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30 . THE THRESHOLD

. Mary Anne sighed in utter content.
“No he hasn’t the say so.” As she rose
- to go a new thought struck her.

.« can be saved to-night, like the rest,”
she cried, joyfully. -

- “Yes, you can be saved—to-night, like”
—He broke off and stood looking down
at ‘her with a strange but wonderful
smile. Although it was ineffaceably
photographed on her memory, to her dy-
ing day humble Mary Anne never grasp-
ed its full significance.

He laid his hand on her red hood and
lifted his eyes skyward. “And now may
the 1ove of God, the fellowship of Jesus
and the communion of the Holy Spirit
abide with you forever. Amen.”

With the light of spiritual conquest in
her eyes and on her lips; Mary Anne de-
scended from the Mountain of Transfig-
uration into the valley of every day life.
There was great joy that evening when,

trailing clouds of glory that were almost
visible to mere mortal sight; she went
forward and knelt at the mourner’s
bench. -

That night, Mary Anne dreamed her
dream again for the last time. She found
herself in a beautiful bright place of
springing grass and flowers; and sud-
denly she saw in the distance a running
figure, very small and white, that reached
laughingly for humming birds that
swarmed around its head. Gaily she
sprang forward, calling: “Little Brother!
Wait for me! It’s Sister Mary Anne!”
But run as she might, laughing gleefully,
she could not overtake him and after
awhile she awoke, still smiling.

AT SBIFN DA

“That’s because it’s a dream,” she

murmured, peacefully. “When I really
get there I can catch up with him as
easy as nothing.”

Soundlessly, the gates of healthful,
dreamless sleep closed on her again.

Mars---A Typewritten Photograph
By R. B. Vail

Merry hell, red and gloating;

_ And soldiers.

In long blue lines they marched abreast, singing—

Even gay.

Next to the end; who is it?

A boy, a mere stripling.

The down upon his chin tell us;

He has never voted!

His country commands him;—

“Gol”

Boom!
Boom! ! Boom! !
B-0-0-m!

His entrals lie scattered in the mud.
The sun, sickly, jaundice-like, and a buzzard!
These two will feast!—to-morrow. ‘ )

Next to the end; who is it?

My son,
Frederick.

And I—
I am a patriot!
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true of the story, because the central
character, and the central thought, self-
sacrifice, have remained the same from
the beginning.

Occasionally, stories and sketches de-
velop mniuch more rapidly,—especially
very short ones; but usually it is a slow
growth, leaf by leaf, bud after bud, and
then blossom-time!

The story was, of course, rejected by
many magazines. These rejections dis-
couraged me, but I kept faith in Mary
Anne.

R. B. VAIL
(Mars—A Typewritten Photograph:)

At last I have a sympathetic, a model,
subject! Through the aeons of a young
eternity, (the five years I’ve been bom-
barding editorial offices with my nymer-
ous effusions) I’ve been .dreaming of
what a splendid account I could give if
permitted to use such a charming sub-
ject. Yet I dared not do it, fearful that
it might fall on ground not attuned to so
delicate a matter. But you’ve asked for
it, plainly and unmistakably, so here
_goes——With all due respects to humanity
__a tribute to EGO, for verily thou hath
asked me to write about I.

I will give the horrible details in
“chronological order, according to their
importance,” as a prominent lecturer re-
cently said. Accordingly I will start near
the middle and say that about three years
ago I took unto myself a wife—though
she wasn’t a wife until after I had taken
her. Then a year or so later we had at
our house an aggravated case of “six
weeks colie,” container of said colic be-
ing masculine. Therefore at the tender
age of whatever it was, I had both wife
and family—to support, and, in the
words of that Adonis of the literary
world, one Cobb, I “got ’em” still. Now
I get “downright backward” about using
that word still in any capacity in con-
nection with my wife, still (that slipped)
she ’s the best cook in the country. (Now
we ’re even).

