of his books for you, You are bound to weep over them, He 1s only
too well informed on the most treglic things,...And,strangely enough,his liter=
ary style 1s simple,cendid,concise - quite in contrast with ell idewbeeeataisi
those eccentric ceprices that are characteristic for his personal ways.,"

fﬁe went to the book~case and took cut several volumes,carressing them
as I1f they were living creatures., "Micheel...",she smiled st one of the
volumes as though she wes eddressing an old friend whom she met agaln sfter

e too-long periocd of sepqdrstion, "This 1s a marvellous story =-k,you know =
He areat gas~Rtev
the story of Kichsel,the effulgent youth,and]élnude LOT el Be——— ey

who loves him., The Master hss certain festures of Hodln...It 1s a very sad
story,tco. I must elways cry when I re-read the polgnant deseription of the
Meder Master's solemn esgony,and he 1is gquite slone,though he keeps on sending
messengers to Michael's house - the very house the Kaster had given him -,
but ¥ichaesl does not come., For he 1s madly in love,you must know - absolute=
1y cVe“whlgmed by his love for a magnificent women,and he I nnefs t

be
Tow)lamitly aL¥ema,
in bed with her while the Master dles,and he dles quite alonej" . here lis

hichael,‘ but Kichael is very far away,on encther plenet,es he is in love,
and is young,and cruel - and the Master dies,,, It 1is heart-breaking,” asld
the Baroness;then she added,somewhut hastily: "ind,of course,s little bit
maudlin,,."

She turned over the leaves of some other volumes she hsd cerried from
the book-case to the tea-tnble. 4he Danish ladies curlously glanced at the
books the titles of which Brranmégifgy recited es if they were the refrain
of e beloved aong./Wﬁ Lt 19 bl Gl o dddocepidbodell e Jo O

wIEy "-F L pertra it




A Hopeless Generation - his first novel,he wes only twenty.one when

he wrote it:besdm an immeture plece of work,of course,.." She had
a m!ldyquesi forgiving smile,then continued: "But By the Wayside

is » mesterplece - 8 very short novel,but lrow—ess<ersetfhow concen=

trated,how full of live! And here 1s Tine - my Lordl I slmost had

forzotten Tine though it certainly 1is one of his wost moving booksl

It deseribes the Prussian invasion in Hlaauig,’wm
imaneo«iu¢197tuuqfﬁnr he was born in the island of Als,North Slesvig,

and his femily left that part of Denmark just before the Frussian
troups rrlve These_early tmpreasions - the evacuation of Als,the

¢ _t‘}aﬂ.dﬁ Das P Jé’)d’{ A AA 'f/"’ A, flna, f(pmlna,‘ '#MJ
~ flight| - hhve nrobably infiuenced We the Turther development of

»
his cheracter. Bl BE4 _E penibie - S1edvig Lanes

She uttered s silvery little cry as though she recognised another
beloved and femlliar face in the touching gallery of her souvenirs,

"The White House - oh,what & lovely storyl It's so bright,so gay,end

yet it hes this undeseribable flavour of a very noble and gulte in=

faumﬂ*»ﬁ
curable sedness, The ihlte House 1is the Eunsu:it/nomngo he pald to

his charming mother.../nd,here,The Grey House, contelins a grand and

sinister portrait of his grandfather,the old Bxcellency...le is in=
comparable when he describes very old people,doomed people,men and
women who have to dle very soon,or women who are hopelessly in love -
they never complain,suffer silently,or they talk about quite extra=
neous mstters...§e is wonderful,you know,when he tnkeﬁqgnto B room
full of people and makes us catch little bits of the conwersatlion

on this time and that. Seemingly the chat of all those people doesn't

me ke very mich sense;




but we cen always feel their secret tregedy,the drame which they try to

conceal,..Yes,he 1s & master of glving the great drame between the lines,..

All the charscters in hils books seem to be
haa-deameﬁ?burdened vith some horrid mystery...The scrobsts in The Four

Eevila - :1oh,you muaﬂ%ead The Four Devlils,it certalinly 1s one of the best
N

atories he wrote...jand that poor 1little walter who loves besuutiful things
and perfums end besutiful faces,but reelizes that he will neveﬁd::::“them,
80 he commits suicide...0r that story of the young nurse,lda Brandt,who
works in the lunatic ssylum,and is in love with s handsome fellow who ex=
ploits her,..She pays all his dinners,and she Hmss carried in her bag a
lerge purse - & purse as a man would ﬁ;ﬁi Sgafxouuman - ,&nd she sllips him
the purse under the table-cloth ss the walter mast not notice that it isn't
his own money He i:'payﬁ with...There are so many touching 1little festures
of this kind in all of his books," the Paronesn sald. "But sometimes one

ubﬁ{ﬂf - Takesa
finds & poignant sentence,a really*giiéi_gzﬁfgﬁé;,amonh all these tender.

wwd melencholy details, Here,in The Grey House,for instence..+.¥es,l'm

pretty sure,the striking peragraph I em looking for,must be 1n this bOOKes o
Sasjfhere we re.q."

And she read aloud,with a strangely raucous voice as though she lemel ey
hed & sudden lump in her throat:

It is seid thet he who looks on Jehove,dies, But I say: if a single

wame crosture were to see another creesture to the very deptns of his i

soul,he would die, /nd if it were conceivable that a man should see himself

to the very depths of hls soul,he would heve no hesitation in leying his

head uncompleiningly on the block and eccepting his ineviteble punishment,

There was a long sllence.
Finelly one of the women said: "I wonder 1f he will have & good tilme
in this country., After spll,we are e tough people,here iln America - and

he seems to be...how shall I 86Y...80mehow morbldess"

¥




{hen Hermann Beng errived,one morning lete in Jenuary,he was recelved
by 8 large committee, It was the Baroness 4. who recognised him - a fraill,
trembling little flgure among the =ewesr more robust other travellers, but

he conld hardly conceal her terror pbout his chenged appesrance;ner eyes

S loon fowdr ave bl
;k%a round with fright when :ﬁﬁ?ﬁ:ﬁhed him end sald: "Hallo,Hermesn...

dear Hermenf,.." He had e pellid,detracted smile. i > =g . ;
"Hice t0 220 YOUe.e..80 many people...charming...enchanté..," lie lopked sround

with a scered,almost panic glance,as 1f he saw horrid ngntn.;ﬁt-umn-wi-tunﬁ
Mr,O0pffer,Beng's 0ld schoolmate,finelly exclaimed with a forced jovielitys
"Hello,old boy! You look fine..,Didn't chenge at sll..."

Hermen Bang slowly turn® swWaras him - his vellow, s wrinkled,wretchad
face, For a few seconds 1t seemed numb, lofty,hostile as the fece of a deaaq:
the horrifying fece of a roysl mummy. Then he smlled sgeln,snd now his
smile wes indulgent,forgiving and understanding,tihough sligntly contemégggz
and infinitely tired, "Oh,isn't this Emil?" he sald. "01ld BEmil Opffer...
Aweet a,f you Lo Come

KTEﬁTTEﬂ&oI No,we don't change,old fellow, #We certalnly do not change..." .

They took him to the Hotel Asteor. The ledies of the reception com=

mittee were half-delighted,half-scared wlth his personallity, All of them
agreed: "He's the most nervous cresture I've ever seen,” They observed
he weas constantly trembling as though a gigantic fist kept on shaking him
mercylessly, Hés wey of walking also was surprisinges - & hasty and at the
same time tollsome sort of tripj;sometimes one might hsve thought him
tiptoeing over glowing stones. Everyone was 1inclined to treat him a8 &
very 0ld men or 8 aicﬁé‘kﬁllttle boy., He wes so utterly weak and helpless,

The members of the committee were surprised when they found hls

apertment at the "Astor" full of flowers and visitlng-cards. The tele=
phone was constently ringing;visitors were announced by the.score, lHe
wanted to see all of them, Not only Danes sppeared,but slso Swedes,lor=

weglanse,Fins,Germens,and even some /mericans, The bell=boye delivered




b

one box of flowers after another, And in the middle of this teaming crowd

that thronged his drawingroom,sat Hermen Bang,in e fentastic dressing-

gown of brocade,bewlldered,scared and pleased,feintly smiling,

"You have so many friend," whispered the Baroness /. "Isn't it wonders=
ful?" He silently squeezed her hand,

The next dey Bang wanted to see the sights of New York City. The consen=
sus of opinion among the members of the je Committee,however,wss that it
would he sheer murder to let him out on the streets alone, The traffle of
the mebropolis would certainly frighten him out of his wits, kr.sgkensen,

menufacturer snd amateur-poet,sent a young man from his office to escort
£ ond fan-ch-ﬂﬂf Mirsmx kO fbam

Lo
Bang whereever he went, It wn;{Q toﬁ?ﬁ??ﬁhuﬂﬁ fellow|who had been chosen

Jodys —auard /
gs g gulde and - edl, On street cewmewe crosslngs he elmost car

=

ried the slim little figure of Herman Bang,and on trains he llterally took

him as one would take » child,and put him down on a seat. "Thank you,"

amiled the poet, "Thank you very much,” And the : .

"You're perfectly welcome,sir,I'm sure,"”

He was born in this country, "But my folks came from Denmark," he de=
¢ lared proudly,

The poet seemed to be very interested in every detsil of John's 1life,
past,present,or future, How much money did he earn in Mr,Sskensen's offlce?
J Wes he 1living with his family? How many brothers and sisters did he

heve? #hat wae hils fiesncée's name? Was she hlond or dark? Wes he very

DAm
rmach in love with her? kh*~$n~¥é£§;-an§¢3‘lﬁugned,sligntlg embarrassed,

a ﬂuuﬁrﬁjéj
"] gues so, R She's faii—nishk,."

qut the poet went on ssking gquestions, "Is your fiancée very pretiy?
. ¢4¢aMAMed

Does she love you very muach?" B : - it

(= == - =

that she was

erpzy sbout him., "You know how them girls ere," he sdded mysterlously.

ad
And the seeamed flat=

The poet said: "You sre very strong.,”




o km
tered, - "Very sthletic," sald the poet apprecistingly. #=a -

apgod declared thet he wes sn amateur boxer: " - end e pretty good one,

too,they say.,"

expladner Johne-lfretty -tallydan't. it2) 1lhe. poet.-lhsd-sl-sbsenteminaded

smidepirenendons; " "He nodded; and - then repeated With  re Ve, A Lot RIFrIM®ed

P TR et A
EEEHTINALO 'yous

votcer-litlenbrenendtus U tFemendowa, o " 1l

W:’P..nereupon the poet mode & hesty little gesture as if he
tried to frighten eway something thaet was disturbing him,s nlghtmare,sn
lerming vision, He laughed,somewhet convulsively, 'It's idlotlec, 1'm
i ;’#MW,&N‘PL {‘Iﬁf
seeing midday, chimeras,.." - "ihat ¢'you see?" 4o =

/BN Eom Lad absut ; j:y..q
i ¥t told him,in edvance, iir.Bang) & little funnyf.

#ell - he certalnly was.

“_[‘E,-:. nervous," the poet declared,apologetically. "But 1t somehow struck
me - you and the bullding together, It reminded me of a young bod%kinb
among huge roeks...glgantlc rocks,and he plays with him...lhere 1s & new

wildarness,a new jungle,new mountains - tne skyscrapers,plled u?g)z’mmnn

hends...There is a new innocence,s new strength,..fYes,there are llew Uods v
? = » ¥

he whispered,standing :rmi:..'u:mleﬁalf‘gi he middle of Times Squaregsurrounded
by cars as by dangerous monsters,

; all ~4

@ie,‘ue 1s nutsy thought John. He was terrified. At the same tlme he
liked his odd protégd more than ever before, 'Poor little guy,' he felt,
while he bezged him,with & gentle though determined voice: "Cowe elong,
Hermen! Come alongl You can't stand here,you're disturbing the traffilc -
don't you nesr? Them demned drivers are shouting at you..,"

Ry P ol BRI
And he him across the atreet - a relieble =, pr o=

tecting the frail and problematic child of another land,of enother age.

"Phenks," mumred the poet when they had safely reached the other side

of the street, "Thenk you,John,"
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He did not know himself whether he was thsnking him for his efficlent
protection sguinst the aggressive cers and the rude drivers - or for his

having called him Herman.

*

Then came the evening of Herman Bang's lecture et the Hotel U;L?OPt.
The members of the arrangement committee errived very esrly,although
Denish affeirs in New York usually commence sn hour or so after the announ=
ced time, Mr.Opffer,Mr,Eskensen snd the other gentlemea were surprised to
find the hall slready half filled, By the time kﬁng;méiﬁéﬁuratzn::ng!i
delivered his preclous charge, - the speeker - ,the hall was fllled to
sesting capacity,snd people begen to teke up standing room against the
walls, Finally Mr,Eskensen had to close the doors, (utside he heard esngry
worda. A furious voice was calling the respectable committee "a bunch of
stupld fools" @8 to take a hall 1ike that whieclw-ewewypsuocsaildses vas
not half large enough. At last people were standing outside on the street
and could not even get into the veatibule,

The BarOnessfﬁ. was more worried by this surprising erowd than she
would have been by an empty house, *What do they come for?" she kept on
ssking herself, 'It can't be genulne literary interest. Do they want to
wetech o greet flasco,e strange performance? Are they just attracted by
his bad reputations? Do they went to inspect the notorious model of so
many cartoons in the Copenhsagen magazines?'

M 60 wer lﬂf?r:

"anryth&nng;;bﬂurﬂﬂﬂﬁh“ she sald to Herman Beng. "We have never
had such a crowd before., It's a great evaning,nerman.hF—am_xan;-hepwrfi
But he did not answer., He was exceedingly nervous, "where is John?" he
asked, John was chatting,somewhere in the background,with a machinisat,

"I want you to stand at this door,next to the platform,while 1 am
reeding," sald Bang. int to the Baroness,ss if this was s siaple explana=
tion for everything: "He 1s my gusrdian-sngel,you kngw,"

The ladies and sentlemen who had received Hermsn Bang at the harbour,,
— e T T
om ’”?/ a #m Anry 6~PM,

i
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hardly regognised him when he appesred on the platform, He seemed netlher
nervous nor bashful nnymﬂ;ﬁffnhat en amazing transformationl The;man who
improvised e little opening speech, looked ¥R ten years younger then the
pathetic eresture who had greeted them on the quarz He wes spright,vivid,
eloguent, His words poured coplous and srticulate; it wes m pleasure to

listen.,

beginnin'xgg\end. For Bangz did not just read the story of the gpdat violi=

nist wnp.wq;‘tﬁgﬁg}}iﬂg"inuLhanuﬁisnt-Exprea@wwruinrhofwssh dng.dt, He

¥ VR

pilog, intriguing. in. the>d ;.cars. Hellirans formedy 1mqelf into the con=
' ughty wife of the dlplomet.

ans as though they were wlld

animals in a zoo, He dld not stayd chalr,moved around;for now he was
the waiter,belencing the tray D o izlasses.= and o Ameend nonent li.ter,
he wes Joen egain,the homeless ong,half¥gristocrat and half-gipsy. He 1imi=

teted voices,f fragments of copfersations Wairred through the room,he

screamed like = qoman,lﬁubh 1 like anj old mangge spoke with French,Hungerisn

P e

nnglidh énd German accen ,he uarodiad the 31113\‘ mey~of g tenor,the

coquetish gestures of #n ageing womsn ainger,the ra;?mved elegance of the

N

aristoeratic ledy. At was exceedingly|amusing,very funmyand very sad,

The empty platfo we 8 crcwded with rrulouq excited peoRlg,an motley,

L
AT UL S el e )

colourful par ;,wltty people,qillv naople,or obtuse end soddeh people,

411 of thep” lived,end had their own faces and gestures and the &, own
trugedigf, It was as the hypnotizing|trick of a magiclan: the plnikorm
seemed transformed into the dining c*r;one could even hear the monoBSpnous

%

nolyte of the wheels,

2 - cgegege e g ek : Frodfrtioo o e L ALL T lale WAS I 111 Hiskd=1s --’.‘.; .:' ()




K]Es {fter the short introductory address he read a few chapters of nis

a

novel Denled s Country, The audience wes spellbound from beginning to

end., For he did not Jjust read the story of Jofn Ujhazy,"the prince of
No=-Country" end grest violinist,ne was acting it,indeed,he was living

it on the stage. Yes,he actually wes gogh in whose velins so manifold
sorts of blood were intermingled;Denish blood,and Hungarisn esnd foumsnlan
blood., The audience almost wept when Bang imitated old Ane,young Jogn's
Panish nurse,who used to sing for him:

"There 1s a lovely land

Beside the sweeping billows

On Baltie's briny etrend,

It winds afer in hill and dale,
0ld Denmark is its name

And it ies Freye's hall,"

And leter,in the internationsl French boarding-school,where Joan was

educeted,nll the boys neiled up thewSlkesssed t over thelr beds the
/
respective flags of their country., But Joan had no flag, for—tm—sed no
country. "Well,his mother was a Dene," declured one of the boys, But
Aemariked

another of his fellnq-nunilgﬂﬁhga eruelly: "You cen't heve half a
country,"”

Josn had neither spoken nor moved - he sat there st the foot of
Hapnld's bed and the colour of the foreign fleg seemed reflected on
his face as a deep blush,

Then he asked,pretending not to have hesrd what had just been sald:

'‘But why con't they live in their own countries?’

'%ho?' sald Harald.

'The poets,'

Hareld pursed his lipS....d

'vees¥ou can't do greet work unless you have & longlng in your heart.

