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Chapter 1

He opened the door with a key and went in, fol-
lowed by a young fellow who awkwardly removed
his cap. He wore rough clothes of a sailor. He did
not know what to do with his cap.

The wide rooms seemed too narrow for him. His
heavy arms hung at his sides. He did not know what
to do with those arms and hands. He watched the
easy walk of the other in front of him, and for the
first time realized that his walk was different from
that of other men. The sweat burst through the skin
of his forehead in tiny beads, and he paused and
mopped his bronzed face with his handkerchief.

“Hold on, Arthur!, my boy,” he said, attempting
to mask his anxiety with facetious utterance. “This
is too much for me now. You know I didn’t want to

! Hold on, Arthur. — IToposxaure, Apryp.
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come, and I guess your family doesn’t want to see
me at all.”

“That’s all right,” was the reassuring answer.
“You mustn’t be frightened at us!. We’re just
homely people — Hello, there’s a letter for me.”

He stepped back to the table, opened the enve-
lope, and began to read, giving the stranger an op-
portunity to recover himself. And the stranger un-
derstood and appreciated.

An oil painting drew his attention. There was
beauty, and it drew him irresistibly. He forgot his
awkward walk and came closer to the painting, very
close. He did not know painting. He had seen oil
paintings, it was true, in the show windows of
shops, but the glass of the windows did not allow
him to come closer.

Then he saw the books on the table. He glanced at
the titles and the authors’ names, read fragments of
text, caressing the volumes with his eyes and hands,
and, once, recognized a book he had read. He took a
volume of Swinburne? and began to read. Twice he
closed the book on his forefinger to look at the name of
the author. Swinburne! he must remember that name.
But who was Swinburne? Was he dead a hundred
years or so, like most of the poets? Or was he alive
still, and writing? He turned to the title-page . . . yes,
he had written other books; well, he will go to the li-
brary in the morning and try to get some Swinburne’s
books. He went back to the text and lost himself. He
did not notice that a young woman had entered the
room. Suddenly he heard Arthur’s voice saying:

! You mustn’t be frightened at us. — Heszauem nac 6osa1bes.
2 Swinburne — Cyunbepn (anzauiicxuii nosm XIX sexa).
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“Ruth!, this is Mr. Eden?.”

He closed the book. “Mr. Eden!” Everybody
called him just “Eden,” or “Martin Eden?,” or just
“Martin,” all his life. And “Mister!” It was some-
thing!

And then he turned and saw the girl. She was
a pale, ethereal creature, with wide, spiritual blue
eyes and a wealth of golden hair. He did not
know how she was dressed, except that the dress
was as wonderful as she. She was like a pale
gold flower upon a slender stem. No, she was a
spirit, a divinity, a goddess. She looked him
straight in the eyes as she shook hands, frankly,
like a man. The women he had known did not
shake hands that way?. Never had he seen such
a woman.

“Will you sit down, Mr. Eden?” the girl was say-
ing. “Arthur told us. It was brave of you® —”

He waved his hand and muttered that he had
done nothing at all. He sat down on the edge of the
chair, greatly worried by his hands.

“You have such a scar on your neck, Mr. Eden,”
the girl was saying. “How did it happen?”

“A Mexican with a knife, miss,” he answered. “It
was just a fight.”

“Oh,” the girl said, in a faint, far voice, and he
noticed the shock in her sensitive face.

He felt a shock himself. There was a brief pause
in the conversation.

Ruth — Pyds

Mr. Eden — mwucrep Mpen

Martin Eden — Maptua Uaen

did not shake hands that way — »xanu pyxky mo-apyromy
It was brave of you. — Bul mocTynman tak MysKeCTBEHHO.
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“This man Swineburne!,” he began.

“Who?”

“Swineburne,” he repeated, with the same mis-
pronunciation. “The poet.”

“Swinburne,” she corrected.

“Yes, that’s the chap,” he stammered, his cheeks
hot again. “How long since he died?”

“Why, I haven’t heard that he was dead.” She
looked at him curiously. “Where did you meet him?”

