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- What Makes the Firefly
Glow?

OU can hold a firefly in your hand; you

can boil water with an electric lamp.

Nature long ago evolved the ““cold light.”
The firefly, according to Ives and Coblentz,
radiates ninety-six percent light and only four
percent heat. Man’s best lamp radiates more
than ninety percent heat.

An English physicist once said that if we knew
the firefly’s secret, a boy turning a crank could
light up a whole street. Great as is the advance
in lighting that has been made through research
within the last twenty years, man wastes far too
much energy in obtaining light.

This problem of the ‘“cold light’’ cannot be
solved merely by trying to improve existing
power-generating machinery and existing lamps.
We should still be burning candles if chemists
and physicists had confined their researches to
the improvement of materials and methods for
making candles.

For these reasons, the Research Laboratories of the
General Electric Company are not limited in the scope
of their investigations. Research consists in framing
questions of the right kind and in finding the answers,
no matter where they may lead.

What makes the firefly glow? How does a firefly’s
light differ in color from that of an electric arc, and why?
The answers to such questions may or may not be of
practical value, but of this we may be sure—it is by
dovetailing the results of ‘“‘theoretical’”’ investigations
along many widely separated lines that we arrive at
most of our modern ‘“‘practical’’ discoveries.

What will be the light of the future? Will it be like
that of the firefly or like that of the dial on a luminous
watch? Will it be produced in a lamp at present un-
dreamed of, or will it come from something resembling
our present incandescent lamp? The answers to these
questions will depend much more upon the results of
research in pure science than upon strictly commercial
research.
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Che Beath of Dante

R T KITESTEINIR

Upon life’s horizon his questful soul
Approaches near its guiding star—that ray
From Love Divine suspended o’er his way—

The lovely Beatrice. 'No more the toll

Of earth revokes him from his wonted goal,
But free, upon Eternity’s highway,

The prophet-bard, true-sighted, glides away
To end his search in Heaven’s Peace of soul.

But Beatrice still lives and blest the man
Is who beholds in Woman Heaven’s plan
Of grace. To virile hearts is given pow’r
To mighty ends, but deep within the bow’r
Of Woman’s heart ennobling streams arise
Directing Virtue’s way, man’s enterprise.
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£ The Supernatural in Dante’s Inferno
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LAWRENCE ]J. TEBBE

ROM out of the midst of humanity’s ceaseless chatter and
from amongst its daily mountain of newly-printed sheets,
rises a glorious monument made up of the purest in these
mediums of thought transmission. We call it literature

and unlike the average human thought we cherish its memory and
preserve it for future generations. One of the essentials for the long-
evity of this shrine is that it be pure; that it be not like the base
from which it emanates—worldly, human, but that it be the rare
expression of genius or a result of lofty inspiration. Thus the preva-
lence of the supernatural in literature is the natural result. A tran-
sient humanity has few other themes in which to perpetuate its
memory.

It is noticeable too, how the great mass of the supernatural in
literature aspires to the divine rather than presents the diabolical.
Human nature would rather revel in the thought of an all-merciful
God than in a God who punishes the wicked as well as rewards the
good ; thus, but few poets havé asked mankind to consider the neces-
sary consequences of evil. Preeminent among these few rises a soul,
masterful, daring, convincing;—a Florentine, Dante Alighieri. En-
dowed with the intelligence of Shakespeare and the religious fervor
of the great Fleming, Thomas Haemerlein, Dante has portrayed to us
an Inferno far superior in imagery and picturesqueness to the Tar-
tarus of any pagan or the Hell of a Milton. He does not hesitate to
present to us the most horrible results of sin and when the punish-
ment is severest his brilliancy reaches its zenith. As Dante himself
says, the description of the Inferno “demands a tongue not used to
infant babbling” and for his harshness to the wicked we can not
blame him. Florence in Dante’s time, much as our world today, had
adulterated or even forgotten the awful consequences of sin and the
exiled Dante felt it his duty to warn the Florentines of their folly.
He speaks with all the confidence of a great guide who knows all
about departed souls and with his face turned towards his friends on
earth he points towards the three possible abodes which their souls
will soon occupy. To make his illustration more vivid he places in
these abodes some of the souls of recently departed friends of the
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audience and tells of his meeting them. The great guide’s story
reaches the apogee of its perfection in the twenty-first and twenty-
second cantos of his Inferno, the whole of which is the most won-
derful and original portraiture of fiendish nature ever written.