I was born April 28th, 1891. (The
madam says it- might just as well have

been the 1st, as the postponement of 28
days failed to help matters in the least.)
And my birth, the first occasion of any
importance in my life at which I was
present, occurred in the otherwise unof-
fended little city of Brunswick, Ga. T
used to think the joke was on me, but for
the last five years I ’ve been sympathizing
with Brunswick. (I’11 wager this liter-
ary game was the inspiration of that hap-
py little explanation of what life is.)

Eliminating a few occurrences of my
youth, such as a ten-round bout with yel-
low fever; a lasting impression made by
“lock-jaw”; four years in a boys’ school,
for animals—or so I then considered
them; and the gentle pastime of existing
in a country town on a two figure salary
and a three figure expense account, T
will get back to modern times and say
that I’m a Democrat, though I’ve never
been indicted; a Presbyterian by prefer-
ence; and a bookkeeper by force of cir-
cumstances. Though the people I work
for call me cashier—and take it out of
my salary.

I get the literary bug each fall, then
when spring and hook-worms come, T
file said bug away among the “late, 1a-
mented” and there it rests, until frost
falls on ambition again and that latent
spark of genius gives me a kick “some-
where in Alabama” and I start one more
season of editor-pestering, a very profit-
able pastime—for Uncle Sam.

They say hundreds of magazines are
failing, one after the other, and -those
that do not fail are not making any
money. And yet, with all that, none of
them will buy my stuff. Of not a single
published story has it been written, “per-
perated by R. B. Vail,” though some of
my efforts are so travelled that Frank
Carpenter’s expeditions are as a jaunt to
the county site in comparison. But I
have Perseverance and Hope hitched to
the same cart, so the above named name
is going to be a household word in every
editorial office yet, Yessir! Thatis, if the
price of postage doesn’t follow the ‘trend
of the other luxuries of life.

The gross earnings of my literary ef-
forts are exactly $38.00. The expenses
are also gross. Frank!—yes, and. truth-
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ful. Like Bathhouse John and Hinkey
Dink, I have no state secrets. “You see,
1’ve nothing to conceal.”

Since starting this note I’ve come to
the conclusion that to write about one-
self, a story that he himself will appre-
ciate, one must forget ability, throw mod-
“esty to the winds, trample consideration
for other people under foot, and substi-
tute the pure, unadulterated, 100 per cent.
ego. You bet your life, I like this story!

As to why and how, concerning “Mars
— A Typewritten Photograph.” Shall I
say ’twas inspired? That it came as a
dream at midnight? That while leading
a charge of frenzied imagination into the
almost impregnable land of ‘“What-
might-be,” I was shrapnelled by the pic-
ture of my poem? Shall I?

My veracity works on a sliding basis,
but there is a limit to it somewhere. No,
it was not a gift from Heaven, ete. I
was reading a copy of that staff of weak
and crippled literary butchers. The Ed-
itor, when I saw a diaphanous, alleged,
peem about an undertaker’s children who
had sleek bellies, and I wanted to see if I
could do something like it; hence my al-
leged poem. If that’s inspiration, make
the most of it. )

The poem has visited Verse, Collier’s
and The Yale Review, all of whom found
the return envelope convenient to a
“hasty separation from my brain-baby.
However, I might add that neither of
them saw the poem under its present
“title, nor in exactly its present form.

GIBBS HUNTLEY
(A Bit of Earth:)

I have lost the records of the first re-
jections of “A Bit of Earth.” After re-
writing it I mailed it to the following pub-
lications, all of which returned it with the
_conventional rejection slip; The Metro-
politan, The Cosmopolitan, The Argosy,
The Toronto Globe, and People’s Home
Journal.

