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Bourgeois is a squarish
geometric font that
plunders mid-century
modernism and gives it a
contemporary edge.

It speaks with a distinctive
self-assuredness that
makes it well-suited to
branding and identity work.
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FAMILY

Bourgeois

WEIGHTS : :
Thin Condensed Thin
Thin Condensed Italic Thin Italic
Light Condensed Light
Light Condensed Italic Light Italic
Medium Condensed Medium
Medium Condensed Italic Medium Italic
Bold Condensed Bold
Bold Condensed Italic Bold Italic
Ultra Bold Condensed Ultra Bold
Ultra Bold Condensed Italic Ultra Bold Italic
Heavy Condensed Heavy
Heavy Condensed Italic Heavy Italic
ABOUT Bourgeoisis asquarish geometric fontthat plunders mid-century modernismand givesita
contemporary edge. It speaks with a distinctive self-assuredness that makesit highly-suited to
branding and identity work. With 24 stylesinits 2016 form, Bourgeois is one of our most extensive,
versatile and widely-used typefaces.

Duringthefirst halfthe 20th century, designers such as Aldo Novarese and Paul Renner used
anewvisuallanguage toreflect the state-of-the-art of the machine age. Theirgeometric forms
evoked atechnological zeitgeist of curves-into-edges found in aeroplane windows and cathode ray
tubes. Bourgeois diffuses this mechanical lustre with ahuman warmth.

Includedinits 2016 version are stylistic alternates, based upon early Italian futurist
letterforms, that give Bourgeois a more dynamic and radical spirit.

The name Bourgeoisis areferencetothetraditional typographic termforgpt letterpress
type and alsothe social class that own the means of production.Inthe early 20th-century, when
early models of geometric type were first drawn, the European bourgeoisie —as oppressors and
exploiters ofthe proletariat—were afocus of the societal upheaval, characteristic of the time.

SUPPORTED Afar/Afrikaans/Albanian /Basque/Bosnian/Breton/Catalan/CrimeanTatar (Latin) / Croatian/
LANGUAGES Czech/Danish /Dutch/English /Esperanto/Estonian/Faroese / Finnish / French / Frisian / Friulian /

German/Greenlandic /Hawaiian /Hungarian/Icelandic /Indonesian/Interlingua/Irish Gaelic /
Italian /Karelian / Kirundi/Kurdish (Latin) / Ladin / Latvian / Lithuanian / Luxemburgish / Malagasy /
Malay / Maltese /MaoriNorn /Norwegian (Bokmal) / Norwegian (Nynorsk) / Occitan / Palauan/
Polish / Portuguese / Rhaeto-Romance /Romani/Romanian/Sango /Sami(Northern) / Scottish
Gaelic/Serbian (Latin) / Shona/ Slovak/ Slovene / Sorbian / Spanish / Swahili / Swati / Swedish /
Tagalog (Filipino) / Tahitian / Tokelauan / Tsonga / Turkish /Umbundu / Veps / Welsh / Wolof / Zulu

UNICODE RANGES

Complete: Basic Latin / Latin-1Supplement/ Latin Extended-A
Parts of: Mathematical Operators / Latin Extended-B / Latin Extended Additional/
Spacing Modifier Letters / General Punctuation /Currency Symbols / Letterlike Symbols

WEB FONT FEATURES

frac/liga/salt/sso1

CREDITS Designed by Jonathan Barnbrook and Marcus Leis Allion
First publishedin 2005
Revised and expanded character set published in 2016
BOURGEOIS 30F79 ABOUT FONTS.BARNBROOK.NET



STYLISTIC
ALTERNATES

Bourgeois features a set of stylistic alternates. When using Adobe Illustrator, stylistic alternates are
accessed viathe OpenType panel by selecting Stylistic Alternates. When using Adobe InDesign, stylistic
alternates are accessedviathe character panel by selecting OpenType > Stylistic Sets>Set1. When
using CSS, stylistic alternates are activated using the font-feature-settings property with a value of

eithersaltorsso1.