In his-diablerie Dante is fierce and just but pathetic withal. Sit-
ting in the quiet repose of our reading-room the door suddenly opens
and we have before us a haggard and excited being eager to speak.
His dilated eyes and nervously heaving chest tell us that he has a
dreadful and important message and when he suddenly bursts forth
we are awe-struck by the dolorous sights which he himself saw in a
hazardous journey through Hell. His style of speech is so interest-
ing, his words so well chosen, so vivid and so full of color that we
soon are making the journey through the Inferno with him. We are
surprised to see those who have not directly sinned but have been
indifferent in matters of religion suffer such horrible woe and in their
anger and remorse curse God, their parents, and the whole human
race. Then as we pass on in the successive circles we notice that the
punishment becomes more severe. On the right we see mangled
spirits under a constant rain of fire “writhing the mouth and lolling
the tongue out, like an ox that licks his nostrils!” Others are en-
twined by serpents who “deep in either cheek flesh their fangs” or are
“floundering, inly burning from their scars.” We are also taken to
the lake of boiling pitch in which we recognize some of our departed
friends who are destined to remain forever in their terrible torture.
At another place foul odors almost overcome us and as we look down
we see the awful torture of alchemists and forgers in a vale where
are “all maladies heaped in one foss together: such is there the tor-
ment: dire the stench as issuing steams from festered limbs.” By
this time our Humanity tells us we have seen enough of the diabolerie
but only the vigorous enthusiasm of the speaker sways our minds
and by “uttering the unutterable” he has us unconsciously standing
where

“Bluepinch’d and shrined in ice the spirits stand,
Moving their teeth in shrill note like the stork.

His face each downward holds; their mouth the cold,
Their eyes express’d the dolour of their heart.”

One of the things that constantly plays upon our mind through-
out the Inferno is the utter helplessness of the damned. They writhe
in relentless torture, unable to be helped or to help themselves in
any way and the very thought of this existence to be endured for all
time almost staggers the human conception. Dante steeps them in
so mad a desire for vengeance that one exclaims “were I but so light
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that I each hundred years might move one inch, I had already set out
on this path to avenge my fall.” But all this is part of Dante’s divine
plan and no other writer has ever so completely exhausted human
imagination in an attempt to conceive the super-natural. Prescott,
Chateaubriand and Leigh Hunt criticize him for making “simply an
atrocious monster of Satan,” while Milton in his Paradise Lost de-
picts to us a Satan with many noble qualities and thus misses the foul-
ness and wickedness of sin. Milton’s Satan has courage, patience, and
foremost of all, deliberation of council,—a holy characteristic, while
Dante’s fiends are blind with ungovernable fury and their speechless
rage and their wild thrusts for revenge are turned senselessly against
themselves. Added to this, their foulness and degradation of form
and action adopts them for a design, such as only Dante could con-
ceive. i

Humanity, however, is inquisitive and modestly asks “Did Dante
succeed in exposing his conception of sin All that can be answered
is that if it were still graver the augment would remain unimaginable
to the average person. As it stands it is the most etherial of all human
works and yet sound enough in theory to conform with Catholic doc-
trine. Indeed Ozanam saw in it “the gold of Catholic theology,” giv-
in< us the best conception of the hideousness of sin and being in strict
conformity with Holy Writ, Above all, we must say that Dante is
morally great,—and for his compeer in rigor, earnestness and depth
we can only turn back to the prophets of old.

399

Tides

CHARLES J. MURRAY

Tides—

That sweep in from the channel mouth—
Swift beasts who test for prey—

That creep on ever from the south,

Like wood-worms in a tree.

And as a life-run ivy vine you wilt

And slowly die—nor stay

To answer me.

O Tides that rush in from the sea,

Have you ever built?
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ADd Bante

DONOVAN J. McCUNE

Indoli vates, due candidati,

Alter alterum loca per verenda

Dirigens, demum veniunt ad oram
Fulgidi coeli.

Labe mortali redeat vetatur

Dux in aeternum iubar aureolum;

Virgini tecum, modo, pervagantur
Aequora laeta.

Cantor O et arx, nobis explicentur

Illa visa vis: cruciatus atque

Inferorum nex; animae notarum
Igne Iavatae.

Gaudium coeli quoque pingis almum:
Circulos septem, et ad alta dia

Nunc solutos iam solia efferentes
Impietate.

Tum poeta, tum sapiens et urbis,

Clare, doctrinis orientis atque

Occidentis, tu quoque, pictor, eras
Maxime doctus.