Thet'as why we all live abroad,sall those who count,'

There was a grave silence in the hall filled with Danlsh jsmericans,
fﬂm&n-Haamsn—ﬁqng—aaed—bh*ﬂ-dtwiuguuf But the audlence grew very gay,
and meny shrieked with laughter,when he gﬁcrlbeﬂ the dinner in the
Orient Express, Jogn shered the table with his sustralien accomp:nist
Henry Collyett,who practiaed_ten hours a dey, "and as aoon as he gets

out of doors he says he's longing for Kelbourne.,"
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The slim little men on the platform transformed himself into the stout
Putchman,Herr Hasgemester,who was accompanied by his North German 'cellist
- & yonth whose mouth was rxactly the size of m sherry: - and Hermen
Bang, for f few momenta,had o cherry mouth. In the next second,however,

Adpke ak
he the mighty,trained volce of K.Jean Roy of the Paris Opére who could

be hesrd above all the rest.m—mms«}mm

Le¢w

nfrnoﬁ-nch-—v-n‘l‘enéi-d-i-r.—! And) he nsﬁg%d the haughty attitude of the German

Minister at Bucherest snd his wife who examined the wim virtuosos through
her lorgnon as though they were wlld enimals in s zoco.

The inspired spesker did not stey on his chair‘ufoved around, for now he
was the walter who balanced the tray with the cups of bouillon,- and a
moment leter he wes Josan again,who nesrd the Minister's wife say to her

hugband: "Is he another virtuoso?" - in & tone which showed she had ex=

£ .
goan’s PIfpEr=TIpE-Telt

pected something more dlastingulished from hérye

amﬂ‘ Hicetine;vere: -&o:hring/

y;ragmentq of conversetions whirred though the room,every language
of Europe could be heerd,and Bang lmlitated all of them,he wes the French
composer,Monsieur Bizot,who moved his stiff blue hands Incessantly over
the table-cloth,as though raking together invisible heapa of gold - pers
haps the monthly rents from the houses of 111 fame which the composer of

Legend of St.,Cecilia owned in the provineciel towns of the Kidl., He ex=

¢laimed with t_-_:’ﬂ- beautiful tenor of ¥,Jean Roy: "lo the suremscy
of French srtl" - clinking glasses with Monsieur Bizot,while two young
Roumsnians,hidden awsy in the opposite corner,clapped thelr ring-covered
hends, Their dinner jackets fitted them like a skin,and so did lierman
Bang's elegent dress-sult whlch was made 1n London,

TheWr the audlence Am—tiheNUtel Swevert) reiwched its climax

vhen the mixed c¢rowd 1In the Orient Express dinner car began to discuss




business: ell st once the whole bend of "respected collesgues” plunged

=
—
-
"
=
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@
-~
-

into the topie of money and investments,bonuses,debentures,«
- while Joén alone remained silent under the lorgnon which the sbed

Miniaster's wife turned in sstonishment from one atock=-jobber to another
- his fellow artists, One of them declared thst nothing - nothing was

so safe 1n the long run as New York real estate; "My dear follow, e

frereondm, *the future lies in America., We shall live to see New York outigrow
London." Some people,he ssid,swore by New Orlesns;but one ought never

te invest money in s place one didn't know,

o med
jut the audience jBew seriqus agelin,when Herman Bang sed,trensformec
ol kel a- gl {n‘ﬁf,w zlaved

/
agein into Joan,the glpsy-sristocra No,madame,l never speculate...

/)
and for thet matter I've known so few artists dle rich," - A sudden silenct
fell upon the car. lkademe de Stein,the French plenist,made a gesture of
the hand as 1f to push streggling hair from her forehead,though there wes
none there - while all st once the panting nolse of the traln seemed

to engulf everything,and the rattling of doors and windows struck upon

the ear, resse

The applsuse was tremendous, EVerybody was thrilled,moved,entimslastic,

\
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"He 1a a wizardl" they exclaimed. "He is absclutely smazingl He has e thou=
sand feces,and each of them 1s s0 humen,.."

After the Intermisslion he read a short story dealing with a meek and
humble creature,sn elderly spinster by the name of Irene Holm, She is =a
former ballet dancer,and now has to give dancing-lessons to clumsy lads
and girls in s northern village. There was no plot,no exciting sction in the
dreary story of Irene Holmjhe just arrives in that remote village,with her
few belongings in an old champagne besket,and she constantly freezes,and is
infinitely pathetic with her worneout clothes and her worneout smile, when
the s "season" 1is over,she has to pack up her poor chempagne basket agein,
and the little farewell-party she srrsnges,is the melsncholy climex of the
sed sccount, For Mlle,Holm becomes a little tipsy - just a tiny little

bit - ,snd her puplls persuade her to dance a solo,something serious,af the

¥
W rtoarm..
sort Jshe used to in the "resl theatre". And she dences le grande

) Lows
Kapoliteine. She produoss all the affected, uraceful steps and poses she

has learned thirty yeurs ago. She 1s very ridiculous,very traglc, People
laugh at her, It 1is just an ordinery feilure,nothing else., Irene Holm
weeps,and the sympathetlc daughter of the pastor tries to comfort her,

It 18 just one of those minor tragediesjy a rether depressing story, Yet,
how interesting,how feacineting was it when the author read it uloud!

He tripped and skipped over the stage,copying the grotesque and moving
spectacle of Irene Holm's unsucceaaf@l performance, He imiteted the musie,
the » cruel laughter of the pesrssnt | #,the sl1lly glggling of provinclal

w Md‘n.
girls, His face was marked with sll the “%%e poor o0ld danseuse had
ﬁﬂd" .

to wollmer——o—Liacussl, e seemdd exhausted end hls face was wet with tesrs

when he ended hils reading.

e
—F

trfew-York-HAQ sver xperiencedy/
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The show was nct yet ov;?"wﬁiﬂ he formal lecture ., For Bang went
on chatting, laughing,smiling,shaking hands with everybody,. ile evidently
enjoyed the flowers that heaped up on a te little table on the astage.
He carried several big bouquets to the bar of the hotel where a numerous
party had gathered and received him with anew #Wn applause, He smiled,
took a bow,and than bua:;;iquddenlv very serious, "It's wonderful in
America,” he seld softly to the Beroness who was standing next to him,
"I am having s wonderful time here with all of you."

DE#me
He was animated,he sparkled;sometimes his gulety somewnat

hectic, He told humurous stories about his burlesque experiences as

a theatrical critic,a lecturer and an agent, The lengthy tale of the

Hermen Beng tournée,twanty yesrs ago,was funny as well us touching,

a real tragl-comedy. Oh,sll those dreary provincliael placeas in Denmark
and Norwsy fee--remmmsiessdiaed they had visited! - he deserlbed them
as though they were ridiculous little 1nggernoa,the very essence of
boredom, "And we constantly performed all bQEZe childish one & act~playa:
e d b ban] e Baddyeni laughed heertily;the mere idea of those
poor drametic attempts seemed terribly funny to him.'Tne pecple enored
in the theatre - yes,they literally snored... Our ilmpresaric was dis=
tressed,and finally asked me to arrsnge e rellglous concert with the
musicel members of my company. He wes a sort of expert for relijloams
concerts,you see, 'Yes,8ir,' he used to say, 'that way you appesl to
the finest feelings of the people,you get the public,and the curches
ere not expensive.,' " He was very smusing ﬁH he imitated drastically
the impresario's strange way of tslkiﬁ%?i_i' b b J—gf:fl>/

The Baroness who listened with an slmost painful attentlon,was =
enchanted snd et the same time alarmed. She screamed with laughter,
she was chsrmed,delighted;yet she could not help thinking: 'There 1l
something wrong ebout him, I don't know what it 1s, ie is absolutely

divine,I have never seen him like thisjbut there is a certein twinkle




in his eyes which I don't like:in fect,it frightens me... Ferhaps he
is teaking drugs,' she thought,end was very worrled by this new ldes,
'Yos,that's probably why he has thils convalsive laughter, lHe uses
narcotics,l am sure,..Poor Hermen Bang. My poor friend...'

He hed sterted,mesnwhile,to tell enecdotes about people he used to
unow in Paris,tesd Helsingfors,Vienna,Berlin and Prague, He described
impressively the permanent underground struggle of the Czech people
against thelr sustrisn suppressors, fe imitated the great Viennese
netress,Frau Wolters. Then he pralsed Réjane,the Purislan vedette.-
sfhereupon he plunged into a story on s clown he had once seen in

0brevned
London. "You ere at home everywhere," Hamewked one of the ladles
admiringly. "Or - nowhere...",sald Hermen Beng,

And a gentleman,at the other end of the table,sald with a deep,

e ominous volce: "Denied e Country..." - which was see senseless,

yet mysteriously shocking,
The walters appeared with the dessert, The large-bosomed mstron
chavaz Lev
‘ho had been so afraild of Hermen Bang's sedsg mallcIousjoffered hi
e plate with ice cream and hot chocolate sauce, "That's something for

you,Nr.Bang," she sald. "It's pervers..."

a~d/
late st night J0hnjthn=guepéénn-nnge&gﬁuiénepeé{nis celebrated

selianmept 10
problem=child fer—tire~3oivey~ed the Astor Hotel, "You were so tacliturn

during this whole evening," Herman Bang said., "Didn't you llike wy
[ =1 ]

Yomag war. adured Ny Ml
lecture?” - And the . T "0n the contrary...l enjoyed it},

.But,st the same time,I felt...kind of bewlldered...

I hed no idea you were such & MPGtOP,Hnd knew so many storles...

ind vou certsinly know how to deal with women! The whole bunch wes

crazy about you - and there were pretty babs amiﬁ” them,all right,
—— rl H

Thet Baroness,for instesncejass a8 tlp=-top f‘w like to make

her,.. Why don't you meke her,imwmmssg ir,Bang? You could have her -




like that!"™ He amecked his fingers % in order to show how ldttle

effort the novelist would need to seduce the Baroness.

- - 4 éah"v_ut'n'ﬂ)i
B ang had a tn,_nslz)émﬁ, o amlle., "You're right,I gueas," he

a1
gald sfter e fﬁuﬁp,rnﬁ made)fidgety little gestures, "Well - good night
szfe-erf well, myp lLoy. % ;
then;ﬁ ind he hastily tripped toward the elevetor,moving his feet 1:

e tollsome wey se though he was walking over glowlng stones,
e
Two deve later Bang had to leave New York on hls long journey to

the westcosst, iLerly in the morning John appeared at the "4gstor" to

Laat o Iy

help him pecking his t hings ; Aorenp It G 00 TAIET tirat—ire Tl Jdy

gilent for a

while., Beng looked more tired snd sickly than ever,

N —_ —_——— —

Lﬂinullf John aald: "I hate to see you make that trip alon€ses
You aren't tough enough,Mr.Beng...¥ou look kind of pale,anynoW...
‘ou should take along some strong fellow..."

"I1'd like to take you with me," sald Bang.

“inhy don't you?t" M sudden hoped~ }/J"d'“ 13 ERER LS

® sind Bang,after a long pause,very goftly: "1t would be a great
mistake,John, It would certainly be a fatal blunder,"

John Aid not understsnd what he meant.

They did not talk anymore.

Before they left the hotel,Bang gave hiw a clgarette box and one
of his books with a dedicetion, It was the Danish version of Denled
a Countrv. John was a llttle disappointed as he could herdly reed any
Denish., But he liked the cigarette box, "It's much too precious,” he
n

said. Wrel - it's heevy gold.e.

Beng mede a desperate effort to amile,

“"Yyou're 8o 5iod," ssid Joln,and suddenly touched brittle,delicet
= ] » u ]
o~y 9




v
3 ; fingers with his blg,clumsy hand, "you should have children,freseng

You'd be a swefl daddy,I'm sure. Why don't you have ¢ son,kr.Beng?"

ile Aid not answer. After a few seconds he merely saild: "We must
| S AR g e
hurry,boy, It'e nteses /6ﬁ;ﬂE%JMMmH?ﬁﬂﬂﬂriﬂhﬂﬁﬂwﬁ%&ﬂ&&4ﬁm*f
ﬂanmad«ﬁﬂﬂﬂmhrwce“and"aQ-FGOMnnme~biﬁ§;£6*?@orng n1?'?ﬂuﬂﬁ”fﬁfﬁﬁd
John: “I'm’éfvafﬂ;!ﬂdeﬂd,tt~ﬁmymbgvp&reaﬁ?fggg‘Iﬁtéil?}/

A number of friends had come to the train to see him off, There
were ﬁP.GUffeP,ﬁP.EPHBGH,SP.* Eakensen,the large-bosomed lady,snd the
Baroness. Hang}huﬁr#%ﬂ?ﬁtw"ﬁttti&';ﬁ#ﬁn@o&,uLt@neé-e¢ﬂ$ﬂfﬁd*vnnt:?cﬂs,
hnamg~oenvuésfvﬂfﬂTﬁfﬁﬁtﬁﬁ*ﬁmitﬁjﬁ1d not find his reilway tickag?;?ﬁ
heunted by the idee of losing his many bags. "Where are my things?"
he kept on asking nervously, "The little bag with wy books...? 0On,
1t's terrible,dread™l...¥ek like a nightmare..."

"yny do you lesve?" asked the Baroness, "why don't you stay here,
with us? Why mist you go to the westcoast?"
e gave her a glence as 8 younded deer lud gazes at ¥ its mercyless
hunter,
‘He is doomed,' she felt, 'He is lost, I am sure he takes narcotles
- cocaine,or morphine,or how those diabolic concoctions mey be cel=
ale.
led, fHle face 18 so terrlibly éﬁkﬁe,nnd he constantly trembles...Foor
Herman - my poor friend...'
John helped him into e seat and wrapped him up like & sick child.
"I hete to see you go," he seid once more,
Thanks," sald Herman Bang without looking at him,

l Arg tecloT
Jeft him, He was alone, He was freezing in spilte

of the henvr blankets,
(utslde the friends weved goodbye as the traln stearted slowly to
move., "He looks so bewildered," said Mr.Opffer. "So 105 Kens"

® ind ¥r,Bskensen wondered, "Shall we ever see him againgt" -

while John seld to the Baroness,with e raucous,almost suffocated




volece: "He's s funny guy. But 8 good fellow - a damned good fellow,
that's what he 1s," 2
The Bsroness nodded, John noticed that her beautiful eyes weggﬂgzt
vith tears. 'She is mighty fond of him,all right,' he felt - while she
finally whispered: "You must tell me more sabout hin,John., 1 know him
fo such a long timejbut I didn't see very much of him while he was in

New York., He was very busy - with sight-seeing..."There was a little
twinkls in her eyes: a neughty little ﬁiﬁﬂﬁég of jeaﬂﬁuay,¢0nn tuought,
Hut her emile grew friendly as she added: "you mist heve a cup of tea

Oma 9{ tlert Aay?:
WithkﬁgjﬁwﬁFﬁij. For I am very esger,indeed,to learn all about his
impressions of New York,and what he was llking best., That,cse above all,
r-@'mﬂ‘""""-?t a4
L~—-7¥H?%‘EE‘§id like bestess"

John was extremely flattered by the ldea of heving tea with the
Bapanocess. "Thanks," he said,and as he looked at her he felt again
thuet she was a pretty women,indeed,still fairly attractive,desplte
of her mature age,

"Hiow about tomorrow,around five?" she asked - &nd while he happlly
accepted,both of them blushed es though they were struck by s sudden
feeling of guilt.

o

He interrupted the journey at Chicsgo where he had another lecture
date, He met people and saw old friends agein. He saw nobody. He
was blind. He heard nq&ither the nice nor the malicious phreses nd=
dressed to him, He wes deaf, ie spoke,snd his own voice sounded 9tvnnge
to him., He did not know what he was talking esbout, He sald: "1 em
feseinated by Americs, It's colossel, I em esger to see more of it."
But how could he see anything as he was struck with Dliﬁjgﬁa? "1 am
in a murry," he said, "The transcontinentsl traln...@ The boat 1s

WLt

walting., How far)is Sen Frencisco?" They sald,2000 miles or so, lle

nodded: "Yes,yes,1lt's colossel," He was sbsent minded, He did not
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want to visit the famous stock-yards,nor seemed he Interesated in the
maseum or the public libérary, He insisted, "I am in 2 hurry...": as

1f resgevtebeeiniSyiroesls 6 nysterious power - a storm or s tremendous,
invisible hend - wes driving him,urging him,pressing him,

He entered his compartment on the transcontinentsl train ss a priso=
ner jewisems the desd cell where he must awalt ﬁ‘%ﬁ? execution,

I'hey seid Bawdw: "Have s nice trip,lr.Bangl Don't forgzet to write
us ¢ post carde from Shenghail" And they 1 grinned gs if they had made
fbrr——anﬂ-ﬁ—ﬁtrﬂvw jol

tre w joke,

ie promised, "I certainly will,"

hey suggested: "You should stop at Salt Lake City. It's worthwhile
seeing it <

R ol wdded/

He groaned: "Yes...certeinly...of course..." He pwedViwd, cruelly

sheken by the invisible fist,

ded mot leavt
The deys were long,end*8t11l longer. vesy w E;m

his compartment. He herdly slept. Without the solsce of sleep he had

to ewalt the end of the night,the end of the journey.

Ao : He spent the days and many en hour of the nights
ataring through the window at a landscape that seemed to him monotonous
and yvet ever~chengling, All he was able to think, for hours and hours,
woe this: 'How great thils country 1isl... How cxnddessy mige,enormous = how
endlesn..s and how empty! I did not know that 1t 1ls so empitys..lhese
tremendous plains are not inhsbited by humen beings. what an abundance
it:>1" room - :space for millions end millions to come,..unused space for

\%@fat ions ‘Jb-ﬁ—md-—mmqﬂ guilty creatures,cursed,suffering creatures,

sesibut I sav: if a single cresture were to see another creature to the

very depths of his soul,he would die,.,

I masssbenagybear nc responsibllity for those Ilnnunersble tragedles

that are in prepsration. I em innocent,immaculate as s monk,not telnted




#ith the ugly sin of propegation. 1 em detached,remote,free - as the
travellers are, I have no country,no home,no children, No chilldren,
I am sterlle,

-4 L a‘

There were ancient tribes who belleved that 5%& asterile man wes

i

Lyl
holv, There were others who consldered him ﬂmeﬂqé.