“I never saw him,” was the reply. “But I read
some of his poetry out of that book there on the
table just before you come in. How do you like his
poetry?”

And she began to talk quickly and easily upon
the subject that he had suggested. Here was intel-
lectual life, he thought, and here was beauty. He
forgot himself and stared at her with hungry eyes.
The books were true. There were such women in
the world. She was one of them.

“Now Longfellow? — ” she was saying.

“Yes, I've read it,” he was glad to say so. “‘The
Psalm of Life,” ‘Excelsior?,” and . . . I guess that’s all.”

She nodded her head and smiled, and he felt,
somehow, that her smile was tolerant, pitifully tol-
erant.

“Excuse me, miss. I guess that I don’t know
much about such things. But I will know it...”

It sounded like a threat. His voice was deter-
mined, his eyes were flashing.

! Swineburne — Csuubepn

2 Now Longfellow... — A sor Aourdeano...

3 .
3 "Excelsior’ — «3Jxkcuenbcnop» (00HO u3 camvix nonynsp -
Hvlx cmuxomaeopenuti Aonigpenno)
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“I think you will know it,” she finished with a
laugh. “You are very strong.”

“Yes, I'm not an invalid,” he said. “But most of
what you were saying I can’t digest, you see. I like
books and poetry, but I’ve never thought about
them. That’s why I can’t talk about them. How did
you learn all this?”

“By going to school, and by studying,” she an-
swered.

“I went to school when I was a kid,” he began to
object.

“Yes; but I mean high school, and lectures, and
the university.”

“You’ve gone to the university?” he demanded in
frank amazement.

“I’'m going there now.”

At the same moment a woman was entering the
room. The girl left her chair and came to the wom-
an. They kissed each other. That must be her
mother, he thought. She was a tall, blond woman,
slender, and stately, and beautiful.

Chapter 2

Their journey to the dining room was a night-
mare to him. But at last he had made it. The array
of knives and forks frightened him. Well, he must
be careful here.

He glanced around the table. Opposite him was
Arthur, and Arthur’s brother, Norman'. How they

! Norman — Hopman



loved each other, the members of this family! His
nature wanted love. It was an organic demand of
his life. He had not known that he needed love.

He was glad that Mr. Morse! was not there. The
father is too much for him, he felt sure. He had to eat
as he had never eaten before, to handle strange tools.

He was unaware of what he ate. It was merely
food?. Eating was an aesthetic function. It was an
intellectual function, too. His mind was stirred. He
heard words that were meaningless to him, and
other words that he had seen only in books. He
said, “Yes, miss,” and “No, miss,” to her, and
“Yes, ma’am,” and “No, ma’am,” to her mother.
And when she or her mother addressed him as “Mr.
Eden,” he was glowing and warm with delight.

“It was brave of you to help Arthur— and you a
stranger,” she said tactfully.

“It was nothing at all,” he said. “Those boys
were looking for trouble®. They began to insult Ar-
thur, and— “

He paused. Arthur continued the story, for the
twentieth time, of his adventure with the drunken
hooligans on the ferry-boat and of how Martin
Eden had rescued him.

Martin Eden nodded. He began to tell the company
about his sea life, what he saw and what he knew.

For the first time he became himself. And while
he talked, the girl looked at him with startled eyes.
His fire warmed her. She wanted to lean toward
this burning, blazing man that was like a volcano

I Mr. Morse — mwucrep Mops
2 It was merely food. — Epa xax epa.
3 were looking for trouble — mapsiBaarnch Ha HEPUATHOCTHU
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full of strength, and health. Ruth saw horror in her
mother’s eyes — fascinated horror, it was true, but
none the less! horror. This man from the darkness
was evil. Her mother saw it, and her mother was
right. She will trust her mother’s judgment in this
as she had always trusted it in all things.

Later, at the piano, she played for him. And she,
glancing at him across her shoulder, saw something
in his face.

“The greatest time of my life, you see. . . It’s all
new to me, and I like it.”

“T hope you’ll visit us again,” she said, as he
was saying good night to her brothers.

He pulled on his cap, and was gone.

“Well, what do you think of him?” Arthur de-
manded.