Purus actus est animae voluptas;

Verba semper haec memores vocabunt

Sedibus quibus, sine fine, sistent
Gloria luxque.
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% A Prophet for Today

B B e A e e
R J: AKFESTRENER
OT long ago there stalked jovially among us casting per-
suasively about for followers the Spirit—that—Denies.
He smiled jestingly at the convictions of our youth, at
the super-natural ideas brought down to us through the
ages; much that we had heard at home, in church, and in school was
no more, he said, than pleasant or grewsome myths or superstitious
notions. “Why,” he would ask, “should we give up available pleas-
ures for the sake of old-fashioned ideas that are beyond all proof?
Why sacrifice personal comfort to honor, loyalty, holiness.” The
scalpel and crucible, according to him, revealed the only truth and
beyond these could be only idle speculation. This was an agreeable
doctrine; it catered to pleasure, ease, enjoyment. Many accepted it
as befittingly expressive of modern thought. Then came the crash.
On the wings of the war that shattered nations, broke down govern-
ments, destroyed flourishing commerce and mounting national wealth,
swept the annihilator—the Spirit-that-Affirms. Relentlessly it burst
into every human refuge and turned the skeptical smile back upon
itself in terrible irony. It stripped man of these habiliments of mod-
ern thought and leit him self-discovered in his nakedness. Man was
still man; nothing had changed him from the humankind that had
come down through the ages believing, seeking and. following things
spiritual and leaving milestones of deeds in the cause of righteousness.
In the anguish of those days the soul came to the surface and cried
out for things beyond human courts. Every man in his heart of
hearts felt under that scourge that humanity exists for greater things
than conquest of fellow-being and of Nature. The process was
ghastly but the revelation, ever true, is ever beautiful; the soul of
man is unrelenting in its search for Truth.

In the shift of modern thought that followed, men began to page
back through the pages of Kant, Hume, Spencer, Gibbon, Berkely,
back to the dawn of the Renaissance where they found the prophet
of righteousness, the poet whose song touches the soul as a voice
from above bringing peace and joy in its supernal note of holiness—
Dante. Infidel philosophers, poets and writers crumbled before the
great soul-satisfier. Thus, the World War gave stronger impulse to
the trend toward Dante. And now, in the turmoil of the aftermath,
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with leaders and intellectuals convinced that to meet the needs of
the times, not money, not force, not even intelligence, but moral and
spiritual persuasion alone will suffice, further, with the human heart
still bowed down in the ruins of the catastrophe, and with wearied
peoples sounding a solemn call for peace, the trend toward Dante
grows more and more marked.

We hear Italy’s poet, not as calling faintly over the gulf of six
centuries but as speaking from our own ranks. For, indeed, our
shocks were his. He turned in search of light only after he saw his
ideals of justice and charity and holiness pilloried in the moribund
society and the confusion of his day. His Italy lay in rank
disorder. The -cities were at one another’s throats; Naples
was divided and Sicily fought the mainland. Crime and license
laid a heavy hand on the once fair land; authority, moral-
ity and dignity gave way to wickedness and vice. In this orgy, Dante
sought, as we now seek, for a God of order, reason, justice and mercy.
He felt that the Eternal God had not left humanity derelict of all
expression of Himself. Somewhere in that upheaval must be chan-
nels through which still flowed the Creator’s succoring grace. An
answer to his searching prayers he found in the Beatrice of his youth.
In this radiant girl Dante beheld a ray of God’s light; every ideal,
every lofty thought, every noble aspiration was projected for him in
her charming person. She came into his life as an angel from on
high to sustain him and restore his faith in the Eternal Goodness.
By his contemplations of Beatrice, Dante rose to the higher and more
hopeful plane of the “Vita Nuova” where an earth-transcending love
gave wings to his soul.

In this “Vita Nuova” we have the first sign of the Dante who
rose to the immortal flights of the Divine Comedy. But to rise thus,
another supernatural grace in the form of a natural calamity had to
befall him. Tt was only when he stood an exile, separated from fam-
ily and friends, banished from his beloved Florence, deprived of all
wealth,—indeed, naked of every earthly endearment that he rose with
the help of Beatrice to full spiritual strength and clearly perceived the
distinction between what is worthy and what is worthless in this pil-
grimage to eternity. Then it was that he learned the supreme lesson
of life: that the confusion and strife that had mercilessly tossed and
broken him sprang from the hearts of men and that from the heart
alone could come the counteracting peace he sought. In the loneli-
ness of exile he deliberated this thought and drew inspiration from
his idealized and transfigured Beatrice so that she became for him a
“light between the Truth and the intellect.” She helped him to turn
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his eyes from the outward world to the world within and guided him
to the life of the soul. Finally, at peace with himself, with the world
and with God he gave himself up to a contemplation of the eternal
that brought him face to face with God.