Down in Nova Sciota where the Bay of
Fundy contracts its width of twenty-five
miles to the scant twelve of Mines Strait,
through which the tides race at ten miles
an hour, there lies half a mile of drift-
wood and gravel known locally as the

“Bar.” At high tide between the “Bar”
and the mainland is a bit of harbor with
a narrow entrance, a perfect swirl of tide
and a rock in the channel. :

Sitting on the bank overlooking the
harbor, I wondered if at sometime some
famous writer of fiction might not use
this back ground for a story. It never
occurred to me to attempt this myself as
I had not at this time contraced the
“urge,” but the idea clung.

Thirty years later after I had market-
ed a few literary monstrosities which I
wish now had been rejected, the old pic-
ture of the “Bar” came back, it occurred
to me that some use should be m:de com-
mercially of the drift material that the
tides had brought. But who would care
to invest in such a doubtful enterprise?
Evidently the title to such property
would be considered doubtful as it was
largely an accretion, certainly no shrewd
business head would consider the propo-
sition. So there had to be a character
unacquainted with the world of business
and its methods; even dull in perceptive-

_ness perhaps, and Eric was born.

To foster plausibility as well as to com-
bat the villainy of the men Kellogg and
Jewell, a keener witted character was es-
sentizl, so the girl Kate came into the
stery.

From this point matters arranged
themselves prctty easi'y until I came to
the scene upon the beach and the wreck;
then I perspired some, endeavoring to
construct a situation sufficiently dram-
atie.

Now afier all I fear I have missed the
point desired; my memory is-a bit uncer-
tain. You will understand this better
when I tell you that thirty years elapsed
between the inception of the story and
the actual writing.

Any biographical sketch of my life will
prove rather dull. Born in King’s Coun-
ty, Nova Scotia, among the fogs of
“Fundy,” in the shadow of Cape Blom-
idon in 1858, I grew to manhood in
Hauntsport; N. S.,a few miles from his-
toric Grand Pré. I'am of Scotch descent.
1 received a common school education. I
am now a building contractor. With the
exception of eight years in California my
life since 1881 has been -spent in the

o

vicinity of the Saginaw \
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Told by the Gum Pick
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30 . THE THRESHOLD

. Mary Anne sighed in utter content.
“No he hasn’t the say so.” As she rose
- to go a new thought struck her.

. T can be saved to-night, Iike the rest,”
she cried, joyfully. i

* “Yes, you can be saved—to-night, like”
—He broke off and stood looking down
at ‘her with a strange but wonderful
smile. Although it was ineffaceably
photographed on her memory, to her dy-
ing day humble Mary Anne never grasp-
ed its full significance.

He laid his hand on her red hood and
lifted his eyes skyward. ‘“And now may
the love of God, the fellowship of Jesus
and the communion of the Holy Spirit
abide with you forever. Amen.”

With the light of spiritual conquest in
her eyes and on her lips; Mary Anne de-
scended from the Mountain of Transfig-
uration into the valley of every day life.
There was great joy that evening when,

trailing clouds of glory that were almost
visible to mere mortal sight, she went
forward and knelt at the mourner’s
bench. .

That night, Mary Anne dreamed her
dream again for the last time. She found
herself in a beautiful bright place of
springing grass and flowers; and sud-
denly she saw in the distance a running
figure, very small and white, that reached
laughingly for humming birds that
swarmed around its head. Gaily she
sprang forward, calling: “Little Brother!
Wait for me! It’s Sister Mary Anne!”
But run as she might, laughing gleefully,
she could not overtake him and after
awhile she awoke, still smiling.

“That’s because it’s a dream,” she

murmured, peacefully. “When I really
get there I can catch up with him as
easy as nothing.”

Soundlessly, the gates of healthful,
dreamless sleep closed on her again.

Mars-—A Typewritten Photograph
By R. B. Vail

Merry hell, red and gloating;

] ‘And soldiers.

In long blue lines they marched abreast, singing—

Even gay.

Next to the end; who is it?

A boy, a mere stripling.

The down upon his chin tell us;

He has never voted!