Caedred.
I am Bsopev .,

amerlee ig pregnant with potential life. But 1 am no part of 1t,

I em doomed. i
Oh,America - pregnant with future laughters, future hatred,future
love; losded with the genius of its un-born sons,with the beauty of

ite un-born deughters,with the horror of coming revolutions,the atrocity

burdened with possibilities and hopes -~ oh,endless lwwkme landscape,
tremendous ggndacnpe,lnndscspe of youth - :1it is the deadly landscape
for me, Fof{em detached and sterile,snd I am doomeds..

This dusty wilderness is my deadly lendscape, These eternal high=
ways have no goal,no aim for me, These empty plains show me the numb,
the murderous features of the Medusa.

This country kifls me Huﬁhggh its very greatness, It destroys me

AN AL e o
through its youthfulness,its strengtﬁ?IEETFEFiity. I knew it when 1
saw those skyserapera,in New York;when 1 heard and &aw and felt the

Bara-d] cdt ok g bk od
leughter of thrtlfellowJJonnfﬁgdiﬁiynd&awrvnngei -~ who left me, This

country kills me., I knew it when I arrived., I knew it when 1 left

Copenhagen. I knew this was to be my last journey. Aé*knew“wnﬁre—tt”Tﬁ

America overwhdlmes me., I am through.
it dazes me with its rivers end menufsctorles,with its athletic

youth,its negr% songs,1ts cruel noise,its boredom,1lts neive enthuslissm,
1 gl talety ) .

{ts steel muscels,its tremendous lust for 1life,..with 1ts greatness,

.AHHLJuuuua4ﬁ—grertﬂsaa149&-4ﬁaeir*ag-—nanbneﬂwiits unbearable grent=
————— )
ey
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/fhe deys pass on,2nd the nightyat last reach their end,but the train
goes on running end running,the tranacontinentel traln,the traln without
ocama;\‘.m‘.

goal end aim...lhe ambeespee scenery changes: now the hes to
¢limb steep hills,high mountseins;there ere rocks and smmk deep valeys
between snow-capped peakss The traveller in the solltude of hls elegant

T am tan

21t & new apprehension;but thls time it was a physicsl gﬁﬁi. ills heart

- he knew it - whe could not stand this high altitude. &mse Poctors
had warned him before he left;but ne had smiled and shrugged in his
absent-minded menner. Now,there it was,the heart-attack,fhe—siE PETIE
the spesm:he could hardly breathe.

e swellowed his medicine,hastlly., The painful fif passed. The

tr2in speeded downhill,

He got over the dangerous sttack - for the time bLelng, But there

were other mountains to come = higher oneifverj high ones: he knew 1it,

it gudﬁvu.¢iauq¢ of almoypldve
sould his organism stand (the thin air? - 'And if not,..?' he thought,

dogevate
with ap fpwotbbered obatinacy, 'I am through,anyhow, I am not eager to

see San ﬁranciscoﬁgr the Buddha temples in the Far East., 1 renounce the

trip eround the world. AThe shortesat wey to your own hes Pt lﬂanq you

LA L e

e it e i B e B i i T W W i NS

eround the world..,.” which philosopher has coined this dubious bonmot?
M\&?’. :

However,ne was mistaken... [ lMmwé solved the riddle,hslfwaye. 1 recog=

Hak -
nise the cruel laws Whhe® dominate my 1life. I accept them,shuddering
but without resistance. I accept them.

vesIf it were conceivable thet a man should see himself to the

very depths of his soul,he would have no hesitation in laying hils head

uncomplsiningly on the block and accepting his inevitable punishment,

1 do not complain.

petiently I wait for the end of the night - and I know the dawn
will shine with s bloody splendor..s

He exuminedlhis maep and found out that the State of Utah was

situeted in GOn;%erﬂble gltitude: the lowest point,in Sslt Lake Valley,
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,t‘{“" 2da _5_'.51.{1 0 _Aw:!-f.‘:ra_;,/
the Lake of Tears,the City of Tears,the Valley of Tears...

4,210 feet above sea-level, "0limate healthy end delightful..." the
prospect wew sssured =-:'Not for me,'’ thouzht the traveller.

He went on reading,mechanically,without reelly graspiny the sense
of the words. "Scarcety of timber and verdure...huch of the secll 1s
strongly impregnated with salt and alkall....lany parts are still dewest
pure desert,hopelessly barrenss.”

iThet's what I am -~ :hopelessly barren.,.¥y heart,muy soul,my brains
my bodv...hopelessly barren...’

And he resd the emezing story of the Pioneers of Utah: President
Young,trevelling across the plains and mounteins,with 145 men,three
women and two children;living in tents,wagons and log huts;protecting
themselves from hostile Indians,prowling wolves and other wild beast;
stubbornly faithful,according to their own speclel interpretetion of
the Holy word, This was herdly seventy Yyears ago,but it sounded like
an ancient, heroic tale - the sage of the Mormons, Chiurch of Jesus Christ
of Letter-day Saints,expelled from Illinois,wandering through wilderness
and unknown land,sttracted by the Grest West,finally settling on the

shores of.a Lake the waters of which were selty - selty as tears...

‘I em approsching the HRegion of Tears, ilow far away is that
mystic lake? A shower of inwsrd tears glves the answer: Attt
Hnrmﬁpa/ You are nesr the goal...'

@l Those Mormons - didn't they believe in having several wives?
He remembered having resd something of this sort,. 'How odd]léd men,
and only three womenes.and yet every man 1in principle agdsl clalmec

geveral females...*

3

{ wouldn't make a good Mormon,' = end he chuckled goft ly,but wes

frightened by the sound of his own laughtey in the great solltude of




le
& his compartment,of thils trains i}ﬁ:niaﬂtﬁ of the passing-by,emnpty,

tremendouns lendscape.

vy Islend has no women, Sho is there for me to love?

e recalled,with 2 sudden pang,these words,spoken Dy Jodn Ujhazy,

on one of the last puges of jhés=tosr-Tovei) "penied a Country, The homes=

less one,melencholy hero of the novel,hsd tried to find home:he jent to

Denmerk,end it wes a fellure, Before leaving his estran ed homeland,he
made » walk with an old friend who also hed rulned nis life, "But you,
Joen," he saild presently - "we're still young men - way don't you get 4
wife?" - "I" said dm!n. They were both watching the approaching night
expreas; the llght of its locomotive searched them out like a flery eye.

- "I9" repesrted Joany,and his voice was as bloodless as his face;
"Erik,I must die alone,"

L mast \‘19 F’lOI’lE...

IeeeaiStessedle anlone, ., ALONE,. ..

He was elmost wOewed asleep., He heard the nolse of the wheels - their
nnnntﬁnoua,ugonizing rhythm, against which Joén's volce,hlis own dream-
voice kept struggling. "This wes my last tour,” salcd Joan. "And to-night
nas brought it to en end. Beceuse I have heard s greater, lle can play of
greater things, He plays of a new jov."

; (gatt mwemped Guide

new jJoY.se He saw John,the tough jemmmay  dencing, jumping, flying

between the mss skyscrapers, He was helfeneked,wearling only Ldddichaemmpantn
purple shorts and huge leather gloves., He was =a prize fighter,he wes
very strong,his punch was desdly,his lsughter was deadly; deadly - his
youth,his stremgth,nis cruel innocence...

‘He' 1l hit me,' felt the sleeper,

And there wss the blow, b'b—'ﬂm—m*ﬁm'

It was very peinful. He tried to get up but did not succeed, lie was

are lvsed.ne was numb, Hls heart ached, He pressed his chest yith his
. ] :




trembling hand. He wanted to seream but hed no volce, lie  roaned, ie
knew that this was the end.

The traln had stoprned in the midat of & grend and terrifying laends:
cepe - a Biblical scenery,barren and herolc,thre-tening anc enchanting
with ley mountains,sharply proflled against a glowing sky. The sky was
pouring a hard,metellic light, Between the rocks lce-blue waters fell

'

to the depths., The eir wes filled with a high,clinking nolse -~ the

triumphant song of the dawn,the cruel hymn of a beglnning

dev.

A conple of days later Mr . Opffer,editor of the Nordlyset,recelived a
press telegram from Ogden,Utah,telling that the pgreat Denlsh suthor
and lecturer Herman Bang hed been taken from the ®me trans-continental
train in s dylng condition and brought to « hospitsl In that city where
he died at 6 a.m, Mr.0pffer immedletely celled up kr,iskensen who sald:
"poor fellow)! I have expected something of this kind., lle had such a
pale little face..." - "What can we do now?" asked ur.Cpffer. kr.dskensen
sugrested to have the desth-mask taken, ¥r.Opffer sald this was san ex=
cellent ides, Two lengthy telegrams were made wp cut,the one to the
Danish Vice Consul st Ogden,Mr,Thorveld Orlob,the other to Mr.0.D.
Resmigssen,owner of s chaln and depertment stores in Uteh and wyoming.

Both gentlemen were only too happy to do this little thing for a

distingished compatriot uﬁf&ﬁ?ien friendleas in thelr own neighborhood.
¥r,%skensen informed the Baroness, "It was mAweswt something llke

an epoplexy of the heusrt," he declared, jwé—ire—sigedy "As to the memorial

service,we may hold 1t in the little Danish church in the bronx,

e want to meake it simple but dignified., A few speeskers - itephan

Hensen,snd Jonas Lie = although he is Norewgien - ,snd Emile Bomén,

tind we hope to gzet Holger Birkerod Lo sing the Ave Maria. D1d you ever

n

hear him? He hes a wonderful volece,..

But the Baroness did not listen, She seemed petriflied, She could




> wept, ¥ The tesrs Mk streamed coplously fr ic )
14 not cover, lils fece was not distorte 8 he ecried, I as 1 str
a [ 1 I.' d L nce '-'.ﬁ F urnin 1 0 -
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» desperately insisted: "We have killed himi 9
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Journey to the End of the Night,

Like a running sore this uneniing street,
bottom of it, filling

with all of us at the t,

it from silde to side, from one sorrow toc the
next, moving towards an end no one has ever
seen, the end of all the streets in all the

'..'L.T'],-! -

Louls=Fer: inand Céline.




Une day in the middle of January 1912, some twenty members
of the Denish Colony in New York received a letter calling them
%o & meeting at the Hotel Mcalpin to discuss " a matter of the
greatest importance for all of us.” The document was signed by
Mr, M,C, Madsen, who at that time was constructing Long Beach,
L.I., and was one of the most respected Danes in Anerica,

They all gathered at the appointed hour, and Mr, Madsen de=-
clared in a solemn little speech that he was very sorry to bring
up a matter which would undoubtedly give the whole party a terrible
shock: « Herman Bang ves coming to America!l

This was indeed a surprise, Everyone was startled. Only an
ignorant young fellow who had been born in America and whose ideas
of the old country were of the hazlest, asked naively: Who is
Hermen Bung? His neme was John: he was & good-looking lad,

What a foolish question! ZEveryone knew who Herman Bang was,
although very few of the persons present had ever read a line of
his work. They were mostly Danes who had lived in this country for
& number of years, and had had little opportunity to keep up with
contemporary Danlsh literature. Yet they were all acquainted with
the storlies that circulated concerning that curious, and notorious
perscnality, Herman Bang - the Danish novelist, oritie and lecturer,
for yeurs a femous target of caricature. His appearance was in
itself an easy mark for both journalists and cartoonists, a fact of

which the pre:s had taken full advantage. These caricatures had

found their way to the Danes in America, whereas Beng's writing

had not.
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"Well, you see," explained one of the older gentlemen, with
some embarrassment, "Herman Bang - - well,..he has a certain
resemblance to Uscar Wilde..." = Sui the ignorant youth was still
in the dark.

There was a muddle of questions, answers, proposals and
nervous little exclamations. How did Mr, M,C, Madsen get the re=-
volting new? -« Why, quite simply - one of Bang's friends had write
ten a letter, requesting Mr, Madsen to help Bang om his arrival
and possibly to arrenge a lecture for him in New York. He must
have salled already., His idea was to cross the United States,
posslibly giving a lecture or two on the way. At San Francisco or
Los Angeles he would board one of the steamers of the Danish East
Asflatie Co, and proceed around the world. One of the ladies re-
marked: " They say he's exceedingly fond of travelling..."” Her face
was sour and thoroughly dlsgusted, as though it were one of his un-
speakable viges that she had been referring to.

"We must see to it that he goes back on the next steamer,”
"The Danish Colony will never get over it!" "ie simply cennot
have him herel!™ - "He'll ruin our reputation in this country ..."=-
"We'll sll have to pay for it..."- Some of them still remembered
Usecar Wilde's visit thirty years ago, which had been most em=
barrassing for all Lnglishmen in this country. His remark to the

customs officers - Nothing to declare but my genius: -was an in-

auspleious beginning, and particularly indelicate in wview of the
seriousness of the occasion; he bored everybody by preaching the

"Science of the Beautiful™; he was ridiculed by newspapers and
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Harvard boys, snubbed by Har:iet Beecher Store, and patronized
in a dutious fashion by Walt Whitman., "But the British can afford
@ 1ittls scandal once in a while," said one of the Danish gentle-
men, "Representatives of small nations should be more careful.
We are certainly in no position to challenge public opinion...”

Someone else wondered whether Herman Bang still deserved
to be called a Dane. Probably he was one of those modern writers
who were capable only of destructive criticism; he had even
scorned the Danish patriotic movement, and he led the life of a
zipsy: Wasn't he in fact an exile from his country, an outcast
vegabonding through the world? "A voluntary exile..." sald the
gentleman, but another patriot interrupted him: "Not quite volun-
tary, if you please! Mr. Bang had very good reasons for getting
out of Copenhagen. <+he police were after him,.." Somebody ine
quired: "Isn't the title of his last novel Homeless, or Without
A Fatherland, or something like that?" A lady confirmed that Herman
Bang's recent work did indeed bear the ominous title "Denied A
Country". 4And she added: " It is an excellent book, toc, I've read
it."

4he last speaker, a certain Baroness A., seemed to be the only
one in this cirecle who had actually reud a book by Herman Bang. She
knew the world, had lived in Paris and St, Petersburg, and was a
prominent member of the Danish Colony, although some of her cone
patriots considered her slightly eccentriec. "It is quite a fas-
cinating book," she said in a nild but determined voice. "It is

something of a masterplece, and it seems to me that we are very

privileged tc be able to welcome it's author in New York,"




This unexpected opinion had its effect on the gathering.,

‘hey gradually realized two basic facts, which helped to celm their
moral indignation., The Barcness's cstartling remark reminded them
firast, of the international reputation which kr. Bang enjoyed, note
withetanding certaln emberressing rumers concerning his nrivate
life, And then ome simply hed to facc the faet that the notorious
compatriot was actually on his way. <%he Dahish Colony had no ale
ternative but to keep its chin up and accept the inevitable,

4 sort of grave fatalism prevailed among the Seendinavian
smericans at the Mcalpin Hotel., Still somewhat grudgingly, they
finally formed a sub-cormittee for the reception of Herman Beng,

It oonsisted of Mr. Emil Upffer, an old schoolmate of Bang's and
at that time editor of the Danish newspaper, Nordl et, in New
fork; Mr, E,V, Eskesen, a prominent manufacturer and himself an
amateur poet, and two other gentlemen. They made an ep cintrent
for a speclal meeting in Mr, Opffer's office.

They decided that, after all, a lecture might as well be
arranged for Mr, Bang. His works were very populer in Germany, and

Fusgsian

ome of them had even been translated into French,and other lane
guages: <he gentlemen had to admit that he was generally regar-
ded as one of the outstanding figures of modern Danish literature,
Nat.rally however, in view of the man's dubious personal reputa=
tlon, a large hall would not be necessary. They chose the little
concert hall in the Hotel brevoort, on lower Fifth Avenue, which
had a seating capacity of three hundred. They had tickets printed,
advertisements inserted in the Danish, Norwegzian and Swedish

newspapers, and they also sent out a thousand letters to Danes in
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New fork. They were still sceptical, of course, as to the eventual
suecess of thelr efforts. DBut once they had made up their minds
that the lecture must take place, they came to see the whole
affair as connected with the patriotic cause., Each of the four
gentlemen was even ready to pay his share of the inevitable defi-
cit.

¥he ladies meanwhile, eagerly discussed the subject of all

this rumpus. Baroness a., la femme du monde, was the principal speae

ker af these lively tea parties. She even had a pleture of Herman
Bang, which was zcalously examined by all her friends. The young
man in the portrait was unucually and disturbingly attractive., The
first thing that struck one was the prominent ana finely formed
back of his head, on which the smooth, glossy black halr gleamed;
then one obsorved the mournful glance of the deepset eyes under
thelr long lashes; then the infinite sensitiveness and nobility
of the outline of the face, which the roung man - melancholy but
esger to please - turned Lo the spectator in half-profile.

"He looks like an Criental prince," observed one of the ladies,
half disepproving, half intrigued. The Baroness smiled: " Yet he
is descendied from one of our oldest and most distinguished femilies.

Dian't you know his fine old grandfather, His Excellency Bang, the

physician? He was a reul figure in our country.. I remember his

funeral so well., GSeveral members of the royal family were there,
and repregsentatives from all the hospitals and univercities. VWhen
I saw Hermen some years ago in St. Petersburg, he used to tell me

stories about the old gentleman. He adored him, you know,,.. and
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he was ter:ibly loely, really helpless after the old men's death,
There was no money left, juct a few thousand crones. Herman wanted
to become an actor; he's always had an unfortunate leening ror the
theatre., But he has no talent at all - ag an actor, 1L mean..."
She laughed softly, remembering poor Herman Bang's total lack of
tulent for the stage. "I once saw him in Bergen," she went on,
"He pluyed Uswald, in gbsen's Ghouts. It was horrible. Peonle

bombaried him with rotten apples, but he was in such an hysterlcal

trance that he hardly noticed the uproar.” ©She laughed again, while

the other lady, a large~bosomed, very dignified matron, remarked

yith a sour smile: "That's what I thought. He makes a fcol of hime
self.” A younger woman, gazing at the plcture, whispered: " Dut ...
1l had no idea ...he was s0 $erribly hundsome..."