“He is interesting,” she answered. “How old is he?”

“Twenty — almost twenty-one. I asked him this
afternoon. I didn’t think he was that young.”

And I am three years older, was the thought in
her mind as she kissed her brothers goodnight.

Chapter 3

Martin Eden took out a brown rice paper and a
pinch of Mexican tobacco. “By God!?” he said
aloud, in a voice of awe and wonder. “By God!”
he repeated. And yet again he murmured, “By
God!”

1 none the less — Tem He MeHee

2 By God! — Yépt nobepn!



He had met the Woman. He had sat next to
her at table. He had felt her hand in his, he had
looked into her eyes. This feeling of the divine star-
tled him. He had never believed in the divine. He
had always been irreligious. There was no life be-
yond; it was here and now, then darkness everlast-
ing. But what he had seen in her eyes was soul —
immortal soul that never dies. Nobody had given
him the message of immortality. But she had. She
had whispered it to him the first moment she looked
at him. He did not deserve such fortune. He was
like a drunken man, murmuring aloud: “By God!
By God!”

He caught a car! that was going to Berkeley?. It
was crowded with young men who were singing
songs. He studied them curiously. They were uni-
versity boys. They went to the same university that
she did, they could know her, could see her every
day if they wanted to.

The car came to the two-story building with the
proud sign, HIGGINBOTHAM’S CASH STORES’.
Bernard Higginbotham* had married his sister, and he
knew him well. He climbed the stairs to the second floor.
Here lived his brother-in-law.

He entered a room, where sat his sister and Ber-
nard Higginbotham. Martin Eden never looked at
him without repulsion. What his sister had found in
that man was a mystery.

! a car — 30. TpamBaii

2 Berkeley — Bepxan

3 HIGGINBOTHAM’S CASH STORE — «Posanunas top-
roBast XurrmaboremMa 3a HaAMIHBIA PAcIér»

4 Bernard Higginbotham — Bepuapa Xurrmu6orem
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“Good night,” said Martin. “Good night, Ger-
trude!.”

“Don’t bang the door?,” Mr. Higginbotham cau-
tioned him.

Martin controlled himself and closed the door
softly behind him.

Mr. Higginbotham looked at his wife exultantly.

“He is drunk,” he proclaimed in a hoarse whis-
per. “I told you. A fine example to the children! If
he does it again, he’s got to get out®.”

His wife sighed, and shook her head sorrowfully.
Mr. Higginbotham asked:

“Has he paid last week’s board?”

She nodded, then added, “He still has some money.”

“When is he going to sea again?”

“He was over to San Francisco yesterday looking
for a ship,” she answered. “But he’s got money at
the moment.”

“I can give him a job: to drive the wagon,” her
husband said. “Tom went away.”

“I told you you’d lose him,” she cried out. “You
paid him very little.”

“Now look here, old woman, for the thousandth
time I’ve told you to keep your nose out of the
business. I won’t tell you again.”

“I don’t care,” she said. “Tom was a good boy.”
Her husband glared at her.

“Your brother—” he began.

“He pays his board,” was the retort. “And he’s
my brother, what do you want?”

1 Gertrude — I'eprpyaa

2 Don’t bang the door. — He xnomaii aBepbio.
5 he’s got to get out — mycrs youpaercs orcopa
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“I will charge him for gas: he is reading in bed,”
her husband answered.

Mrs. Higginbotham made no reply. Her husband
was triumphant.

Chapter 4

Martin Eden entered his room, a tiny hole with
space for a bed, a wash-stand!, and one chair. Mr.
Higginbotham was too greedy to keep a servant when
his wife could do the work. Martin placed the Swin-
burne and Browning on the chair, took off his coat,
and sat down on the bed. He murmured, “Ruth.”

“Ruth.” He had not thought a simple sound
could be so beautiful. This name delighted his ear?.
“Ruth.” It was a talisman, a magic word to conjure
with. Each time he murmured it, her face shim-
mered before him. The very thought of her® enno-
bled and purified him, made him better. This was
new to him. He had never known women who had
made him better.