We have all to learn the supreme lesson of life. Many never
learn it, many, only after bitter experience, a few, by study with open
mind and heart of the great students of life. Greatest of these stu-
dents is Dante. He invites lesser souls to refresh themselves at the
fountain of the Divine Comedy and to know what he came to know
when he turned to the inward world and to God. He tells us that
search for peace and happiness ends, not in conflict and cruel struggle,
not in the crowning of external ambition, but in the heart. And we
have urgent need of this message. The world is struggling into a
new era; the birth of each new era brings its contest, its dark days
and hopeless entanglements. But even to the nations and men en-
gaged in the struggle of our twentieth century, the voice of the
prophet-poet prevails over six hundred years of fallen idols, and
through this struggle and through every struggle to come, the Divine
Comedy will send unchanging water of contentment to the unchang-
ing human heart.
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Beniug and Inspiration
TO DANTE

JOHN H. HOLTVOIGT

Like as the untried youth of Spencer’s faery land,

Taxing maturing skill and strength, afar

Through the glorious landscape which the hand

Of his chaste queen doth hold, rides dreaming war

And righteous deed and well spent blow, before
 The unbarred splendour of his queen doth stand

And kissing her dainty fingers doth demand,

Some liege deed granted, that his valours might,

May earn the wished for praise: she turns him where

Some subject maid hath entered, like a beam alight

From the great orb of Day, and her pure air

Of sweet simplicity hath ensnared his soul

With pretty offerment of Love, her sight

Commands his Life’s allegiance, at her bidding sole.

Thou, son of Florence, bard of the great abyss,

Stygian wanderer, in thy youth did pray

Studious hours, ’fore the vestal muse; the bliss

Of earnest allegiance paid to her, did stay

Thy spirits fretting, till upon a day,

Fate and the Muse did lead thee where the kiss

Of Beatrice fair beauty did provoke thee, this

The greatest of all songs to write, divinest lay,

And when she passed, sweet memory came

To haunt thy vision, mighty bard, she lead

Thee with the Mantuan shade, through Hell’s great flame
Where in eternal pain roll myriad dead

Lost, damned, forgotten souls, and with exclaim
Enraptured, paused thy spirit, resting in the great God-head.
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B Y e v
The Visit of the Virgin

B e v i vt
D. HERBERT ABEL

ILD whirling flurries of snow rushed down from the inky
blackness above while the city lights only intensified
by their dark contrast the gloom of the storm. It was
the time when the aristocratic and the wealthy were

eating their hot suppers: when the stores were closing and when
shop girls were plodding home, many too tired to walk, tired with
the long day’s standing and work.

A frail little miss, a veritable Fairy, with her delicate wings hid-
den beneath a thin blue cape, was straying aimlessly along. She was
evidently quite timid and bewildered, gazing with wonderment at
the magnificent electrical displays. It was plain to be seen that she
was not of the city. The cold and the sleet beat down upon her as
she wrapped the thin fall cape more securely about her and wan-
dered on into the throng.

Standing at the corner of one of the great thoroughfares was a
young man. A long fur overcoat, a soft plush hat and patent leather
shoes were all that was discernible of him through the storm. The
young girl approached him timidly.

“I beg your pardon,” she ventured shyly. “But could you tell

599

me where the Pennsylvania Terminal is

The man started out of his reverie. 'Their eyes met and she
smiled. The man’s eyes were kind and merry; his mouth tender, his
chin steadfast. By one schooled in a knowledge of men he would
have been termed handsome. He was, in fact, too handsome. But to
a girl like the little Fairy he was only a man. She thought that she
saw in those kind merry eyes a help in her distress.

“Where did you want to go?’ he asked.

“The Pennsylvania Terminal. Mother sent me down to New
York to meet Aunt Harriet who was to arrive from Europe on the
Mauretania. But for some reason or other the boat did not come in.
So I must be going back home. I live in Arlington.”

“And where is that?”’ he asked kindly, persuasively, endeavor-
ing to take the little gloved hand.