Beads
Cigars
Estate
Frocks
Guffaws
Marble
Prosperity
Serenade
Wives
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LLLLLLLLL Bourgeoisfeaturesasetofstandard ligatu ailable b ththe standard and alternate character
set. Whenusing Ado b Illus lg d h Op Type p lby electing Standard
Ligaturesand DiscretionaryLigat Wh ing d b sign, ligat reaccessedviathe
characterpanelbyse l gOp yp S d d igat dOp Type cre arylLigatures
Whe ing CSS, ligat areactivatedu g the fon f ture g p operty wit h l of either
ligao dlg See page f f rma h ow toselect stylist l
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surfboat
offbeat
bakeoff
selfheal
artifice
squiffier
fjordic
cliffjump
wolfkin
offkey
flaccid
kefuffle
aircraft
offtrack
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228 PT

LUOKING

030N and eges

FLAPJALKS
01 SUpper

He was submerged in weariness. His plump legs seemed to go on by themselves, without guidance, and he
mechanically wiped away the sweat which stung his eyes. He was too tired to be consciously glad as, ajter
a sun-scourged mile of corduroy tote-road through a swamp where flies hovered over a hot waste of brush,
they reached the cool shore of Box Car Pand. When he lijted the pack jrom his back he staggered jrom the

change in balance, and for a moment could not stand erect. He lay beneath an ample-bosomed maple tree

126 PT

194 PT

18 PT

BOURGEOIS 310F79 TYPE SAMPLE | THIN CONDENSED FONTS.BARNBROOK.NET



16 PT

There was nathing of the giant in the aspect
of the man who was beginning to awaken
on the sleeping-parch of a Butch Colonial
house in that residential district of Zenith
known as Floral Heights. His name was
Gearge F. Babbitt. He was jorty-six years old
now, in April, 1920, and he made nathing
in particular, neither butter nor shoes nor
poetry, but he was nimble in the calling of
selling houses or mare than people could
afford to pay. His large head was pink,

14 PT

There was nathing of the giant in the aspect of
the man who was beginning to awaken an the
sleeping-parch of a Dutch Colonial house in

that residential district of Zenith known as Floral
Heights. His name was George . Babbitt. He was
forty-six years old now, in April, 192@, and he
made nathing in particular, neither butter nor
shoes nor poetry, but he was nimble in the calling
of selling houses for mare than people could
afford to pay. His large head was pink, his brown
hair thin and dry. His face was babyish in slumber,
despite his wrinkles and the red spectacle-dents

12 PT

There was nothing of the giantin the aspect of the man
who was beginning to awaken on the sleeping-parch of a
Butch Colonial house in that residential district of Zenith
known as Floral Heights. His name was George . Babbitt.
He was forty-six years old now, in April, 1920, and he
made nothing in particular, neither butter nor shoes nor
paetry, but he was nimble in the calling of selling houses
formore than people could afford ta pay. His large head
was pink, his brown hair thin and dry. His face was babyish
in slumber, despite his wrinkles and the red spectacle-
dents an the slopes of his nase. He was not fat but he
was exceedingly well fed; his cheeks were pads, and the
unroughened hand which lay helpless upan the khaki-
calored blanket was slightly puffy. He seemed prosperous,

11 PT

There was nathing of the giant in the aspect of the man who
was beginning to awaken on the sleeping-parch of a Dutch
Colonial house in that residential district of Zenith known as
Floral Heights. His name was Gearge f: Babbitt. He was forty-six
years old now, in April, 1920, and he made nothing in particular,
neither butter nor shoes nar poetry, but he was nimble in the
calling of selling houses for mare than people could afford to
pay. His large head was pink, his brown hair thin and dry. His
face was babyish in slumber, despite his wrinkles and the red
spectacle-dents on the slopes of his nose. He was not fat but
hie was exceedingly well fed; his cheeks were pads, and the
unroughened hand which lay helpless upon the khaki-colored
blanket was slightly puffy. He seemed prosperous, extremely
married and unromantic; and altogether unromantic appeared
this sleeping-parch, which looked on one sizable elm, two