His country commands him;—

“Gol”
Boom!
Boom! ! Boom! !
B-0-0-m!

His entrals lie scattered in the mud.
The sun, sickly, jaundice-like, and a buzzard!
- These two will feast!—to-morrow. )

Next to the end; who is it?

My son,
Frederick.

And I—
I am a patriot!
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true of the story, because the central
character, and the central thought, self-
sacrifice, have remained the same from
the beginning.

Occasionally, stories and sketches de-
velop much more rapidly,—especially
very short ones; but usually it is a slow
growth, leaf by leaf, bud after bud, and
then blossom-time!

The story was, of course, rejected by
many magazines. These rejections dis-
couraged me, but I kept faith in Mary

~Anne.

R. B. VAIL
(Mars—A Typewritten Photograph:)

At last I have a sympathetic, a model,
subject! Through the aeons of a young
eternity, (the five years I’ve been bom-
barding editorial offices with my nymer-
ous effusions) I’ve been . dreaming of
what a splendid account I could give if
permitted to use such a charming sub-
ject. Yet I dared not do it, fearful that
it might fall on ground not attuned to so
delicate a matter. But you’ve asked for
it, plainly and unmistakably, so here
goes—with all due respects to humanity
~_a tribute to EGO, for verily thou hath
asked me to write about 1.

I will give the horrible details in
“chronological order, according to their
importance,” as a prominent lecturer re-
cently said. Accordingly I will start near
the middle and say that about three years
ago I took unto myself a wife—though
she wasn’t a wife until after I had taken
her. Then a year or so later we had at
our house an aggravated case of “six
weeks colic,” container of said colic be-
ing masculine. Therefore at the tender
age of whatever it was, I had both wife
and family—to support, and, in the
words of that Adonis of the literary
world, one Cobb, I “got ’em” still. Now
1 get “downright backward” about using
that word still in any capacity in con-
nection with my wife, still (that slipped)
she ’s the best cook in the country. (Now
we 're even).

I was born April 28th, 1891. (The
madam says it-might just as well have

been the 1st, as the postponement of 28
days failed to help matters in the least.)
And my birth, the first occasion of any
importance in my life at which I was
present, occurred in the otherwise unof-
fended little city of Brunswick, Ga: 1
used to think the joke was on me, but for
the last five years I ’ve been sympathizing
with Brunswick. (I’Il wager this liter-
ary game was the inspiration of that hap-
py little explanation of what life is.)

Eliminating a few occurrences of my
youth, such as a ten-round bout with yel-
low fever; a lasting impression made by
“Jock-jaw”; four years in a boys’ school,
for animals,—or so I then considered
them; and the gentle pastime of existing
in a country town on a two figure salary
and a three figure expense account, 1
will get back to modern times and say
that I’m a Democrat, though I’ve never
been indicted; a Presbyterian by prefer-
ence; and a bookkeeper by force of cir-
cumstances. Though the people I work
for call me cashier—and take it out of
my salary.

‘I get the literary bug each fall, then
when spring and hook-worms ‘come, T
file said bug away among the “late, 1a-
mented” and there it rests, until frost
£alls on ambition again and that latent
spark of genius gives me a kick “some-
where in Alabama” and I start one more
season of editor-pestering, a very profit-
able pastime—for Uncle Sam.

They say hundreds of magazines are
failing, one after the other, and those
that do not fail are not making -any
money. And yet, with all that, none of
them will buy my stuff. Of not a single
published story has it been written, “per-
perated by R. B. Vail,” though some of
my efforts are so travelled that Frank
Carpenter’s expeditions are as a jaunt to
the county site in comparison. But T
have Perseverance and Hope hitched to
the same cart, so the above named name
is going to be a household word in every
editorial office yet, Yessir! That is, if the
price of postage doesn’t follow the ‘trend
of the other luxuries of life.