She drew haughtily away from him, a look in her eyes like that
of the timid creatures of the forest that flee from the sight of the
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hunter. The man, abashed, withdrew his hand and leaned beside
the post.

“Arlington is a little mountain town in Pennsylvania. But, you
must not detain me. Please direct me the way to the station. I
must go at once. You see, after Aunt Harriet failed to come I took
a little walk. I wanted to see New York. I've been walking and
walking, admiring your beautiful town and now I've lost my way.
Which street do you take for the Terminal?”

“What time does the last train leave for Arlington?” he parried.

“I don’t know. I thought I would ask when I get to the station.”

“I’ll see that you get to the station. Come, we’ll take a taxi.”

The man’s eagerness brought again that timid frightened look
into the girl's eves. :

“No, No,” she cried. “Mamma told me not to go away with any
men while I was in New York.

She stopped short and covered her face with her hands. The
man drew back as if stunned. He had never met a case parallel to
this. What manner of creature was this before him? A new light
began to break upon his mind, a new influence to sway his heart.

“Surely, my little girl, you don’t think I am that sort. Won't
you let me assist you?”

“If you promise me that I shall be absolutely safe with you.”

The man gazed into the pleading dark eyes before him. Yes,
here was an angel if ever there was one.

“Of course you shall,” he assented fervently. “On my word of
honor, you will never be safer than you will with me. But come we
had better go now. You may miss your last train. Then what will
you do?”

“Oh dear, I never thought of that.”

The man secured a taxi. Together they got into it and were
whirled away to the Pennsylvania Station. When they arrived it
was as the man had feared: the last train for Arlington had left half
an hour before.

“Too bad, my little girl,” he said as they turned away from the
bulletin board. “You’ll have to put up at a hotel.”

“At a hotel?” she exclaimed joyfully. “Oh how nice. Yes I can
do that; can’t I? Oh no, I can’t either,” she added on second thought.

“You can’t? Why not?”

“I-er,” she stammered, “I only had enough money for my ticket
so I couldn’t put up at a hotel. If I did I wouldn’t have any money
to go home on.” ' :
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“Then I'll give you some. If you don’t want to accept it as a
gift you can return it the next time you are in the city and visit me,”
he offered eagerly.

“No I couldn’t do that. It isn’t right or proper to accept a gift
or money from a man. Mamma said so. I guess I'll have to walk
around all night, because I know it’s not right to accept money from
you. I don’t even know you.”

The man was utterly dumbfounded. “Why didn’t your mother
come with you,” he asked. He had never met such an ideal creature
before. She was purity and innocence itself.

“She was sick. That was why she couldn’t come. But she told
me of all the bad men in the city and warned me to be very careful
while I was here. Well, I guess I'll be going. Thank you ever so
much for helping me out so far. Perhaps I can find a hospital of the
Sisters of Mercy. I could stay there.”

“Wait a moment,” he said.

He carefully weighed the alternatives. She was a Fairy, an
angel, a sprite of innocence, the concrete image of immaculate purity.
She would accept no money and therefore couldn’t be made to go to
a hotel. And then it would not do to let her stray about alone in
the. city. Nor would it be better to demand hospitality from any
of the friends in his circle of acquaintances. He knew his friends.
What could he do? Oh yes, Aunt Martha. Just the thing.

“My little girl,” he said kindly. “Would you stay with a lady
for the night. I have a dear old aunt in the Bronx and you can re-
main there if you wish.’

“How delightful!” she exclaimed. “Your aunt? I don’t see any
wrong in that. Of course, that will be elegant.”

Accordingly he took her to the apartments of his maiden aunt
in the Bronx. Aunt Martha was feeling rather indisposed so the
man attended to things while she looked on with kindly eyes. Here
the two supped together: a mere impromptu meal which, however,
seemed a feast to the delighted little girl. And all the time the man
was gazing at her as at a thing divine. Her innocence, her purity,
her very childishness was a source of wonderment to him.

He had always been a man of means and in the world of materi-
alism he was accounted famous. In his circle of friends he had num-
bers of artistic and wealthy aristocrats but never had he met such a
girl as this. The more he looked into those pure dark depths of her
bright eyes the greater was her influence over him.

When the few supper things were washed up they sat together
on the big upholstered sofa by the fireside. The logs blazed up and
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their warmth brought the ruddy glow to the girl’s cheeks. She be-
gan to talk of her experiences. Yes this was the first that she had
ever come to the city. The rose bloom in her cheeks, the dew distil-
ling upon them from those dark starlight eyes aroused in him an
" almost overpowering desire to crush the petals of that fragrant deli-
cate flower. But her innocence, her purity, the virtue of her immacu-
late virginity restrained him from it. He hadn’t forgotten the fright-
ened look in her eyes when he had grasped her hand.