10 PT

There was nathing of the giant in the aspect of the man who was
beginning to awaken on the sleeping-porch of a Dutch Colonial house
in that residential district of Zenith known as Floral Heights. His name
was George F Babbitt. He was forty-six years old now, in April, 1920,
and he made nothing in particular, neither butter nor shaes nar poetry,
buthe was nimble in the calling of selling houses for more than
people could afford to pay. His large head was pink, his brown hair thin
and dry. His face was babyish in slumber, despite his wrinkles and the
red spectacle-dents on the slopes of his nose. He was not fat but he
was exceedingly well fed; his cheeks were pads, and the unroughened
hand which lay helpless upon the khaki-colored blanket was slightly
puffy. He seemed prosperous, extremely married and unromantic; and
altogether unromantic appeared this sleeping-porch, which looked

on one sizable elm, twa respectable grass-plots, a cement driveway,
and a corrugated iron garage. Yet Babhitt was again dreaming of the
fairy child, a dream more romantic than scarlet pagodas by a silver
sea. For years the fairy child had come to him. Where others saw but

9PT

There was nothing of the giant in the aspect of the man who was beginning to
awaken on the sleeping-porch of a Dutch Colonial house in that residential
district of Zenith known as Floral Heights. His name was George F Babbitt. He
was forty-six years old now, in April, 1926, and he made nathing in particular,
neither butter nor shoes nor poetry, but he was nimble in the calling of selling
houses for more than peaple could afford to pay. His large head was pink, his
brown hair thin and dry. His face was babyish in slumber, despite his wrinkles
and the red spectacle-dents on the slopes of his nose. He was not fat but

he was exceedingly well fed; his cheeks were pads, and the unroughened
hand which lay helpless upon the khaki-colored blanket was slightly puffy.
He seemed prosperous, extremely married and unromantic; and altogether
unromantic appeared this sleeping-porch, which looked on one sizable elm,
two respectable grass-plots, a cement driveway, and a corrugated iron garage.
Vet Babbitt was again dreaming of the fairy child, a dream more romantic than
scarlet pagodas by a silver sea. For years the fairy child had come to him.
Where others saw but Georgie Babbitt, she discerned gallant youth. She waited
forhim, in the darkness beyond mysterious groves. When at last he could

slip away from the crowded house he darted to her. His wife, his clamaring
friends, sought to follow, but he escaped, the girl fleet beside him, and they

8 PT

There was nothing of the giant in the aspect of the man who was beginning to awaken
on the slegping-porch of a Dutch Colonial house in that residential district of Zenith
known as Floral Heights. His name was George F. Babbitt. He was forty-six years ald
now, in April, 1328, and he made nothing in particular, neither butter nor shoes nor
poetry, but he was nimble in the calling of selling houses for mare than people could
afford to pay. His large head was pink, his brown hair thin and dry. His face was babyish
inslumber, despite his wrinkles and the red spectacle-dents an the slopes of his

nose. He was not fat but he was exceedingly well fed; his cheeks were pads, and the
unroughened hand which ay helpless upon the khaki-colored blanket was slightly puffy.
He seemed prosperous, extremely married and unromantic; and altogether unromantic
appeared this sleeping-porch, which looked on one sizable elm, two respectable grass-
plots, a cement driveway, and a corrugated iron garage. Yet Babbitt was again dreaming
of the fairy child, a dream more romantic than scarlet pagodas by a silver sea. For years
the fairy child had come to him. Where others saw but Georgie Babbitt, she discerned
gallant youth. She waited for him, in the darkness beyond mysterious groves. When at
last he could slip away from the crowded house he darted to her. His wife, his clamoring
friends, sought to follow, but he escaped, the girl fleet beside him, and they crouched
together on a shadowy hillside. She was so slim, so white, so eager! She cried that he
was gay and valiant, that she would wait for him, that they would sail—Rumble and
bang of the milk-truck. Babbitt moaned turned over; struggled back toward his dream.
He could see only her face now, beyond misty waters. The furnace-man slammed the

7 PT

There was nathing of the giant in the aspect of the man who was beginning to awaken on the sleep-
ing-porch of a Dutch Colonial house in that residential district of Zenith known as Floral Heights.