"I'm afgald you've a disappointment in store, my dcar," sald
the Baroness. " He's changed - he must be at least Ffifty oy now.
Poor thing, his face has become quite yellow and wrinkled., But he
is still irresistible. My, how often I have been amused by Him!
He's an impossible ercature, you know, always decked out in dbrace-
lets end other jewelry., It makes a :oft, jingling noise when he
walks through a room. 4nd with evening dress he wears a broocade
waistcoat, and long white glacés under his coatsleeves: ong
ludies' gloves, ycu understand - he 1s really terrifiel Once I had
dinner with him at the Imperial Castle, in St Petersburg. Did I
tell you that the mother of the Czar used to be very fond of Bang?
She loved to talk to him...Well, there we were, in the Imperial
dining hall, with all those imposing butlers wetching every move-

ment we made, MNow imagine - just imagine dear Eerman stripping

et — et
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off his long white zlalé: it was absolutely sen-sa-tional! All
the generals and high officials there were literally petrified
with horror, But the old Empress - smiled...sweet old darling
that she 1si"

The Danish ladles smiled too, although they were quite able
to under:tand the profound horror of the dignitaries at the ight
of long ladles' gloves on a Seandinavian novelist., TYet they could
not help being impressed by the fact that the Baroness and the
poet had dimed together at the Imperial Castle in St, Petersburg.
"Very amucing, indeed,” they agreed reluctantly. But the Baroness
seemed not to hear, being absorbed once mcre in the fascinating
portrait of Herman Bang. "He etill has those wonderful eyes,"
she seid, as though talking to herself, "When he looks at you
they o0 :hfough and through you, as if he were discovering eVET Y=
thing, absolutely everything...Y¥es, 1L have : great fondness for
hime And then of course he's very emusing too, and you couldn't
imagzine a more reliable friend..."

The large-bcsomel matron shrugged., " I hear he is very
effeminate and rather malicious. Probebly one of those people who
alw.ys seem to be laughing at you.” She assumed h:r most digniried
eipression, while the Baroness gigsled: " But who would dare to poke
fun at y u, my beloved, No, not Bang is a good fellow." ihereupon
she leunched ¢n & few more snecdotes. "There has been goselp to
the effeot that he is the illeglitimate son of a grand duchess and
a gigcelo from the Balkans, Because he does have that curious come
bination of aristoeratic elerments end a somehow foreed, hectie

vulzsarity. Burlesque shows, cirocuses - that's the kind of
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surroundings he loves. He is always at his best when he's writing
about outeasts.” She paused a moment, then added: " I don't under-
stand very much about litersture; but I reslly think he is e great
writer. Have yvou read anything of his?" The ladies had not, but
expressed a growlng curiosity, Baromness A. offered: "I'll find
some of his books for you. You are bound to weep over them. He is
only too well informed on the tragic side. and curiously emough his
style is simple, candid, concise - quite the opposite of his per-
sonal character.”
She went to the book-case and tock out several volumes,

caressing them as if they were living erestures., "Michael,..",

gshe smiled at one of the volumes as though addressing an old

friend whom she was meeting agein after a too-long period of separa-
tion. "This is & marvelous story, you know -« the story of Kichael,
the beautiful young man, and the great painter Clasude Zoret, who
loves him., The Master is based to a certain extent on Rodin...

It is a very sad story, too. I always ery when I read the scene

of the Master's death. He is utterly elone, though he keeps

sending messengers to Michael's house - the very house the Master
hed given him-, but Michael does not come. Because he is madly in
love - absolutely drowned in his love for a magnificent woman, and
he happens to be in bed with her while the Master 1s dying. He
dies alone, asking over and over, Where is Michael?, but Michael

is very far away, in another world, because he is in love, and
' the-Hlartrr-diofrrritobo-heaptebioakinay!
e added, somewhatsabruptlys—tintp-of-~
coursey-aslittle bit maudlin

young, and ecruel

sald-the Baroness, and:
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She turned over the leaves of some other volumes that she had
brought to the tea-table. The Danish ladies zlanced curiously at
the books while the hostess recited their titles as if they were

the cherished refrain of an old song. "A Hopeless Generation - his

first novel, he was only twenty-ome then: an immature piece of work,
of course..." She smiled with a certain indulgzence. "But By the
Waygide is a masterplece - a very short novel, but so packed with
lifel 4nd here is Iine - Gracious! I almost had fogotten Tine
though it's one of the most moving of all, It's about the Prussian
invasion of Slesvig. He was vorn, you know, in the island of Als,
in North flesvig, and his family left that part of Demmark just
before the Prussian troops arrived, Probably those early ime-
pressions had a good deal to do with his later character - the
evacuation of Als, the flight, the position of the Slesvie Denes
under German rule..."

She uttered a silvery little ery as though recognizing another
famili r face in the gallery of her souvenirs. "The White Houge -

oh, wiat a lovely story! It's very bright and gay but with a

strange undertow of incurable sadness, It was his homage to his
mother, who was very lovely...and, here, in The Grey House, there's
@ wonderful and sinister portrait of his grandfather, the old

* Bxcellency...HBe 1s superd when he describes cld people, dcomed
people, men and women, who have to dle very soon, or women who are
hopelessly in love - they suffer silently, never complaining, or
L.ey talk sbout guite axtraneous matters.../‘;»tntwu«gon&u-—eur

taking you.into. s .reom-full-of-pecple..snd *LKMR%W

nanverauﬁ&enmen“th&awunﬁmthab?mci&n.aaminglxﬂimxg;gxgns_“ﬂgy
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undernedth 7Ou feegl the tuE Tt raE e Oy thedr e thw“ﬁm*ﬂﬁ
trying t¢ cover up +sefes, he 18 really a master at uanveﬂfng

jthe essence Gf.the ¢ hing, between the lines., All hiaarhaJncters

:ive the impressien "of beinc welghed down by uQ!K ghuatly myate*:...

ihe acrobats in The Four Deyils -: o, you mlst read The Fo
.____JL____J;_ﬂ. Ahe four
Erxilg i1t's one of the best ufhriea ha ever wrote...; and that

little walter who loves fine thlngs &qd perfumes and beautiful
racaa, but knows he will neigr huva them,*qe he commits suicided..
¢r that story of the 3oqu nurse, lIda Brandtx\hhp worke in a lupa-
tic asylum, and is in” love with a handsome fellow 1s Jjust

o
ﬂcr what he caq,@%t. She pays for all his dinners, and qu carpied

"

8P in her bag and slips it to him, under the taB\e
thq,

alter won't know that i1t's not his own money.,.His béoks

a&n -t‘uli OF-TLETIE touche - LAe “thet; " the-Baroness. ut
aometimes’ﬂannlguui&~1nesB“pvtguantu%ttwiomwexaiqu'you will come
across a sentence or a paragraph that is really breathtaking,
Eere, in The Grey House, for instance...Yes, I'm quite sure 1t is
in this bookee."

4nd she read aloud, her voice strangely hoarse as though
she had a sudden lump in her throat:

It 15 seid that he who looks on Jehova, iie But I $ 4F

single cresture were to gee snother creature to the yery depths of

8 soul, he would die d Lt were conceivable that a man should

ee himself to the ry depths o g8 soul, he would have no he

faticn in laying his head uncompleiningly on the block and accepting

his inevitable ishment

There was a long silence.
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Finally one of the women said: " I wonder if he will have
a good time in this country. After all, we are a tough people,
here in Americe - and he seems to be ...how shall I say ..oome-

how morbid.. o"

When Herman Bang arrived, one morning late in January, he was
recelved by a large committee, It was the Baroness iAe. WhO Tecoge-
nized him - a frail, trembling little figure among the other more
robust travellers. But she could hardly conceal the shock she felt
at the chenge that had come over him; her eyes grew round with
fright as she shook hands with him and seld: ¥ Hello, Eerman...
dear Herman..." His smile was pallid and distraught. "Nice to see
JOUses S0 many peopleés.e charming...enchantd,..” He glanced around
with an almost panic-stricken look, as if the dock were peopled
with ghosts.

¥r., Opffer, Beng's old schoolmate, finally exclaimed with
forced joviality: "Hello, old boy! You look fine...Haven't changed
at all,.."

Herman Beng slowly turned towards him the yellow, wrinkled,

retohed face. ¥or a few seconds it seemed numb, hostile like the
face of a dead men: the horrifying face of a royal mummy, Then he
gmiled again, and now his smile was indulgent und understanding,
though slightly contemptuous, still and infintely tired, "Oh,
isn't this Exil?” he said, " Yld Emil Opffer...Good of you to
come! No, we don't change, old fellow. COf ocourse we don't
changes««" =

They took him to the Hotel Astor, The ladies of the reception
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committee were both delighted and appalled. They all agreed

that he was the most nervous orsature they had ever seen, They

observed that he trembled consbantly as though mercilessly

shaken by a gigantie rist, His walk was also surprising- a cuick
and at the same time burdensome sort of trip; sometimes one might
have thought him tiptoeingz over glowing stones. ZLveryone was ine
clined to treat him as a very old man or = elekly 1little boy.

He was 80 utterly weak and helpless,

The members of the committee were surprised to find his
apartment at the astor full of lowers and visiting-cards, The
telephone rang constantly; visitors were announced by the score,

He wanted to see all of them. Not only Danes appeared, but also
Swedes, Norwegians, Fimns, Ge:mans, and even some Americans, The
bell-boys delivered one box of flowers after another, and in the
middle of this babbling throng in his drawving room sat Herman Bang,
in a fentastic dressing-gown of brocade, bewlldered, scared and
pleased, faintly smiling,

“You have s0 many friends" whispered the Baroness 4, "Isn't
it wonderful?" He squeczed her hand.

The next day Bang wanted to see the slghts of New York @ity.
The concensus of opinion emong the members of the Commi ttee, howe
ever, was that i1t would be sheer murder to let him out on the streets
alone. The traffic of the metropolis would certainly frighten him
out of his wits, MNr, Eskensen, manufacturer and amateur poet, sent
a young man from his ofrice to escort Bang wherever he went, The
gulde and guerdian engel turned out to be that museular and goode

loo¥ing young man nemed Johnny, Un street crossings he almost




carried the slim 1little figure of Herman Zang, snd on trains he
literally picked him up, as one would a child, and put him down
on a seat, "Thank you," smiled the poet. "Thank you very much,"
And the boy: "You're perfectly welcome, sir, I'm sure."

Johnny had been born in this country, "But my folks ceme from
Demnmark," he declared proudly,

The poet seemed very interested in every detall of John's
life, past, present, or future, How much money 4id he earn in Mr.
Egkensen's office? Was he living with his family? How many brothers
end slsters did he have? What was his fiancéde's name? Was she
blonde or iark? Was he very much in love with her? The guardian

ngel laughed, slightly flustered. " I guess s80. She's a so0d sort."

But the poet went on asking questions, "Is your fiancle very
pretty? Does she love ycu very much?" Johnny supposed that she was
erazy about him, "You know how girls are,” he added mysteriously.
The poet sald: "You are very strong." 4and the guardian-asngel
geemed rlattered.- "Very athletie," sald the poet appreciatively.
John declared that he was an =smateur bo er: ™ - and a pretty goed
one, too, they say."

Johnny considered it ‘his duty to show this foreigner as much
as possible of New York, Besides he was as proud of the city as
if he had built it himself, They went up-town and down-town, and
Herman Beng had to visit China Town and Harlem and Brooklyn and
Centrel Park, "It's bigger than Copenhagen, isn't 1t?" Johnny
asked for the seventh time, and laughed heartily at his own little
Joke., But Bang was brooding. "It's tremendous", he seld. "It's

huge, Like a mon:ter with innumerable limbs - greedy and eruel
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and enormous- and constantly growing see@rowing, growlng, growing...
reaching out farther and farther “ssokilling and eresting human
beings..." - Johnny was somewhat put off by this confused, poeti=
cal talk., "This is the Times Building," he explained, "Pretty
tall, isn't 1t?" - and Herman Beng, again with his anxious, dig=-
torted smile: "It's tremendous...tremendous..." - Johnny grew a
little worried. "What do you mean, Mr, Bang®" The poet made a
hasty litile gesture as if trying to wave away something that was
‘isturbing him, a nightmare, an ghoulish vision, KHe laughed,
somevhat convulsively. "It's ldiotle., I'm seeing nidday chimeras..."
"#hat do you see?" Johnn's boss had told him in advance that ¥r.
bang was a little queer, He was certainly right.

"1 am nervous,"” the poet said, apologetically. "But it some-
how struck me - you and the bullding togzether, It reminded me of
i young god, walking among huge rocks... and he plays with him...
There 1s a new wilderness, a new Jungle, new mountains - the skye
sorapers, piled up by human hends...There is a new innocence, s
new ctrength...¥es, there are New Gods," he whispered, standinz mo-
tionless in the middle of Times Squere, surrounded by cers as by
dangerous monsters,

‘Gee, he 1s nuts ell right' thought John., He was terrified,
At the same time he liked his o0dd protegd more than ever. 'Poor
1ittle guy', he felt, while with gentle determination he urged him
on: "Come along, Herman! Come ou! You cen't stand here, you're
holding up the traffic - don't you hear? All the drivers are

shouting at you..."

-~
4nd he pushed him across the street - a reliable guide,
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protecting Llhe frall and problematic child of ancther land, of

another age.

“Thanks,” murmured the poet when they hed safely reached the
other side of the street. "Thank you, John,"

He did not know himself whether he was thanking him for his
protection against the aggressive cars and the rude drivers - OF

for his having called him Hermane.

k % %

Then came the evening of Herman Bang's lecture at the Hotel
Breevort., The members of the arrangement comnittee arrived very
early, although Denlsh affairs in New York usually begin an hour
or so late. Mr. Opffer, Mr, Eskensen and the other gentlemen were
surprised to find the hall alreedy halfl £illed, By the time Jobn
djelivered his precious charge = the speaker-, the hall wase filled
to seating capacity, and people had begun TO take up standing room
azainst the walle. Finally Mr, Eskensen had to cloge the docre.
Qutszide he heard angry words. & furious volce was ealling the
respectable committee " a bunch of stupid fools"™ for taking a hall
thet was obviously not half large enough, At last people were
standing outcide on the gtreet and could not even get into the
vestibule.

The Baroness 4, was more worried by this surprising crowd
than she -ould have been by an empty house. 'What do they come
ror?' she kEpt asking herself, 'It can't be genuine literary in-

terest. Are they walting for a large-scale fiasco? Are they Just
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attracted by his bad reputation? Do they want to insnect the no=-
torious model of so many cartoons in the Copenhagen magazines?'

"I'm so very happy" she said to Herman Bang, "We have never
had such a ecrowd before. It's a great evening, Herman." But he
said nothing. He was exceedingly nervous. "Where is John?" he
asked, John was chatting, somewhere in the background, with a
machinist,

"I want you to stand at this door, next tc the platform,
while I em reading,” said Bang. And to the Barcmess, as if this
explained everything quite simply. " He is my guardian-angel,
you know."

The ladies and gentlemen who had received Herman Bang at the
boat only a few days before hardly recognized him when he stepped

out on the platform. The transformation was amazing., Suddenly he

seemed neither nervous nor bashful. This man, improvising a little
opening speech, looked ten years younger than the shriveled crea-
ture who had greeted them at the doeck, He was lively, eloquent,
His words poured out copious and articulate: it was a joy to
listen,

After the short introductory address he read a few chapters
of his novel Dehied a country. The sudience was spellbound from
beginning to end, ZFor he did mnot only read the story of Jodn
Ujhazy, the great violinist and " the prince of no-Country", he
acted it, and more, he lived it on the stage. Yes, he actually

was Jodn in whose veins so0 many bloods were intermingled: Danish

and Hungarian and Koumanian. The audience almost wept when Bang

imitated old Ahe, young Jo&n's Danish nurse, who used to sing to
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"There is a lovely land

Beside the sweeping billows

Un Baltie's briny strand,

It winds afar in hill and dale,
Uld Denmark is its name

and i1t is Freya's hall,"

And later, in the international French boarding=-school, where
Jo&n was educated, all the boys nailed up over their beds the
flags of thelr respective countries. Sut Jodn had no flag, no
country, "Well, his mother wes a Uane", declared one of the boys.
Sut another of his fellow-pupils remarked ecruelly: " You can't
have half a country."

Jodn had neither spoken nor moved = he sat there at the foot
of Harald's bed and the colour of the roreign flag seemed reflected
on his face as a deep blush,

Then he asked, pretending not to have heard what had Just
been said:

'But why don't they live in their own countries?!