She, on the other hand, had never tasted of life before and now
that she had sampled it she was eager to repeat her experience.

“Now that I know such a nice man in New York I will come
here often,” she said happily. “May I stay here with your aunt and
see you when I do?”

He answered in the negative. He feared becoming better ac-
quainted with this angel. He was not worthy of her. And her plac-
ing of confidence in this manner in him, who had—that was too much
to bear.

“Never again,” he said hoarsely. “I don’t think it would be best.”

“What do you mean?”

“I mean, that it isn’t good for good young girls like you to come
alone to the city.”

Happy little angel! She did not dream of the test that she was
putting him to. She did not know what her pure innocent ways were
calling forth from his heart; did not realize how her innocence was
remoulding the character of the man.

The little clock on the mantle-piece chimed out the hour of ten.

“It’s getting late,” she said comfortably.

The man arose. “I suppose you're rather tired. You're like an
angel or a fairy straying from Wonderland. When you’re at home
I guess you curl up in the petals of a rose. But in New York you’ll
have to be satisfied with a bed. What’s that, Aunt Martha? Yes,
I'll ix the room. I know you're very tired. Aunt, you talk to her
while I’'m gone.”

He went in to the prepare the room. He re-made the bed,
smoothed out all the tiny wrinkles and creases in the sheets for fear
that they would disturb her angelic dreams, her baby rest. He poured
out some water in the basin for her and even tied a piece of pink rib-
bon which he found, to the bed. It looked sweet and innocent, like
her, he thought.

On the mantle-piece he found a statue of the Virgin. That sta-
tue! Once upon a time he had had one like it. His mother had given
it to him. What had become of it? He couldn’t tell. A great sob
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welled up in his throat from the depths of his heart. He placed the
statue on the little table beside the bed. What memories that statue
had brought back to him! That statue and the girl! What devious
ways his life had followed in the past! As he gazed upon that statue
he thought of his own dear mother, that mother who on her death-bed
pressed into his hands a statue of our Blessed Lady, and begged him
with her latest breath always to have recourse to that Virgin and that
she would keep him on the straight road, the road that leads to God.
How he had forgotten those words! And now this Angel, this heav-
enly sent spirit was bringing back to him by her innocence and pur-
ity his ideal, the ideal that his mother had given him when he knelt
beside her knee long years ago.

He went back to the waiting girl.

“Your room is ready,” he said. “I think you’ll find everything all
right. However, just call Aunt Martha if you want anything. I must
be going now. It’s getting rather late.”

“Thank you. You've been so kind to me, so dear. Isn’t it won-
derful? T know why mother didn’t want me to accept any favors from
a man. I believe that there are a lot of bad men in New York but
still I think that there is at least one good man here that I can trust.
You're just like my brother Jack.”

She took his two hands in hers, confidently, assuringly.

“Good night, you dear man.”

The childish good night nearly overpowered the man. A deep
sob shook his frame.

“Good night, you dear little girl. Here Aunt Martha, you take
the best of care of her until morning.’

He looked at her just a moment, then turned and threw himself
on his knees before the sofa.

“That’s right. Say your prayers. Oh, I'll pray with you just as
I pray with Brother Jack. It'll seem just like home.” She knelt be-
side him. “Hail Mary, full of grace: "

But only a sob proceeded from the racked heart of the man.
And thus they prayed, a sinful but repentant knight and his guardian

angel, guarded alike by the Virgin and the angels above.

Here was the Feast of the Age. The many lights in the dining-
room blazed down with their shimmering rays upon the celebrities of
the modern artistic world. Mr. Lenoir’s salon was the sanctum of
the elite, the Orgean stables of the ultra fashionable and artistic cir-
cles where jaded appetites and sentiments were given a rejuvenation,
where fagged temperaments were inflamed by partaking of the flesh-
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pots of the conoisseur’s Babylonian orgies. In the salon of Monsieur
Lenoir, artists were made and ruined. Here fame depended not on
beauty, not on truth, morality and purity but on the catering of the
artist to the fancies and foibles of his immoral and materialistic pa-
trons. Here at the Feast of the Age, Danton Algerton, the greatest
poet of moderns, was to read his latest work.

The banq