His name was George . Babbitt. He was forty-six years old now, in April, 1920, and he made nothing
in particular, neither butter nor shoes nor poetry, but he was nimble in the calling of selling houses
for mare than peaple could afford to pay. His large head was pink, his brown hair thin and dy. His
face was babyish in slumber, despite his wrinkles and the red spectacle-dents on the slopes of his
nose. He was not fat but he was exceedlingly well fed; his cheeks were pads, and the unroughened
hand which lay helpless upon the khaki-colored blanket was slightly puffy. He seemed prosperaus,
extremely married and unromantic; and altogether unromantic appeared this sleeping-porch,

which looked on one sizable elm, two respectable grass-plots, a cement driveway, and a corugated
iron garage. Yet Babbitt was again dreaming of the fairy child, a dream more romantic than scarlet
pagodas by a silver sea. For years the fairy child had come to him. Where others saw but Georgie
Babbitt, she discerned gallant youth. She waited for him, in the darkness beyand mysteriaus groves.
When at last he could slip away from the crowded house he darted to her. His wife, his clamoring
friends, sought to follow, but he escaped, the girl fleet beside him, and they crouched together on a
shadowy hillside. She was so slim, so white, s eager! She cried that he was gay and valiant, that she
would wait for him, that they would sail—Rumble and bang of the milk-truck. Babbitt moaned; turned
over; struggled back toward his dream. He could see only her face now, beyond misty waters. The
furnace-man slammed the basement door. A dog barked in the next yard. As Babbitt sank blissfuly
into a dim warm tide, the paper-carrier went by whistling and the rolled-up Advacate thumped the
front door. Babbitt raused his stomach constricted with alarm. As he relaxed, he was pierced by

the familiar and irrtating rattle of some one cranking a Ford: snap-ah-ah, snap-ah-ah, snap-ah-ah.
Himself a pious motorist, Babbitt cranked with the unseen driver, with him waited through taut hours
for the roar of the starting engine, with him agonized as the roar ceased and again began the infernal

6 PT

There was nothing of the giant in the aspect of the man who was beginning to awaken on the sleeping-porch of a
Dutch Colonial house in that residential district of Zenith known as Floral Heights. His name was George F. Babbitt

He was forty-six years old now, in April, 192, and he made nothing in particular, neither butter nor shoes nar poetry,
but he was nimble in the calling of selling houses for more than people could afford to pay. His large head was pink,
his brown hair thin and dry. His face was babyish in slumber, despite his wrinkles and the red spectacle-dents on

the slopes of his nose. He was nat fat but he was exceedin heeks were pads, and the unroughened
hand which lay helpless upon the khaki-colored blanket w: ify. He seemed prosperaus, extremely married
and unromantic; and altogether unromantic appeared this sleeping-porch, which looked on ane sizable elm, two
respectable grass-plots, a cement driveway, and a corrugated iron garage. Yet Babbitt was again dreaming of the fairy
child, a dream more romantic than scarlet pagodas by a silver
athers saw but Georgie Babbitt, she discerned gallant youth. S
‘groves. When at Last he could slip away from the crowded h ted to her. His wife, his clar

lver sea. For years the fairy child had come to him. Where
aited for him, in the darkness beyond mysterious

sought o follow, but he escaped, the gir fleet beside him, and they crouched together on a shadoy ide. She
was so slim, so white, so eager! She cried that he was gay and valiant, that she would wait for him, that they would
sail—Rumble and bang of the milk-truck. Babbitt moaned; tumed over; struggled back toward his dream. He could
see only her face now, beyond misty waters. The furmace-man slammed the basement door. A dog barked in the next