* ¥ho?' said Hareld,

'The poets,'

Harald pursed his 1ipBecsss

"esssyou can't do great work unless vou have & longing in

vyour heart. That's why we all live abroad, all those who

count,"

There was a grave silence in the hall filled with Danish
Americaens. But the spirits of the audience revived and many
shrieked with luughter when he read the scene of the dinner in the
Orient Express. W&M«um’m%
panist Henry Collyett, who hfdcttqggmmgﬂquurn”ﬁ‘dé};-" and as soon
aiuhaua-t::nﬁlhiiﬁéSééuéhuﬂmﬂnrimﬂqrﬂunuauupJuﬁﬁj&ﬂzmuu.a.:,g

The slim 1ittle man on the platform transformed himself into
the stout Dutchman, Herr Haagemester, who was accompanied by his
North German cellist - a youth whose mouth was exaoctly the size cr

& cherry: - and Herman Bang, for a few moments, had a cherry mouth,
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Ih the next second, however, he roared with the voice of M., Jean
Roy of the Parls Opdra who could be heard abowe a full chorus.
And then he assumed the haughty attitude of the German Minister
at Bucharest, and his wife e:amining the virtuosos through her
lorgnette,

1&&& inspircd speesker did not stay on -his chair; he ‘moved
arouna for now he was the walter who balanced “he tray'with the
cups ok boulllon,~ and a moment latfr he was ?o&n again, who heerd

the Hiniater 5 wifa say. to HeT huaband* " Is he another virtuoso?"=

in a toih_whieﬂ showod she had expected something more distinguished

~e§—aonvaroatiens*whtrra&!th:ough-thuwruunkuwncwn.s
language Lurope could be heard, and Bang imitated them ahi. He

was the French composer, Monsieur Bizot, who moved h$a‘st1rr blue

hands inecessantlyjhover the teble-cloth, as thongﬁ raking together
invisible heaps of gold - perhaps the mpnthly rent from the houses
of 111 fame which the cohposer o:m@ﬁﬁﬁnd of St. Cecilia owned in

the provincial towns of theWd@dl, He exclaimed with the boautiful
tenor of M, Jean Roy:_ Fffo the, supremacy of French arti”™ - clinking
lasses with Monsi®ur Bizot, whille\twe young Roumanians, hidden

awsy in the Opposite corner, clappe&\ipair ring-covered h:nds,

Their dinner jackets fitted them like :\ﬁrin, and sc did Herman

BENE"S elépant aress=sult; Hade in Londoqy

The hilarity of the audience reached its climax when the mixed

crowd in the Orient Express dinner car began to discuss bdusiness:
all at once the whole band of " respected colleasues" plunged

into the subject of money and investments, bonuses, debentures, and




dividends - while Jo&@Llone remalned silent under the lorgnette
which the Minister's wife turned in astonishment from one stocke
jobber to another - his fellow artists., One of them declared that
nothing - nothing was so safe in the lonz run as New York real
estate: ™ My dear fellow, the future lies in America., We shall
live to see New York outgrow London." Some people, he sald, swore
by New Orleans; but one should never invest money in a place one
iidn't know,

But the audience turned seriocus again, when Herman Bang transe
formed once more into Jodn, the gipsy-aristocraet and politely
though rirmly declared: "No, Madame, I never speculate...ind for
that matter I've known so few artists die rieh."” - A sudden silence
fell upon the car. Mademe de Stein, the French planist, made a
gesture of the hand as if to push straggling heir from her fore-
head, though there was none there - while all at once the panting
noise of the train seemed to engulf everything, and the rattling
of doors and windows struck upon the areecess

The applause was tremendous. Everybody was thrilled., "He
is a wizerdl"™ they exclaimed, " He is absolutely amazing! He
has a thousand faces, and every one of them is s0 alive..."

After the intermlission he read a short story dealing with a
meek and elderly spinster by the name of Irene Holm, S£he is a
former ballet dancer, and how has to give dancing-legsons to clumsy
lads and girls in a northern village. There was no plot, no execi-
ting action in the dreary story of Irene Holm: She arrives in that
remote village, with her few belongings in an old champagne basket,
she 1s always half frozen, she 1s infinitely pathetic with her worne
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out clothes and her worn-out smile, When the " season"™ 1s over, she
has to pack up her champagne basket again, and the little fare-

well-party she arranges is the melancholy climax of the tale,

For Mlle, Hol becomes a little tipsy - just a very little bit-, and

her pupils persuade her to dance a golo, something serious, the
kind she used to perrform in the " real theatre", 4And she deances

la grande Napolitaine, with all the affected, graeeful steps and
poses of thirty years ago. ©She is ridiculous and very tragle,
People laugh at her. It 1s Just an ordinary feilure, nothing else.
Irene Holm weeps, and the sympathetic daughter of the pastor tries
te comfort her, It is just one of those minor tragedies: a rather
depressing story. Yet how it beat with life when the author read
it aloud! He tripped and skipped over the stage in the movements

of Irene's grotesque perforrunce, He imitated the music, the cruel

laughter of the peasant boys, the sllly zigzling of provincial
irls., His face was marked with all the suffering of the old dane-
seuse. He seemed exhausted and his face was wet with tears when he
ended his reading.

The show was not yet over with the end of the formal lecture,
Bang went on chatting, lau, .ng, smiling, sheking hands with every-
body. He was obviously pleased by the flowers heaped upo on a
little table on the -tage, He carried several big bouguets to the
bar of the hotel where a large party had gathered and where he was
received with fresh applause, He smiled, toock a bow, and then
turned suddenly very serious, "It's wonderful in America," he sald
softly to the Baroness who was standing next to him, " I am having

a wonderful time here with all of you."
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He was animated, he sparkled; sometimes his galety seemed
eomewhat hectic, He told humorous stories about his experiences
as a drama oritic, a lecturer and an agent, The lengthy tale of
the Hermen Bang tournde, twenty yoars before, was funny as well as
touching, a real tragi-comedy, Uh, &all those dreary provincial pla-
ces in Denmark and Norway that they had visited! « he deseribed
them as ridiculous little infernos, the very essence of boredom,
"4nd all the time we were putting on those childish one=act
playsl? He laughed heartily; the mere idea of those poor dramatie
attempts seemed terribly funny to him. " The people snored in the
th atre - yes, they literally snored... Cur impresarioc was upset,
and finally asked me to arrunge a religious concert with ehe musie
cal members of my company, He was a sort of expert on religious
concerts, you see. 'Yes Sir,' he used to say, '"that way you appeal
to the finest feelings of the pecple, you get the public, and the
churches are not eipensive.'™ He gave an amucing and drastie
imitation of the impreseric's gestures and speech,

The Baroness, listening with almost painful attention, was

enchanted but at the same time slarmed. She sereared with laughter,

she wasg enthrallad; yet she could not help thinking: ' There is

scmething wrong with him., I don't know what 1t is, He is absolue
tely divine, I have never seen him like this; but there is a ~leam
in his eyes that I don't like: it frightens me... Perhape he is
taking drugs,' she thought, and was very worried by this new idea,
'Yes, that's probably why he has this convulsive laughter. He uses

narcoties, I am sure...Poor Herman Bang. My poor friend,..'




He had begunm reanwhile, to tell anecdotes about pecople he
had rnown in Paris, Helsingfors, Vienna, Berlin and Prague. He
gave an lmpressive descitiption of the permanent unierground
strugcle of the Czech people against their Austrian suppressors.
He imitated the great Viennese uctress, Frau Wolters, sang the
praises of R¢jane, the Parlslan vedette, then plunged into a story
about a clown he had once seen in London., "You are at home every-
where," observed one of the ladies admiringly. " Or - nowhere...",
said Herman Bang,

And a gentleman at the other end of the table sald in a deep,
ominous volce: " Denied a Country..." = which was senseless, yet
strangely disturving.

The waiters appeared with the dessert, The large-bosomed
matron who had been so afraid of Herman Bang's malicious character
offered him a plate of ice eream with hot chocolate sauce. "That

sults you perfectly, lr. Beng," sh esaid . "It's perverse.."

Lete that night John and his celebrated probler=child ree
turned to the Astor Hotel., "You were sc quiet all evening," Herman
Bang said. "Didn't you like ny lecture?" The young man assured
him: ™ Oh, I liked it a lot, honestly I did, it was swell,..But
Just the same I felt...kind of bewildered... I had no idea you
were guch a grand acter, and knew so many stories...And you cere
tainly know how to deal with women! The whole bunch was crazy
about you - and there some goodlookers there too. That Baromess,

for instance - Gee, what a figure! 1I'd certainly like to get some-

where with her --- Why don't you make her, Mr, Bang? You could




have her «like thatl™ He gnapped his fingers,

Bang geve a bleek, plaintive smile., " I suppose you're

right", he sald after & psuse, und made his fidgety 11 tle gestures.
"Well -« good night then, sleep well, my boy." 4And he trippead
uiekly toward the elevator, moving his feet in a burdensome way

as though he were walking over glowlng stones.

£ % %

Two days later Bang was to leave New York on his long jour=-
ney to the West coast. Early in the morning John appeared at the
Astor to help him pack.

Both were silent for a while, Bang looked more tired and
sickly than ever, Finally John seid: "I hate to see you make
that trip alone...You aren't tough enough, Mr., Bang...fou look kind
of pale, anyhow,..fou should tuke along some strong fellow..,."

"I'd like to take you with me," sald Bange.

"Why don't you?" John's voice lifted with sudden hope.

And Bang, after a long pause, very softly: "It would be a
great mistake, John, I% would bge sure to be a fatal blunder,"”

John did not under:tand.

They said nothing further about it,

Before they left the hotel, Bang gave him a ecigarette box and
one of his bocks with a dedication, It was the Danish version of

Denied a Country., John was a little disappointed as he could

herdly read Danish, But he liked the cigarette box, "It's much
too valuable,” he said. "Geel - 1t's solld pgold..."

Bang made a desperate effort toc smile,




"You're sc good," sald John, and suddenly touched Bang's
brittle, delicate fingers with his big, clumsy hand, " You should
have children. You'd be a swell dad, . know you would, Why don't
you have a son, lir, Bang?"

He did not answer, Alter a few seconds he sald: "We must
hurry § boy. It's getting late,.,."

A number of friends had come to the train to see him off.
There were Mr, Opffer, Mr, Madsen, Mr, Eskensen, the large-bosomed
lady, and the Baroness. Bang d4id not find his railway ticket and
was haunted by the idea of losing his many bags. "Where are my
things?" he kept asking nervously. "The little bag with my bookSes.?
Oh, 1t's terrible, dreadful...like a nightmare..."

"Why do you leave?" asked the Baroness., "Why don't you stay
here, with us? Why must you go to the West coast?"

He glanced at her, as a wounded deer et the hunter,

'He is doomed' she felt. '"he is loet, I am sure he takes
naréoties - cocaine, or morphine, or whatever those terrible
things zre called. He's so terribly pale , and he trembles all the
time...Poor Herman- my poor friend...'

John helped him to e seat and wrapped him up like a sick child.

"I hate to see you go", he said, once more.

"Thanks" gaid Herman Bang without locking at him,

His guardian-angel left him, He was alone, He was freezing
in spite of the heavy bLlankets,

Qutside the friends waved goodbye as the train started slowly

to move, "He looks so be wildered, " said Mr. Opffer. " So

weak,so"

And Mr, Egkensen wondered, " Shall we ever see him again?” =




while John sald to the Barcness, his voice hoarse, almoet
suffocated: "He's & funny guy. But a :00d fellow = a damned
rood fellow, that's what he is."

ihe Baroness nodided. John noticed that her benutiful eyes
were molst with tears. 'She's fond of him, ell rizht,' he thought,
Finally she whispered: " You must tell me more about him in
New York, He was s0 busy - slghteseeinges.’ There was a little
twinkle in her eyes: a naughty 1ittle twinge, of jealousy, John
thouzht, But her smile warmed as she added: ™ You must have a ocup

of tea with me one of these days. Decause I do want to hear all

sbout his impressions of New York, and what he liked best. That

especially: what he liked the bestes.”

John was extremely flattered at the {dea of having tea with
the Ba oness., "Thanks" he sald, and looking at her 1t strucx him
,zain that she was a pretty woman, 8till quite atiractive in spite
of her years.

"Pomor row perhepe, around five?" - and when he had accepted
happily, they both lushed as though swept by a sudden feeling of

guilt,

He interrupted the journey at Chicaco where he had another
lecture engegeméft: He met people end saw old friends again. He
saw nobedy. He was blind. He heard neither the pleasant nor the
mellicious phrases sddressed tc him. H. was deaf, He spoke, and
his own volce sounded strange % hir., He 4id not know what he was

talking about, He said: " I am fapeinated by America, It's
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colossal, I am eager to gsee more of 1t." DBut how could he see
anything when he was smitten with blindness? "I em in & hurry®,

he paid. " The transcontinental train,..The boat i: waiting.

How far is San Francisco?" They eaid, 2000 miles or so, He

nodded: " Yes, yes, 1t's colossal.,” He was sbsent-minded., He did
not want to visit the famous stock-yards, nor 4id he express

any interest in the museum or the publie library. BHe insisted: "I
em in e hurry...": as if a mysterious power -« g gtorm or & tremen=-
dous, invisible hand- were driving, driving him on.

He stepped intc his compartment on the transcontinental train
like a prisoner entering the deathechamber.

They saids ™ Have a nice trip, Mr. Bang! Don't forget to
write us a posteard from Shanghall™ and grinned as 1f they had made
a joke,

He promised, " I certainly will,"

They suggested: " You should stop at Salt Lake City, It's
worth secinge..."

He groaned: " Yes.s.certainly...of course..." He shuddered,

eruelly shal'en by the invisible fist,

The days were long, and the nights longer, He did not leave
his compartment. He hardly slept. Without the solace of sleep he
had to await the end of the mnight, the end of the journey,

Fe spent the days and many hours of the nights staring
through the window at a landscape that seemed to him monotonous

and yet over-changing. For hours and hours his only thought would




be: 'How great this country is!...How huge - how endless..,. and
how empty! I mever imagined it would be s0 empty...These tremen=
dous plains are not inhabited by human beings, What an abundance
of room- : space for millions and mil.fons to come,..unused

space for uture generations; guilty creatures, cursed, suffering

creatures....tbut & say: if a single creature were to see another

ereature to the very depths of his scul, he would die...,
I bear no responsibility for those innumerable tragedies

thet are in preparation, I am innocent, immaculate as a monk, not
tainted with the ugly sin of propagation. Iem detached, remote,
free - as travellers are, I have no country, no home, no children,
No children, I am sterile,

There were ancient tribes who believed that a sterile man
was holy. There were others who thought him cursed(

I am cursed.

dmerica 1s pregnant with potential life, But I am no part of
it. I am doomed.

Ch, America - preznant with future laughter, hatred, love;
loaded with the genius of its unborn sons, with the besuty of its
unvorn daughters, with the horror of coming revclutions, the atro-
city of coming wars, the prosperity of promised peace... Oh, Ameri-
ca, overburdened with possibilities and hopes - oh, endless land-
scape, landscape of youth- : landscape that must be my death. For
I am detached and sterile, and I am doomed...

This dusty wilderness holds within itself my death, These
eternal highways have no aim, no destination for me, ¥or me these
empty plalns have only the numb and murderous features of Medusa's

face,
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This country kills me with its very greatness. It destroys

me with its youthfulness, 1ts strength, its exuberant reality.
I knew it when I turned my eyes up to the bulldings in New York;
vihen I heard and saw and felt the laughter of that young crea=
ture, John, my guide and protector - who left me, This country
murders me, I knew it when I arrived, I knew it when I left
Cépenhagen, I knew that I was setting out on my last journey,

America overpowers me, I am through.

It dazes me with its rivers and factories, with its athletiec
youth, its Negro songs, its cruel nolse, its boredom, its childish
enthusiasm, its muscles of steel, its vitality, 1ts tremendous lust
for life... with its greatness, its greatness which I am not strong

enough to bear,

The deys pass on, and the nights at last reach their end, but

the train wheels on and on, the transcontinental train, the train
without aim or destination.,..the scenery changes: now the locomo-
tive has to climb steep hills, high mountains; there are rocks and
deep valleys between snow-capped peaks. The traveller in the
solitude of his elegant compartment felt a new apprehension; but
this time 1t was a physical pang, Akis heart - he had known it all
atong - could not stand this aliitude., Doctors had warned him
before he loft; but he had smiled and shrugged in his absente
minded way, Now it had come, the heart-attack, the spasm: he
could hardly breathe.

He swallowed hig medicine, hastily. The painful rit passed.
The train speeded downhill.,

He got over the dangerous attack - for the time being, But




there were other mountains to come- higher ones, very high ones:
he knew 1t. Would his organism stand the sudden change of atmog-

phere, the thin air? « ' And 4f not...?' he thought, ith des~

perate obstinacy. 'I am through, anyway, 1 have no speclal desire
to see San Francisco, nor the Buddha temples in the Far Fast, I

renounce the trip around the world., The shortest way to your own

heart leads you around the world.%.What philosppher coined that

dublous epigram? In any cese, he was mi.taken.., I may solve the

riddle, halfway, I recognize the cruel laws thet dominate my life,

I aceept them, shuddering dbut without resistance, I accept then.

esolf 1t were conceivable that g man should gee himself to the

yery depths of his soul, he would have no hesitation in laying his

head uncomplainingly on the block and accepting his inevitanle

punishment,
I do not complain.

Patiently I wait for the end of the might « and I know the
dawn will shine with & bloody splendor...'

He examined his map and found out that the State of Utah had
a considerable altitude: the lowest point, in Salt Lake Valley,
44210 feet above sea-level, "CRlimate healthy and delightful..."
the prospect assured -: 'Not for me.' thought the traveller.

He went on reading, mechanically, without really grasping the
sense of the words, " Soarcity of timber and verdure...duch of the
soll is strongly impregnated with salt end alkali..,.Meny parts
are still pure degert, lLopelessly barren..."

*Like me - : hopelessly barren,..My heart, my soul, my brains,

my body..s.hopelessly barren...'
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And he read the amazing story of the Pioneers «f Utah: Brigham
founz, travelling across the plains and mountains, with 143 men,
three women and two children; living in tents, wagons and log
huts; priteeting themselves from hostile Indians, and from wolves
and other wild beasts; stubbornly faithful, according to their own
special interpretation of the Holy Word, This was hardly seventy
years ago, but it sounded like an ancient, herolc tale - the saga
of the Mormons, Church of Jesus Christ of Latter-day Saints, ex-
pelled from Illinois, wandering through wilderness and unknown
land, attracted by the Great West, settling at last, on the shores
of a Lake the waters of which were salty - palty as tears ...: the
Dead Sea of Am:rica, the Lake of Tears, the City of Tears, the
Yalley of Tears..s

'I am approaching the Regicn of Tears. How far away is that
mystiec Lake? A shower of inward tears gives the answer: You are
near the goalsea'

His thoughts wendered to the matter of polygamy., 'How oddl
145 men, and only three women,,.and yet in theory every man claimed
several' femaleg.,.