The gross earnings of my literary ef-
forts are exactly $38.00. The expenses
are also gross. Frank!—yes, and trufh-
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ful. Like Bathhouse John and Hinkey
Dink, I have no state secrets. “You see,
1’ve nothing to conceal.”

Since starting this note I’ve come to
the conclusion that to write about one-
“self, a story that he himself will appre-
ciate, one must forget ability, throw mod-
esty to the winds, trample consideration
for other people under foot, and substi-
tute the pure, unadulterated, 100 per cent.
ego. You bet your life, I like this story!

As to why and how, concerning “Mars
— A Typewritten Photograph.” Shall I
say ’twas inspired? That it came as a
dream at midnight? That while leading
a charge of frenzied imagination into the

almost impregnable land of ‘“What-

might-be,” I was shrapnelled by the pie-
ture of my poem? Shall I?

My veracity works on a sliding basis,
_but there is a limit to it somewhere. No,
it was not a gift from Heaven, etec. I
was reading a copy of that staff of weak
and crippled literary butchers. The Ed-
itor, when I saw a diaphanous, alleged,
poem about an undertaker’s children who
had sleek bellies, and I wanted to see if I
could do something like it; hence my al-
leged poem. If that’s inspiration, make
the most of it. '

The poem has visited Verse, Collier’s
and The Yale Review, all of whom found
the return envelope convenient to a
“hasty separation from my brain-baby.
However, I might add that neither of
them saw the poem under its present
“title, nor in exactly its present form.

GIBBS HUNTLEY
(A Bit of Earth:)

I have lost the records of the first re-
jections of “A Bit of Earth.” After re-
writing it I mailed it to the following pub-
lications, all of which returned it with the
conventional rejection slip; The Metro-
politan, The Cosmopolitan, The Argosy,
The Toronto Globe, and People’s Home
Journal.

Down in Nova Sciota where the Bay of
Fundy contracts its width of twenty-five
miles to the scant twelve of Mines Strait,
through which the tides race at ten miles
an hour, there lies half a mile of drift-
wood and gravel known locally as the

_ness perhaps, and Eric was born.

“«Bar.” At high tide between the “Bar”
and the mainland is a bit of harbor with
a narrow entrance, a perfect swirl of tide
and a rock in the channel. - :
Sitting on the bank overlooking the
harbor, I wondered if at sometime some
famous writer of fiction might not use

_this back ground for a story. It mever

occurred to me to attempt this myself as
I had not at this time contraced the
“urge,” but the idea clung.

Thirty years later after I had market-
ed a few literary monstrosities which T
wish now had been rejected, the old pic-
ture of the “Bar” came back, it occurred
to me that some use should be m:de com-
mercially of the drift material that the
tides had brought. But who would care
to invest in such a doubtful enterprise?
Evidently the title to such property
would be considered doubtful as it was
largely an accretion, certainly no shrewd
business head would consider the propo-
sition. So there had to be a character
unacquainted with the werld of business
and its methods; even dull in perceptive-

To foster plausibility as well as to com-
bat the villainy of the men Kellogg and
Jewell, a keener witted character was es-
sentizl, so the girl Kate came into the
story.

From this point matters arranged
themselves pretty easi'y until I came to
the scene upon the beach and the wreck;
then I perspired some, endeavering to
construct a situation sufficiently dram-
atic.

Now afier all I fear I have missed the
point desired; my memory is a bit uncer-
tain. You will understand this better
when I tell you that thirty years elapsed
between the inception of the story and
the actual writing.

Any biographical sketch of my life will
prove rather dull. Born in King’s Coun-
ty, Nova Scotia, among the fogs of
“Fundy,” in the shadow of Cape Blom-
idon in 1858, I grew to manhood in
Hauntsport; N. S.,'a few miles from his-
toric Grand Pré. I'am of Scotch descent.
I received a common school education. I
am now a building contractor. With the
exception of eight years in California my
life since 1881 has been spent in the

vicinity of the Saginaw \
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