He got up abruptly and tried to see himself in the
dirty looking-glass* over the wash-stand. It was the
first time he had ever really seen himself. He saw
the head and face of a young fellow of twenty. The
brown sunburn of his face surprised him. He had
not dreamed he was so black. His arms were sun-
burnt, too.

a wash-stand — ymsiBansanx

This name delighted his ear. — 210 nms aackano ero cayx.
the very thought of her — cama mbicas 0 Heit
looking-glass — sepkano

N
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He sat back on the bed with a bitter laugh, and
took off his shoes. He took the Browning! and the
Swinburne from the chair and kissed them. She told
me to come again, he thought. He looked at himself
in the glass, and said aloud:

“Martin Eden, tomorrow you go to the library
and read up on etiquette.”

Chapter 5

He awoke next morning in a steamy atmosphere.
As he came out of his room he heard the slosh of
water, a sharp exclamation. The squall of the child
went through him like a knife. How different, he
thought, from the atmosphere of beauty and repose
of the house wherein Ruth dwelt. There it was all
spiritual. Here it was all material.

“Come here, Alfred?,” he called to the crying
child. He put a quarter® in the youngster’s hand
and held him in his arms a moment. “Now run
along and get some candy, and don’t forget to give
some to your brothers and sisters.”

His sister looked at him. The tears welled into
her eyes.

“You’ll find breakfast in the oven,” she said hur-
riedly.

Martin went into the kitchen. Then he went
downstairs and out into the street. He had debated
between the Berkeley Library and the Oakland Li-

! Browning — Bpayuwmnr

2 Alfred — Andpen

5 a quarter — MOHeTa B ABAaAllAThb IIAATh LIEHTOB
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brary, and chose the latter because Ruth lived in
Oakland. He wandered through endless rows of
books, and did not know what to ask the man at
the desk.

“Did you find what you wanted?” the man at the
desk asked him as he was leaving.

“Yes, sir,” he answered. “You have a fine library
here.”

The man nodded. “We should be glad to see you
here often. Are you a sailor?”

“Yes, sir,” he answered. “And T’ll come again.”

Now, how did he know that? he asked himself as
he went down the stairs.

Chapter 6

Martin Eden was afraid that he might visit Ruth
too soon. He spent long hours in the Oakland and
Berkeley libraries. He burned the gas late in the
servant’s room, and was charged fifty cents a week
for it by Mr. Higginbotham.

He read many books; every page of every book
was a hole into the realm of knowledge. His hunger
increased. He read more of Swinburne than was
contained in the volume Ruth had given him. Then
he studied Kipling’s poems. Psychology was a new
word in Martin’s vocabulary.

He dared not go near Ruth’s house in the day-
time, but at night he was lurking like a thief around
the Morse home.

He had undergone a moral revolution. Her
cleanness and purity made him clean, too. He be-
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gan to brush his teeth, and used a nail-brush. He
found a book in the library on the care of the body,
and promptly decided to have a cold-water bath
every morning.

The reform went deeper. He still smoked, but he
drank no more. He was drunken in new and more
profound ways — with Ruth, who had fired him with
love and with a glimpse of higher and eternal life; with
books, and with the sense of personal cleanliness.

One night he went to the theatre, and from the
second balcony he did see her. He saw her with
Arthur and a strange young man with eyeglasses.

He left his seat before the curtain went down on
the last act. He wanted to see her again. Suddenly
two girls appeared. One of them was a slender,
dark girl, with black, defiant eyes. They smiled at
him, and he smiled back.

“Hello,” he said.

It was automatic. The black-eyed girl smiled,
and showed signs of stopping. At the corner where
the main stream of people flowed onward, he start-
ed to follow the cross street. But the girl with the
black eyes caught his arm, and cried:

“Billl Where are you going?”

He halted with a laugh, and turned back.

“What’s her name?” he asked the giggling girl,
nodding at the dark-eyed one.

“You ask her,” was the response.

“Well, what is it?” he demanded, turning on the
girl in question.

“You didn’t tell me yours, yet,” she retorted.

“You never asked it,” he smiled. “But, true, it’s
Bill, all right, all right.”
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