I wouldn't make a good Mormon,' and he chuckled softly, but
was frightened by the sound of his own laughter in the great soli-
tude of his compartment, of this train in the midst of the swifte
running, empty, tremendous landscape.

My Ieland has no women, fiho 1s there for me to love?

He recalled, with a sudden pang, these words, spoken by Jodn

Ujhazy, on one of the last pages of Denied a Country. The homeless
one, melancholy hero of the novel, had tried to find home: he went
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to Denmark, and it was a failure, Before leaving his estranged
homelend, he took a walk with an old friend who also had ruined
his 1life. "But you, Jodn," he said presently - " we're still
young men - why don't you find a wife?" -« "I?" said Jodn.They were
watcling the night express approaching; the locomotive headlight
searched them out like a demonic eye., - "I?" repeated Jodn, and
his volce was as bloodless as his face; "EBrik, I must die alone.”

I must die alonG.,,

I.oemustsssedie alone..,ALUNE,..

He was almost asleep, He heard the noise of the vheels~ their

monotonous, agonlzing rhythm, against whici Jodn's voice, his own

dream-voice kept struggling, "This was my last ﬁbur“, sald Joan.

"And to-night has brought it to an end. DBecause I have heard =
greater, &He can play of greater things. He plays of a new joy."
A new JOy ...He saw John, the musculer snd winged guide,
dancing, Jjumping, flying between the skyserapers. He was half-
naked, wearing only purple shorts and huge leather gloves. He was
a prize righter, he was very strong, hifls punch was deadly, his
lauzhter was deadly; deadly - his youth, his strength, his cruel
innocences..

'He will hitme ', felt the sleeper,

And the blow fell.

It was very painful. EHe tried to get up but could not! He
was paralysed, he was numb, His heart ached. He pressed his
chest with hls trembling hand, He wanted to secream but had no

volce, He groaned. He know that this was the end,




The train had stopped in the midst of a grand and terrifying
landscupe - a Biblicel scene, barren and heroie, threatening and
enchanting, with icy mounteins sharply profiled sgainst a glowing
skye The sky was pouring e hard, metsllic light. Between the rocks
ice~blue waters fell to the depths., The air was filled with a

high, elinking noise - the triumphant song of the dawn, the cruel

hymm of a beginning day.

A couple of days later lir. Opffer, editor of the Nordlyset ,
received a press telegram from Ogden, Utah, tc the effect that the
great Danish author and lecturer Herman Bang had been taken from
the transcontinental train in a dying condition and brought to a
hospital in that city where he had died at 6 a.m. MNr, Opffer

immediately called up Mr, Eskensen who said: " Poor fellow! I've

been expecting something like this. He had such a pale little
fuce..s" = What can we do now?" asked Kr. Opffer. MNr, Eskensen
sugge-ted having & death-mask taken. Nr, Opffer thought this an
excellent idea. Two lengthy telegrams were made out, one to the
Danish Vice Consul at Ogden, Mr. Thorveld Urlob, the other to
Mr. O,D, Rasmussen, owner of a chain of departm;nt stores in Utah
and Wyoming. Both gentlemen were only tco happy tc do this little
service for a distingulshed compatriot who had dled frimndless
in their own neighborhood.,

Mr, Eskensen broke the news to the Barcness., " It was somee
thing like an apoplexy of the heart,” he said. "We'll have a
memorial service, of course, perhaps in the little Danish church

in the Bronx, We want to make it simple but dignified, A few
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ﬁ,iﬁxuu = Stephan Hansen, end Jonas Lie - though he is Norwegian -
ap’ Pmile Bomén., And we iope to get Holger Birkerod to sing the
A¥® Maria. Have you ever hoard him® He has a wonderful voice,,."

But the Baroness was not listening, OGhe seemed petrified,
She could hardly move her fingers or her lips.

"He is dead," she told John, a few hours later,

He wept, The tears streamed coplously from his eyes which
he did not cover, His face was not iistorted as he etled. It was
the strong and beautiful face of a mourning young god.

He shouted: " It is gupr faultl * - and raised his powerful
fists, angrily.

"What do you mean- our fault?"

He insisted desperately: "We have killed him!"™ And he
shook his effulgent head snd his fists,

"Be quiet!" she implored him, "Nobody 1s responsible, We are
not to blame.- You are talking nonsenge,"

But he went on shaking his head in despair, "We've killed
him, &merice has killed him, He couldn't take 1t, FHe was differ-
ent, The skyserapers scared him, the bigz country secared him, I
scared him, We have murdered him - all of usl"

She took his face between her hands, It wos wet with tears,
She dried his face with her Tingers. ©She kissed his cheeks and
his 1ips. OShe tasted the bitter taste of his tears. GShe begged
him:

"Be quietl...Be quiet, my sweetheart- don't ery! I am with

..."' u....“
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Une day in the middle of January 1912, some twenty members
of the Danish Colony in New Xork received a letter callings them
to a meeting at the Hotel Mcalpin to discuss " a matter of the
grectest importance for all of us.” The document was signed by
Mr, M,C, Madgen, who at that time was constructing Long Beach,
L.I., and was one of the most respected Denes in America,

They all gathered at the appointed hour, and Mr, Madsen de-
clared in a solemn little speech Lhat he was very sorry to bring
up a matter whiech would undoubtedly give the whole party a terrible
shock: « Herman Bang vwas coming to Americal

This wae indeed a surprise, KEveryone was startled., Unly an
ignorant young fellow who had been born in America and whose idees
of the old country were of the hazlest, asked naively: Who is
Hermen Bang? His neme was John: he was a good-looking lad,

what a foollsh question! ZXveryone knew who Herman Bang was,
elthough very few of the persons present had ever read a line of
his work, They were mostly Daunes who had lived in this country for
a number of years, and had had little opportunity tc keep up with
¢.ntemporary Danish literature. Yet they were all acquainted with
the stories that circulated concerning that curious, and notorious
personality, Herman Bang - the Danish novelist, oritic and lecturer,
for years a famous target of caricature. His appearance was in
itselfl an easy mark for both journalists and ecartconists, a fact of
whieh the precs had talen full advantage., lThese caricatures had
found their way to the Danes in America, whereas Bang's writing

had not.




"Well, you see,"™ explained one of the older gentlemen, with
somé embarrassment, "Herman Bang - = well...he has a certain
regemblance to Ugcar Wilde..." - Put the ignorant youth was still
in the dark.,

There was a muddle of questions, answers, proposals and
nervous little exclamations, How did Mr, M,C, Madsen get the ree-
volting new? - VWhy, quite simply - one of Bang's friends had write-
ten a letter, requesting Mr, Madsen to help Bang on his arrival
and possibly to arrenge a lecture for him in New York, He must
heve galled already, His idea was to ¢ross the United States,
posslibly giving a lecture or two on the way. At S8an Franclisco or
Los Angeles he would board one of the steamers of the Danish East
AslBatie Co, and proceed around the world, One of the ladies re-
marked: " They say he's exceedingly fond of travelling..." Her face
was sour and thorouglly dlsgusted, as though it were one of his un-
gspeakable viges that she had been referring to.

"We must see to it that he goes back on the nexit steamer,"
"The Danish Colony will never get over itl"™ "We simply cennot
have him herel™ - "He'll ruin our reputation in this country ..."=-
"We'll ell have to pay for it..."- OSome of them still remembered
Uscar Wilde's visit thirty years ago, which had been most en=-

barrassing for all inglishman in this country. His remark to the

customs officers - Nothins to declare but ny_ggniug} -was an in-

ausplelous beginning, and partioularly indellicate in view of the
seriousness of the ococasion; he bored everybody by preaching the

"Science of the Beautiful®; he was ridiculed by newcpapers and
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Harvard boys, snubbed by Harriet Beecher Store, and patronized
in a dublous fashion by Walt Whitmen, "But the British can afford
@ 1ittls scandal once in a while," said one of the Danish gentle-
men., "Representatives of small nations should be more careful.
We ere certainly ia no position to challenge public opinicn..."

Someone else wondered whether Eerman Bang still deserved
to be called a Dane, Probably he was one of those modern writers
who vere capable only of destructive oriticlsm; he hed even
scorned the Danish patriotic movement, snd he led the life of a
7ipey: Wasn't he in fact an exile from his country, an outcast
vagabonding through the world? "A voluntary exile,.." sald the
gentlemen, but another patriot interrupted him: "Not quite volun-
tary, 1f you pleasei Mr, Bang had very good reasons for getting
out of Copenhagen. <+he police were after him,.." Somebody in-
quired: "Isn't the title of his last novel Homeless, or iithout
& Fatherland, or something like that?" A lady confirmed that Herman
Bang's recent work did indeed bear the ominous title "Denied A
Country". and she added: " It is an excellent book, tco, I've read
it."

dhe last spesker, a certain Baroness A., seemed to be the only
one in this circle who had actually read a book by Herman Bang. EShe
knew the world, had lived in Paris and St. Petersburg, end was a
prominent member of the Danish Colony, although some of her cone
patriots considered her slightly eccentric. "It 18 quite a fas~
ceinating vook," she said in a nild but determined voice. "It is
something of & masterplece, and it seems tc me that we are very

privileged to be able to welcome it's author in New York."




This unexpected opinion hed its effect on the gethering.
+hey gradually realized two basic facts, which helped to calm their
moral indignaticn., The Baroness's startling remark reminded them
firet, of the international reputation which Nr. Bang enjoyed, note
withstanding eertain embarressing rumors concerning his private
life. 4And then one simply had to facc the fuct that the notorious
compatriot was actually on his way, <+he Danish Colony had no ale
ternative but to keep ite chin up and accept the inevitable.

4 gort of greve fatalism prevailed among the Scandinavian
~mericans at the Mcalpin Hotel, Still scmewhat grudgingly, they
finally formed a sub=cormittee for the reception of Herman Beng,
It consisted of Mr. Emil Opffer, an old schoolmate of Bang's and
at that time editor of the Danish mewspaper, Neordlyset, in New
{ork; Mr, E,V, Eskesen, a prominent manufacturer and himself an
amateur poet, and two other gentlemen. They made an ep-cintrment
for a speclal meeting in Mr, Opffer's office.

‘hey declded that, after all, a lecture might as well be
arranged for Mr, Bang. His works were very popular in Germany, and
ome of them had even been translated into Fren&ggﬁﬁﬁgﬁiﬁér lane

guages. +he gentlemen had to admit that he was generally regare
ded as one of the outstanding figures of modern Danish literature.
Nat.rally however, in view of the man's dubious personal reputa=
tion, a large hall would not be necessary. They chose the little
coneert hall in the Hotel Brevoort, on lower Fifth Avenue, which
hed a seating capacity of three hundred. They had tickets printed,
advertisements inserted in the Danish, Norwezian and Swedish

newspapers, and they also sent out a thousand letters to Danes in
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New lork. They were still sceptical, of course, as to the eventual
fuecess of their efforts. But once they had made up their minds
that the lecture must take place, they came to see the whole
affelr as connected with the patriotic csuse. ZEach of the four
gentlemen was even ready to pay his share of the inevitable defi-
clt,

fhe ladles, meanwhile, eagerly discussed the sub ject of all

this rumpus. Baroness i., la femme du monde, was the prinecipal speae

ker af these lively tea parties., She even had a pleture of Herman

beng, which was zcalously examined by all her friends. The young
man in the portrait was unucually and disturbingly attractive, The
first% thing that struck one was the prominent anc finely formed
back of his head, on which the smooth, glossy black hair zleamed ;
vhen one obsorved the mournful glance of the deepset eyes under
their long lashes; then the infinite sensitiveness and novility
of the outline of the face, which the -oung man - melancholy but
esger to please - turned to the spectator in half-profile,

"He loocks like an Uriental prince," observed one of the ladies,
half disapproving, half intrisued. The Baroness smiled: " Yet he
is descended from one of our oldest and most distinguished families,
Pidn't you know his rine oid grandfather, His Excellency Bang, the
physician? He was a resl figure in our country.. I remember his
funeral =0 well., Several members of the royal family were there,
and representatives from all the hospitals and universities, When
1 saw Hermen some years ago im St, Petersburg, he used to tell me

storles about the old gentleman., Ee adored him, you know,.. snd
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he was ter:ibly lorely, really helpless after the old men's death.
'here was no money left, just a few thousand crones. Herman wanted
to become an actor; he's alweys had an unfortunate leaning for the
theantre, But he hac no talent at al)l - as an actor, . mean..."
She laughed softly, remembering poor Herman Beng's total lack of
tulent ror the stage, "I once seaw him in Bergen," she went on,
"He ployed Oswald, in Tbeen's Ghosts. It was horridble. People
bembaried him with rotten apples, but he was in such an hysterical
trance that he hardly noticed the uproar.” ©She laughed amain, while
the other lady, a large-bosomed, very dignified matron, remarked

ith a sour smile: "That's what I though%. He makes a fcol of hime
self.” A vounger woran, gazing at the ploture, whispered: " Dut ...
1l had no 1ldea ...he was sc terribly hundsOmesee”

"I'm afPald you've a disappeintment in store, my dcar,” sald
the Baroness. " He's changed - he must be at least fifty by now,
Poor thing, his face has become quite yellow end wrinkled, But he
i1s st11) irresistible. My, how often I have been amused by Himl
He's an impossible ercature, you know, always decked out in brace-
lets and other jewelry. It mekes & :oft, jingling nolse when he
walks through a room. aAnd with evening dress he wears a brooade
walstecout, and long white glacés under his coatsleeves: ‘ong
ladies' gloves, you understand - he i1s really terrifiel Once I had
A4nner with him at the Imperial Castle, in St Petersburg. Did I
tell vou trat the mother of the Czar used to be very fond of Bang?
She loved to telk to him...Well, th.re we were, in the Imperial

dining hall, with all those imposing butlers watclhing every move-

ment we made, MNow irmapgine - Just ipmagine dear Herman stripping
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Off his long white z1abd: it was absolutely sen-sa=tional! All

the generals and high officlals there were literally petrified
witr horror. But the old Lmpress - smiled.,.swset old darlins
that she 1sl"

the Danish ledies smiled tco, although they were quite able
to under:tand the profound horror of the dignitaries 2t the .ighs
of long ledies' gloves on a Seendinavian novelist, Yet they could
not help being impressed by the fact that the Baroness and the
poet had dined together at the Imperial Castle in St. Petersburg.
"Very amusing, indeed,” thay agreed reluctantly, But the Baroness
scemed not to hear, being sbsorbed once more in the fascinating
portrait of Herman Bang. "He still has those wonderful eyes,"
she sald, as though talking to herself. "When he looks at you

ey o through and through you, as if he were liscovering EVEry=

thing, absolutely everythingesoYes, 1 have . great fondness for
him, And then of course he's very smusing too, and you couldn't
imagine a more reliable friend..."

The large~bosomel matron shrugged. " I hear he is veéry
effeminate and rather malicious. Probably one of those people who
alweys seem to be leughing at you." She assumed her most dignified
eipression, while the Baroness glg:led: "™ But who would dare to poke
fun at y u, my beloved, No, no: Bang 1s a good fellow." whereupon
che launched on a few more snecdotes. "There has been goselp to
the effuet that he 1s the illegitimate son of a grand duchess and

tigolo from the Balkans, Because he does have that curious come

bination of aristocratic elements and & somehow foreed, hectic

vuloarity, Burlesque shows, circuses - that's the kind of
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surroundings he loves. He is always at his best when he's writing
about outeasts.” She paused a moment, then added: "™ I don't under-
stand very much about litereture; but I reelly think he is a great
writer. Bave vou read anything of his?" The ladies had not, but
exnressed a growing curiosity, Baroness A. offered: "I*1l find
some of his books for you. You are bound to weep over them. FHe 1is
only too well informed on the tragle side. and curiously enough his
style is simple, candid, concise - quite the opposite of his pere
gonal character.”
Ehe went to the booke-ocase and took out several volumes,

caressing them as if they were living crestures. "Michaeleess",

she srmiled at one of the volumes ae though addressing an old

friend whom she was meeting again after a tco-long period of separa-
tion. "This is & marvelous story, you know = the story of kichael,
the besutiful young man, and the grecat painter Claude Loret, who
loves him, The Master is based to a certain extent on Rodine..e.
It is a very sad story, toe, I ulways cry when I read the scene

of the Master's death., He is utterly slone, though he keeps

sending messengers to Michael's house = the very house the Master
hed given hime-, but Nichael does not come. Because he is madly in
love = absolutely drowned in his love for a magnificent woman, and
he happens to be in bed with her while the Master is dying. He
dies alone, asking over and over, #here is Michael?, but Michael

{s very far away, in another world, because he is in love, and
young, and eruel - and the Master dles...lt is heurte-broaking,”
said the Baroness, and she alded, somewhat sbruptly: "ind, of

course, & little bit maudlin...”
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She turned over the leaves of some other volumes that she had
Lrought to the tea-table. The Danish ladies zlanced curiously at
the books while the hostess recited their titles as if they were
the cherished refrain of an old song. "4 Hopeless Generation - his
first novel, he was only twenty-one then: an immature plece of work,
Of coursess." She smiled with a certain indulgence., "But By the
Wigyelde 1s a masterpiece - a very short novel, but so packed with
lifel 4And here 1s Iine - Gracious! I almost had fogotten Iine
though 1t's one cf the most moving of all, It's about the Prussian
invasion of Slesvigs He was vorm, you kmow, in the island of Als,
in North Slesvig, and his family left that part of Denmark Just
before the Prussien troops arrived, Probably those early im-
pressions had a good deal to do with his later character - the
evacuation of 4Als, the flight, the position of the Slesvig Danes
under German rule..."

She uttered a silivery little cry as though recognizing another
famili r face in the gallery of her souvenirs. "The White Fouge -
oh, wiat a lovely story! It's very bright and gay but with a
strange undertow of incurable sadness. It was his homage to his
mother, who was very lovely...4nd, here, in The Grey House, there's
& wonderful and sinister portrait of his grandfather, the old
Lxcellency...He 18 superd when he describes cld pecple, doomed
people, men and women, who heve to die very soon, or women who are
hopelessly in love - they suffer silently, never complaining, or

.. ey talk about quite extraneous matters...y®
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thj-Tl‘ LL cover up a.alt...' }Le 15 I 1'.-1.' {

a master at conveying

the essenve of the thing, between the lines. All his characters

ive the lmpression of being welghed dowm by som ghaetly mysteriese

“he acrobats in The Four Devils -: o, you mugt réad The Four

Devile, it's one of the best stories he evér Wrotes..; nnd that poor /
1ittle walter who loves fineé . things dhd perfumes and beautiful

faces, but knows he will m.-\’r.-?---huve them, &0 he commits suicide..p

_"""
er that story of the -:oun.-r nurse, Im Brun‘t, who works in a lunﬁr

tic asylum, and is in Qove with a han..ume fellow who is just out

for what he can” et. “he pays for all his dinners, and she carriegd
d man's pufese in her beg and slips it to him, uhder the table-(:lfi)t.h
so walter won't know that it's not his own moneyis.Hée—books'
ere—full 0T Itttie-louches like.thety ™ tHE Barone:s aaid/ "But
sometimes, emong ell these polignant 1ittle deteails, you will come
across a sentence Or a paragraph that is really bresthtaking,

Eere, in The Grey House, for inctance...¥Yes, I'm quite sure it is

iﬁ. t-l.n.ib llk_-U,l.'_|Q.'-
“nd she read aloud, her volce strangely hoarse as though
she had a sudden lump in her throat:

1t 1s seid that he who lcoks on Jehova, ‘ies, Put I say: if a

gingle ore. ure were to see unother creature to the very depths of

his soul, he would die, And if 1t were concelvable that a man should

g soul, he would have nc hesgi-
faticn in layi head uncompleiningly on the block and acceptin

his inevitable punishment,

There was a long silence,
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Finally one of the woman sald: " I wonder if he will have
@ good time in this country, After all, we are a tough people,
here in America - and he seems to be ,..how shall I BAY «+eb0me=-

how Bo :"Uiii. T

Wihen Heiman Bang arrived, one morning late in January, he was
received by a large committee, It was the Baronese A, who recoge
nized him « a frail, trembling little rigure amonz the other more
robust travellers, But she could hardly conceal the shock she felt
at the chenge that had come over him; her eyes grew round with
fright as she shook hands with him and sald: * Helloj Herman...
dear Hg?nan...“ His smile was pallid and distraught. "Nice to see
JOUses 80 many peoplesss charming...enchantd,..” He glanced arcund
with an almost panlc-stricken look, as if the dock were peopled
with ghosts.

Mr., Upffer, Bang's old schoolmate, finally exclaimed with
forced Joviality: "Hello, old boy! You look fine...Haven't changed
at all..."

Herman Bang slowly turmed towards him the yellow, wrinkled,

retehed face, For a few seconds it seemed numb, hostile lire the
face of a dead man: the horrifying face of a royal mumny. Then he
smiled again, end now his snile was indulgent und understanding,
though slightly contemptuocus, still and infintely tired. "Oh,
isn't this Emil?" he said, " V14 Emil Opffer...Good of rou %o
come! No, we don't change, old fellow. Cf course we don't
changesce™ =

They tock him to the Hotel Astor., %he ladies of the reception
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commli ttee were both delighted and appalled. They all agreed

that he was the moat nervoup crecature they had ever peen, They
observed that he trembled constantly as though mercllessly

shaken by a glga tle rist, His walk was also surprising- a cuick
and at the same time burdensome csort of trip; sometimes one might
have thought him tiptoeing over glowlng stones., Everyone was in-
clined to treat him as a very old man or s eickly little boy,

He was sc utterly weak and helpless,

“he members of the comnittee were surprised to find his
apartuent at the astor full of lowers and visiting-oards, The
telephone rang constantly; visitors were announced by the score.
He wanted to see all of them, HNot only Danes appeared, but also
Swedes, Norweglans, Finns, Ge:mans, and even some .mericans, The

bell=boys delivered one box of flowers after another, and in the

middle of this babbling throng in his drawing rocom sat Herman Bang,

in a fentastic dressing-gown of brocade, bewlildered, scared and
pleased, falntly smiling.

"You have so many friends” whispered tie Baroness A. "Isn't
it wonderful?" He squeczed her hand,

The next day Bang wanted to see the sights of New York @ity,
The consensus of opinion among the members of the Committee, howe
ever, was that it would be sheer murder to let him out on the streets
elone, The traffic of the metropolis would certainly frighten him
out of his wits, ¥r, Lskensen, menufacturer and amateur poet, sent
a young man from his ofrice to escort Bang wherever he went, The
gulde and guardian angel turned out to be that muscular and gcode

looing young man named Johnny, Un street crossings he almost




carried the slim little figure of Herman Sang, and on trains he
literally picked him up, as one would & child, and put him down
on a seats "Thank you," smiled the poet. "Thank you very much,"
And the boy: "You're perfectly welcome, sir, I'm sure."

Johnny had been born in this country. "But my folks came from
Denmark," he declared proudly,

The poet seemed very interested in every detail of John's
lifey past, present, or future, How much money 414 he earn in Mr,
Eskensen's office? Was he living with his family? How many brothers

and slsters d1d he have? What was his fiancée's name? Was she

blonde or ‘ark? Was he very much in lo'e with her? The guardiian

nzel laughed, slightly flustered. " I guess s0. She's a 700d scrt,”
but the poet went on asking questions, "Is your flancée very

pretiy? Does she love you very much?" Johnny supposed that she was
¢razy about him. "You know how girls are," he added mysteriously.
fhe poet sald: "You are very strong." 4and the guariian-ongel
seemed flattered.- "Very athletic,” sald the poet anpreclatively.
Jobn declared that he was an amateur bo er: ™ - and = pretty good
one, too, they say."”

Johnny considered it .hisduty to show this foreigner as much
as possible of New lork, Besides he was as proud of the city as
if he had built it himself., They went upetown and down-town, and
Herman Bang had to visit China Town and Harlem and BErooklyn and
Central Park, "It's bigger than Copenhagen, isn't 1t%" Johnny
asked for the seventh time, and laughed heartily at his own little
Joke. But Bang was brooding. "It's tremendous”, he seid, "It's

huge. Like a monuter with innumerable limbs - greedy and cruel
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end enormous- and constantly growing ...growing, growing, growinge..
reaching out ferther and farther =,..killing and eresting human
beings..." = Johnny was somewhat put off by this confused, poetie
cal talk. "This is the Times Bullding," he explained. "Pretty
tall, ien't 1%7" - and Herman Bang, again with his anxious, dige
torted smile: "It's tremendous...tremendous..." = Johnny grew a
little worried. "What do you mean, Mr. Bang®" The poet made a
hasty little gesture as if trying to wave away something that was
isturbing him, a nightmare, an ghoulish vision., He laughed,
omevhat convulsively. "It's idiotlic, 1'm seeing midday chirmeras..."
'What  do you see?" Johnn's boss had told him in advance that Mr,
Bang was a 1ittle queer, He was certainly right,
I am nervous,” the poet sald, apoclogetiecally. "But it some-

how struck me « you and the building together, It reminded me of

young god, walking among huge rocks..« and he plays with him...
there 1s a new wilderness, a new jungle, new mountains - the skye
serapers, piled up by human hands...There is a new innocence, a

new strength...Y¥es, there are New Gods," he whispered, standing mos

tionless in the middile of Times Square, surrounded by cers as by
dangerous monsters,

'Gee, he 1g nuts sll right' thought John. HEe was terrified,
At the same time he liked his odd protegd more than ever. '"Poor
1ittle guy', he felt, while with gentle determination he urged him
on: "Come along, Hormani Come om! You cen't stand here, you're
holding up the traffic - don't you hear? All the drivers are
shouting at yous.."

And he pushed him across the street - a reliable guide,




protecting the frall and problematic child of another land, of
nother age.
"Thanks,” muarrured the poet when they had safely reached the
other slde of the street. "Thank you, John,"
He did4 not know himself whether he was thanking him for his
rotection againsgt the aggressive cars and the rude drivers -« or

for his having called him Herman.

Then came the evening of Herman Bang's lecture at the Hotel
Breevort.,. The members of the arrangement committee arrived very
irly, although Danish affairs in New York usually begin an -hour
or so late. Mr. Opffer, Mr, Eskensen and the other gentlemen were
urprised to rind the hall already half filled, By the time John
elivered his precious charge - the speaker-, the hall was filled
to seating capacity, and peovle had begun to take up standing room
gazainst the walle., Finelly Mr, Eskensen had to clcéa the doors.
Out:ide he heard angry words. & furious voice was calling the
respectable committee " a bunch of stupid fools" for taking a hall
thet was obviougly not half large enough., At last people were
standing outside on the street and could not even get into the
vestibule,
The Baroness 4., was more worried by this surprising crowd
than she 'ould have been by an empty house, '"What do they come
for?" she kbpt asking herself, 'It can't be genulne literary in-

torest, Are they walting for a large-scale fiasco? Are they . just




attracted by his bed reputation? Do they want to inspect the no-
torious model of so many cartoons in the Copenhagen megazines?'

"I'm so very happy" she said to Herman Bangz, "We have never
had such a crowd before. It's a great evening, Herman." But he
sald nothing. He was exceedingly nervous. "Where is John?" he
asked, John was chatting, somewhere in the backgroumnd, with a
machinist,

"I want you to stend at this door, next to the platform,
while 1 em reading," said Bang. and to the Baroness, as if this
explained everything quite simply. " He is my guardien-angel,
you Knowe"

The ladies end gentlemen who had received Herman Bang at the
boat only a few days belfore hardly recognized him when he stepped
out on the platform, The transformation was emazing. Suddenly he
seemed nelther nervous nor bashfules Thls man, improvising a little
opening speech, locked ten years younger than the shriveled creae-
ture who had greeted them at the dock, BHe was lively, eloquent,
His words poured out copious and articulate: it was a joy to
listen,

#fter the short introductory address he read a few chapters
of hile novel Dehded g country. ‘he audience was spellbound from
beginning to ends For he did mot only read the story of Jodn
UjJhazy, the great violinist end " the prince of no-Country", he
acted it, and more, he lived it on the stage. Yes, he actually
wag Jodn in whose veins so many bloods were intermingled: Danish

and Hungarian and Roumenian. Tthe audience almost wept when Bang

initated old ashe, young Jodn's Danish nurse, who used to sing to




"There 1s a lovely land

Beside the sweeping billows

On Baltie's briny strand.

It winds afar in hill and dale,
Old Denmark is its name

and it is Freya's hall,"

And leter, in the international French boarding-school, where

Jodn was educated, all the boys nailed up over their beds the
flags of their respective countries. But Jodn had no flag, no
country,., "Well, his mother was a Dane", declared one of the boys.
but another of his fellow-puplls remarked cruelly: " You can't
have half a country."

Jo&n had nelther spoken nor moved - he sat there at the foot
of Harald's bed and the cclour of the roreign flag seemed reflected
on his face as a d¢ep blush,

Then he asked, pretending not to have heard what had just

been sald:

'But why don't they live in their own countries?'

fWho?' said Harald,

‘The poets,'

Harald pursed his 1ipBsess!

'esssyou can't do great work unless you have a longing in

your heart. That's why we all live abroad, all those who

count,'

There was a grave silence in the hall filled with Denish
Americans, But the spirits of the audience revived and many

shrieked with luughter when he read the scene of the dinner in the

Orient Expresa.4#uin—uhnrod~%hoe#ahie—HiQh—htﬂ—*ﬁﬁtrqihul-eoﬁau-“w
lae-to-gota out of 400rs he_says hels-longing-for-elbor

The slim little man on the platform transformed himself into
the stout Dutchman, Herr Haagemester, who was accompanied by his
North German cellist « a youth whose mouth was exactly the size cf

& cherry: - and Herman Bang, for a few moments, had a cherry mouth,
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Ih the next second, however, he roared with the voice of M, Jean
Roy of the Paris Opéra who could be heard above a full chorus,
And then he assumed the haughty attitude of the German Minlster
at Bucharest, and his wife e.amining the virtuosos through her
lorgnette,
}n!-tnﬂp*f“ﬁ“ﬂpﬂﬂ*ﬂ?‘ﬂ*d“n.¢“ﬁjﬂgmﬂn”hiadghairi-hﬂ'ﬂﬂﬂ.d~
'rouﬁd.ﬂror now he was the walter who balanced the tray with ;kp
ups of bpuillon,~ and a moment later he was Jodn again, who he;rd
he Minister'!s wife say to her husband: " Is he another virtuose?"-
n a tonse which showed she had expected something mora iiatin*uiéped
*rom him. N\ i
Fragments of ébnvaraatlona whirred through the room, every 1
anguage in Surope cou;u be heard, and Bapng imitated them all, He%
8 the French compoaeF} Monsieur Bizot, who moved his stiff 1:11.19.I
ds incessantly over thq table-gloth, as though raking togather
ipvisible heaps of gold - ;hghups the monthly rent from the hnuae
of 111 fame which the cumpoaeh{uf Legend of St, Cecilia owned in |
the provincial towns of the Hi&i. He exclaimed with the beauti
tdnor of M, Jean Roy: " To the sypremacy of French arti"™ - clinking

asses with Monsleur Bizot, whila\Fwo young Roumanians, hidden

ayuy in the opposite corner, Llque&\their ring=covered honds,

The hilarity of the audience reached its olimax when the mixed
erowd in the Orient Express dinner car began to diccuss bdusiness:
all at once the whole band of "™ respected colleasues" plunged

into the subject of money and investments, bonuses, debentures, and
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dividends -~ while Jodnalone remained silent under the lorgnette
which the Minister's wife turned in astonishment from one stocke
Jobber to another - his fellow artists. One of them declared that
nothing - nothing was so safe in the lons run as New York real
estate: " My dear fellow, the future lies in imerica., We shall
live to see New York outgrow London."” Some people, he sald, swore
by New Orleans; dbut one should never invest money in a place one
idn't know,

But the audience turned serious again, when Herman Bang transe
formed once more into Jodn, the gipsy-aristocract and politely
though rirmly declared: "No, Mademe, I never speculate...ind for
that matter I've known so few artlists die rich."™ = A sudden silence
fell upon the car. Madame de Stein, the French planist, made a
gesture of the hand as if to push straggling heir from her fore-
hesd, though there was none there - while all at once the panting
noise of the train seemed to engulf everything, and the rattling
of doors and windows struck upon the @arecess

The applause was tremendous., Lverybody was thrilled. "He
is a wizardl"™ they exclaimed, ™ He is absolutely smazing! He
has a thousand faces, and every one of them is s0 slive..."

After the intermission he read a short story dealing with a
meek and elderly spinster by the name of Irene Holm. ©She is a
former ballet dancer, and how has to give dancing-lessons to clumsy
lads and girls in a northern village., Therc was no plot, no excie
ting action in the dreary story of Irene Holm: She arrives in that
remote village, with her few belongings inm an 0ld champagne basket,
she is elways half frozen, she is infinitely pathetic with her worne




T

S s T =y e TR

- By

out clothes and her worn-out amile, When the " season" 1s over, she
has to pack up her champagne basket again, and the little fare-
well-party she arranges is the mclanchely climax of the tale,

For Mlle, Hol: becomes & little tipsy - just a very little bit-, and
her pupils persuade her to dance a golo, scmething serious, the

kind she used to perform in the " real thestre", 4And she dances

la grande Napoliteine, with all the affected, graeeful steps and

poses of thirty years ago. ©She is ridiculous and very trazic,
People leugh at her. It is just an ordinary feilure, nothing else.
Irene Holm weeps, and the sympathetic deughter of the pastor tries
to comfort her. It is just one of those minor tragedies: a rather
lepressing story. fet how it beat with life when the author read
i1t aloud! He tripped and skipped over the stage in the movements
of Irene's grotesque perforrance., He imitated the muslc, the cruel
laughter of the peasant boys, the sllly glggling of provincial
irls., His face was marked with all the suffering of the old dan=
seuse. He seemed exhsusted and his face was wet with tears when he
ended his reading.
The show was not yet over with the end of the formal lecture,

Bang went on chatting, laughing, smiling, sheking hands with every=
body. He was obviously pleased by the flowers heaped upo on a
11ttle table on the stage, He carried several big bouquets to the
ber of the hotel where a large party had gathered and where he was
received with fresh appleuse. He smiled, tock a bow, and then
turned suddenly very serious. "It's wonderful in America," he sald
.oftly to the Baroness who was standing next to hime " I am having

a wonderful time here with all of you."
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He was enimuted, he sparkled; sometimes his gulety seemed
somewhat hectic. He told humorous stories about his experiences

a8 8 drema eritic, a lecturer and an agents The lengthy tale of

the Herman Bang tournde, twenty yoars before, was funny as well as
touching, a real tragi-comedy. Uh, all those dreary provineial pla=
ces In Dermark and Norway that they had visited! « he deseribed
“hem as ridiculous little infernos, the very essence of boredom,
"4And all the time we were putting on those childish one-act

playsl? He laughed heartily; the mere idea of those poor dramatic

attempts seemed terribly funny to him. " The people snored in the

th atre - yes, they literally gnored... Vur impresario was upset,

and rinally asked me to arrunge a religious concert with ehe musie
cal members of my company, He was & sort of expert on religlious
concertas, you sce. 'Yes Sir,' he used to say, 'that way you appeal
“0 the rinest feelings of the people, you get the public, and the
churclies are not e.pensive.'" He gave an amucing and drastiec
imitation of the impresario's gestures and speech,

fhe Barcness, listening with almost painful attention, was
enchanted but at the same time alarmed, She soreared with leughter,
elLe was enthralled; yet she could not help thinking: ' There is
eomething wrong with him, I don't know what it is, He is abeolu-
tely divine, I have never seen him like this; but there 1s a sleam
in his eyes that I don't like: it frizhtens Mée.es Perhaps he is
taking drugs,' she thought, and was very worried by this new idea.
'Yes, that's probably wiy he has this convulsive laughter. He uses

nercotics, I am sure...Poor Herman Bang, My poor friend..,’
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Ee hed begunn :eanwhile, to tell anecdotes about pecple he
had *newn in Paris, Helsingfors, Vienna, Berlin and Prague. He
geve en impressive desckiption of the permanent underground
strugcle of the Czech people ageinst thelr Austrian suppressors.
He imitated the great Viennese actiress, Frau Wolters, sang the
praises of Réjane, the Pariciasn vedette, then plunged into a story
about a clown he had once seen iIn London. "You are at home cverye
where,"” observed one of the ladies admiringly. ™ Or - nowhere...",
sald Herman Bang.

and a gentleman at the other end of the table sald in a deep,
ominous voice: " Denied a Country..." = which was -senseless, yet
strangely disturving.

The waiters appesred with the dessert. Yhe large-bosomed
matron who had been sc afrald of Herman Bang's malicious character
offered him a plate of ice oream with hot chocolate sauce. "That

sults you perfectly, kr, Bang,” sh esaild . "It's perverse.."

Lete that night John and his celebrated probler-child re-
turned to the Astor Hotel. "You were so quiet all evening," Herman
Bang sald. "Didn't you like my lecture?"™ The soung man assured
him: ™ Oh, I liked 1t a lot, honestly I did, 1t was swell...But
Just the same I felt...kind of bewlldered... I had no idea you
were such a grand actor, and knew s0 many storles...And you cer=-
tainly know how to deal with women! The whole buneh was crazy
about you « and there some goodlookers there too, That Barcness,
for instance -~ Gee, what a figure! I'd certainly like to get scmee
where with her -~ Why don't you make her, Mr., Bang? You could
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have her <like thati"™ BHe snevped his fingers,

Bang gave a bleek, plaintive smile, " I suppose you're
right", he sald after a pause, and made his fidgety 11 tle gestures,
"Well « good might then, sleep well, my boy." 4and he tripped
quieirly toward the elevator, moving his feet in a burdensome way

&s though he were walking over glowing stones,

- *% *

Two days later Bang was to leave New York on his long joure
ney to the West coast. Zarly in the morning John appeared at the
Astor to help him peck,

Both were silent for a while. Bang looked more tired and
siekly than ever, Finally John said: "I hate to see you make
that trip alome...You aren't tough enough, ¥r. Bang...7ou look kind
of pale, anyhow,..You should take along scme strong fellow...”

"I'd like to take you with me," said Bang,

"Why don't you?" John's voice lifted with sudden hope,

And Beng, after a long pause, very softly: "It would be a
great mlstake, Johm, It would be sure to be a fatal blunder.”

John did not under:tand,

They said nothing further about it,

Before they left the hotel, Bang gave him = cigarette box and

one of his books with a dedication. It was the Danish version of

venied a Country. John was a little disanpointed as he could

hardly read Danish, But he liked the cizarette box, "It's rmuch
too valuable,” he sald. "Gee! -~ 1t's solid rold..."

Bang made a desperate effort to smile,
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"You're so good," said John, and guddenly touched Bang's
brittle, delicate fingers with hisg big, clumsy hand., " You should
have children, You'd be a swell dad, 1 know you wo.ld, fihy don't
you have a son, kr, Bang?"

He did not answer, Alter a few seconds he sald: "We must
hurry § boy. It's getting lute...”

A number of friends had come to the train to eee him off,
‘here were Mr, Upffer, Mr, Madsen, Mr. Eskensen, the large-bosomed
lady, and the Baromess. Bang did not find his railway ticket end
was haunted by the idea of losing his many bags. "Where are ny

things® he kept esking nervouslys "The little bag with my ©00KSees?
Oh, 1t's terrible, dreadful...like a nizhtmere..."

"Why do you leave?" asked the Baroness. "Why don't you stay
here, with us? Why must you go to the West coast?"

He glanced at her, as a wounded deer st the hunter.

'He 1s doomed' she felt. ‘he is lost. I am sure he takes
naréotics - cocaine, or morphine, or whatever those terrible
things are called., He's so terribly pale , =nd he trembles all the
time...Poor Herman~ ny poor friend...'

John helped him to & seat and wrapped him up like a sick child,

"I hate to see you go", he sald, once more,

"Thanks" said Herman Bang without locking at him,

His guardisn-angel left him, He was alone, He was freezing
in spite of the heavy Llankets,

Outcide the friends waved goodbye as the train started slowly
to moves "He looks so be wildered, " said ¥r. Opffer. " So
weakeea"

And Mr, Egkensen wondered, " Shall we ever see him again?" -




while Johm said to the Barcness, his volce hoarse, almoat
suffocated: "He's a fumny guy. But a good fellow - a damned
cod fellow, that's what he 1is,"

Yhe Baronegs nodded. John noticed that her besutiful oyes
were molst with tears. '"She's fond of him, all right,' he thought,
Finally she whispered: " You must tell me more about him in
New York, He was 80 busy - sighte-seeing...” There was e little
twinkle in her eyes: a naughty little twinge, of jealousy, John
thouzhtes But her smile warmed as she added: " You must have & cup
of tea with me one of these days. DBecause 1 do want to hear all
about his impressions of New York, and what he liked best, That
especlially: what he liked the besbees"

John was extremely flattered at the idea of having tea with
the Ba oness. "Thanks" he said, and looking at her it strueck him
.zaln that she was & pretty woman, still quite attractive in spite
of her years.

"Pome:rrow perhaps, around five?" - and when he had accepted
happily, they both blushed as though swept by a sudden feeling of

guilt.

He interrupted the journey at Chicaco where he had another
lecture engsgeméfit. He met people and saw old friends again. He
saw nobody. He was blind., He heard neither the pleasant nor the
maliclous phrases sddressed tc hims. H. was deaf, He spoke, and
his own volce sounded strange tco him, He did nct know what he was

talking ebout, He said: " I am fascinated by Amorioca, Ii's




colospal, I am eager to see more of 1t." Dut how could he see
anything when he was smitten with blindness? "I am in a hurry®,
he sald, " The transcontinental train...The boat 1s walting.
How far is San Fraunclisco?" They sald, 200c¢ miles or so, He
nodded: " Yes, yes, 1t's colossal,” He was absent-minded. He d
not want to visit the famous stock-yards, nor did he express
any interest in the museum or the public library. He insisted:
in & hurry...": as 1f a nysterious power - a gtorm or a tremen-

lous, !nvisible hand- were driving, driving him on,

He stepped into his compartment on the transcomntinental train
like a prisoner entering the death-chamber,

fhey sald: " Have a nice trip, Mr. Bangl Don't forget to
write us a posteard from Shenghall" and grinned as if they had made
a joke,

He promiged, " I certainly will,"

They suggested: " You should stop at Salt Lake City, It's
worth secing..."

He groaned: " Yes...06rtainly...of course..." He shuddered,

eruelly shaen by the invisible rist,

The days were long, and the nights longer. He did not leave
his compartment. He hardly slept. Without the soclace of sleep he
had to awalt the end of the night, the end of the journey,

He spent the days and many hours of the nights staring

through the window at a landscape that seemed to him monotonous

and yet over-changing. For houre and hours his only thought would
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be: 'How great this country is!...How huge - how endless... and
how empty! 1 never imagined it would be 80 empty...These tremen~
lous pleins are not inhabited by human beings. What an abundance
of room= : space for millions and mil fons to come,..unused

space for .uture generations; gullty creatures, cursed, suffering

creatures....cut & say: if a single ereature were to see another
ereature to the very depths of oul, he would die

I bear no responsibility for those innumerable tragedies
that are in preperation, I am innocent, immeaculate as a monk, not
tainted with the ugly sin of propagation. Iem detached, remote,
free - as travellers are, I have no country, no home, no children,
No children, I am sterile.

There were ancient tribes who believed that a sterile man
was holy. There were others who thought him cursed/

1 am cursed,

America is pregnant with potentiel life, But I am no part of
ite I am doomed.

Ch, America -« preznant with future laughter, hatred, love;
loaded with the genius of its untorn sons, with the besuty of its
univorn daughters, with the horror of coming revolutions, the atro-
¢ity of coming wars, the prosperity of promised peaces.,. Oh, Amerie
ca, overburdencd with possibilities and hopes = oh, endless lande-
scupe, landscape of youth- : lundscape that must be my death. For
I am detached and sterile, and I am doomed...

Ihis dusty wilderness holds within itself my death, These
eternal highways have no aim, no destination for me, ¥For me these
empty plains have only the numb and murderous features of Medusa's

face,




This country kills me with its very greatness. It destroys

me with 1ts youthfulness, its stremgth, its exuberant reality.
I knew it when I turned my eyes up to the bulldngs in New York;
when I heerd and saw and felt the laughter of that young crea-
ture, John, my gulde and protector = who left me, This country
murders mee I knew 1t when I arrived, I knew it when I left
Copenhagen. I knew that I was setting out on my last journey.

Amerlca overpowers me, I am through,.

It dazes me with its rivers and fectories, with its athletie
youth, 1ts Kegro songs, its cruel nolse, its boredom, its childish
enthuslasm, its muscles of steel, its vitality, its tremendous lust
for lifes.. with its greatness, its greatness which I am not strong
enough to bear,

The days pass on, end the nights at last reach their end, but
the train wheels on and on, the transcontinental train, the train
without aim or destination...’he scenery changes: now the locomoe
tive has to climb steep hills, high mountains; there are rocks and
deep valleys btetween snowecapped peaks., The traveller i the
volitude of his elegant cumpartment felt a new apprehension; but
this time 4t was a physical pang, 4is heart - he had known it all
along - could not stand this aliuitude, Doctors had warned him
before he loft; but he had smiled and shrugged in his absent-
minded way., Now it hal come, the heart-attack, the spasm: he
could hardly breathe,

He swallowsd his medicine, hastily. The painful fit passed,
The train speeded downhill,

He got over the dangerous attack - ror the time being., But




there were other mountains to comee higher ones, very high ones:
he knew it, Would his orzanism stand the sudden change of atnos-

phere, the thin air? - ' And 1f not.ss?' he thought, ith des-

‘erate obstinacy., 'I am through, anyway, 1 have no special desire
to see San Franclsco, nor the Buddha temples in the Far East, I

renounce the trip around the world. The shortest way to your own

heart leads vou around the world,%.what philosppher colined that

dublous epigrem? In any caese, he was micteken.., I may sclve the
fiddle, halfway., I recognize the cruel laws that dominate my 1lirfe,
I accept them, shuddering but without resistance, I accept ther.
eeelf it were concelvable that g man should see himself to the
very depths of oul, he would have mo hesitatio layin 8
inevitavle

head uncomplainingsl

punishment,

I do not complain,

Patiently I wait for the end of the night « and I know the
dawn will shine with & bloody splendor...’

He examined his map and found out that the State of Utah had
& considerable altitude: the lowest point, in Salt Lake Valley,
4y21lo feet above sea-level., "Climate healthy and delightful..."”
the prospect assured =: 'Not for me.' thought the traveller,

He went on resding, mechanically, without really grasping the
sense of the words. " Searcity of timber and vordure...Much of the
soil is strongly impregnated with salt and alkall..,..Many parts
are st%ill pure desert, lopelessly barren...”

*Like me - : hopelessly barren...ly heart, my soul, my brains,

ny body...hopelessly berreNe..’
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And he read the amazing story of the Pioneers .f Utah: Brigham
foung, travelling across the plains and mountains, with 143 men,
three women and two children; living in tents, wagons and log
huts; pritecting themselves from hostile Indians, and from wolves
and other wild beasts; stu i-'-?iLl_:' fulthful, according to their own
special interpretation of the Holy Word, Thiec was hardly seventy
years ago, but it sounded like an ancient, heroic tale - the saga
of the Mormons, Church of Jesus Christ of Latter-day Saints, ex-
pelled from Illinois, wandering through wilderness and unknown
land, attracted by the Great West, settling at last, on the shores
of a Lake the weters of which were salty - salty as tears ...: the
Dead Sea of am rica, nhe Leke of Tears, the City of Tears, the
Valley of Tears...

'I am approaching the Region of Tears. How far away is that
mystic Lake? A shower of inward tears gives the answer: You are
near the goalsse'

His thoughts wandered to the matter of polygamy. '"How odd}

145 men, and only three women.,.and yet in theory every man claimed
several Temales...

I wouldn't meke a good Mormon,' and he chuekled softly, but
was frightened by the sound of his own laughter in the great solie-
tude of his compartment, of this train in the midst of the swift-
running, empty, tremendous landscape,

My Ieland has no women, iho 1s there for me to love?

He recalled, with a sudden pang, these words, spoken by Jodn
Ulhazy, on one of the last pages of Denied a Country. The homeless
one, melancholy hero of the novel, had tried to find home: he went




to Venmark, end it was a failure. Before leaving his estranged
homeland, he took & walk with an old friend who =lso had ruined
his life. "But you, Jodn," he said presently -~ " we're still
young men = why don't you find a wife?"” - "I?" gaid Jodn.They were
watcling the night express epproaching; the locomotive headlight
vearched them out like a demonic eye, = "I?" repeated JoAn, and
hls voice was as bloodlese as his face; "Erik, I must die alone,”

I mupgt dle alone..s

Tesemust...cdle alone. . ALONE,. .

He was almost asleep. ke heard the noise of the ‘heelse their
monotonous, agonizing rhythm, ageinst whic: Jodn's voice, his own
dream-voice kept struggling, "This was my last hour", said Jodn.
"4nd to-night has brought it to an end., Because I have heard a
greater, He can play of greater things. He plays of a new Joy."

4 new Joy ...He saw John, the muscular and winged guide
dancing, Jumping, flying between the skysorapers, He was halfe
naked, wearing only purple shorts and huge leather gloves, He was
@ prize righter, he was very strong, hins punch was deadly, his
laushter was deadly; deadly - his youth, his strength, his cruel
innoceneesss

'"He will hitme ', felt the uleeper,

aAnd the blow fell,

It was very painful, Ee tried to get up but could not! BEe

was paralysed, he was numb, Iis heart ached. He precsed his

chest with his tremuling hend., He wanted to scream but had no
voice., He groaned. Ee kn:w that this was the end.




The train had stopped in the midst of a grand and terrifying
landscape - a Biblical scene, barren and herolc, threatening and
enchanting, with icy mountaeins sharply prorfiled against a glowing
gkye. 7The sky was pouring s hard, metallic light., DBetween the rocks
ice~blue waters fell to the depths.s %“he air was filled with a
high, clinking noise - the triumphant song of the dawn, the cruel

hymn of a beginning day.

A couple of days later lir, Opffer, editor of the Nordlvset ,
received a press telegram from Ogden, Utah, tc the effect that the
great Danish author and lecturer Herman Bang had been taken from
the transcontinental train in a dying condition and brought to a
hospital in that city vhere he had died at 6 a.ms MNr. Opffer
immediately called up Kr. Eskensen who said: ™ Poor fellow! I've
been expecting something like this. He had such a pale little
fec@,ss" = What can we do now?" asked Nr. Opffer., Jr, Eskensen
guggested having a death-mask taken., NMr, Opffer thought this an
escellent idea. Two lengtLy telegrame were made out, one to the

Danish Vice Consul at Ugden, Mr. Thorveld Urlob, the other to

Mr. U.,b, Rasmussen, owner of a chaln of department stores ih Utah

and Wyoming. Both gentlemen were only tco happy tc do this little
service for a distinguished compatriot who had died frimndless
in their own neighborhoocd.

Mr, Eskensen broke the news to the Baroness, " It was some=-
thing like an apoplexy of the heart,” he sald. "We'll have a
memorial service, of course, perhaps in the little Danish church

in the Bronx. We want t0 make it simple but dignified. 4 Tew




- .

€rs - “tephan Hensen, and Jonas Lie - though he is lMorweel
nd Ffmile Bomén. And we liope to get Holger Birkerod to
Awe Maria. Have you ever hoard him? He has & wonderful voice..."
But the Barcness was not listening. She seemed petrified,
could hardly move her fingers or her lips.
"He 1ls dead,"” she told John, a few hours later.
He wepts The tears streamed copiously from his eyes whioch
he did not cover. His face was not listorted as he ofied, It was

the strong and beautiful face of a mourning young cod.

He shouted: " It is our fault!l " -« and raised his pow

fiets, angrily.

'What 4o ycu niean=- our fault?"

He inslsted desperately: "We have killed himl"™ And he
shock his effulgent head and his fists.

"Be quieti™ she implored him, "Noiody is responsible., We are

to blame.~ You are talking nonsense.”

But he went on shaking his head in despalr. "We've killed
hime, 4America has killed him, He couldn't take 1t., He was differe
nt. The skyscrapers scared him, the big country scared him, I
scared him, We have murdered him - all of usi"™

She took his face between her hands. It wos wet with tears,
<he dried his face with her fingers, CShe kissed his cheeks and
his 1ips. ©She tastel the LAtter taste of his tears. She begged

him:

uletl...bBe quiet, my sweethearte don't ery! I em with