ked with the unseen driver, with him waited through taut hours for the roar of the starting enging, with
him agonized as the roar ceased and again began the inferal patient snap-ah-ah—a round, flat sound, a shivering
cold-morning sound, a sound infuriating and inescapable. Not tllthe rising voice of the mator told him that the Ford
was maving was he released from the panting tension. He glanced once at te tree, elm twigs against the gold
patina of sky, and fumbled for sleep as for a drug. He who had been a boy very credulous of lfe was no longer greatly
interested in the passible and improbable adventures of each new day. He escaped from reality tillthe alam-clock
1ang, at seven-twenty. It was the best of nationally advertised and quantitatively produced alarm-clocks, with all
modern attachments, including cathedral chime, intermittent alarm, and a phasphorescent dial. Babbitt was proud

of being awakened by such a rich device. Socially it was almost as creditable as buying expensive cord tires. He sulkily

ist, Babl
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200 PT

SLAPPING
mosquItos

JEALIST

cosmopolitan

He was submerged in weariness. His plump legs seemed to go on by themselves, without guidance, and he
mechanically wiped away the sweat which stung his eyes. He was too tired to be consciously glad as, after
a sun-scourged mile of corduroy tote-road through a swamp where flies hovered over a hot waste of brush,
they reached the cool shore of Box Car Pond. When he lifted the pack from his back he staggered from the

change in balance, and for a moment could not stand erect. He (ay beneath an ample-bosomed maple tree

188 PT

182 PT

144 PT
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16 PT

There was nothing of the giant in the aspect
of the man who was beginning to awaken
on the sleeping-porch of a Dutch Colonial
house in that residential district of Zenith
known as Floral Heights. His name was
George F. Babbitt. He was forty-six years old
now, in April, 1920, and he made nothing
in particular, neither butter nor shoes nor
poetry, but he was nimble in the calling of
selling houses for more than people could
afford to pay. His large head was pink, his

14 PT

There was nothing of the giant in the aspect of
the man who was beginning to awaken on the
sleeping-porch of a Dutch Colonial house in

that residential district of Zenith known as Floral
Heights. His name was George F. Babbitt. He was
forty-six years old now, in April, 1920, and he
made nothing in particular, neither butter nor
shoes nor poetry, but he was nimble in the calling
of selling houses for more than peaple could
afford to pay. His large head was pink, his brown
hair thin and dry. His face was babyish in slumber,
despite his wrinkles and the red spectacle-dents

12 PT

There was nothing of the giant in the aspect of the man
who was beginning to awaken on the sleeping-porch of a
Dutch Colonial house in that residential district of Zenith
known as Floral Heights. His name was George F. Babbitt
He was forty-six years old now, in April, 1920, and he
made nothing in particular, neither butter nor shoes nor
poetry, but he was nimble in the calling of selling houses
for more than peaple could afford to pay. His large head
was pink, his brown hair thin and dry. His face was babyish
in slumber, despite his wrinkles and the red spectacle-
dents on the slopes of his nose. He was not fat but he

was exceedingly well fed; his cheeks were pads, and the
unroughened hand which lay helpless upon the khaki-
colored blanket was slightly puffy. He seemed prosperaus,

11 PT

There was nothing of the giant in the aspect of the man who
was beginning to awaken on the sleeping-porch of a Dutch
Colonial house in that residential district of Zenith known as
Floral Heights. His name was George F. Babbitt. He was forty-six
years old now, in April, 1926, and he made nathing in particular,
neither butter nor shoes nar poetry, but he was nimble in the
calling of selling houses for mare than peaple could afford to
pay. His large head was pink, his brown hair thin and dry. His
face was babyish in slumber, despite his wrinkles and the red
spectacle-dents on the slopes of his nose. He was not fat but
he was exceedingly well fed; his cheeks were pads, and the
unroughened hand which lay helpless upon the khaki-colored
blanket was slightly puffy. He seemed prosperous, extremely
married and unromantic; and altogether unromantic appeared
this sleeping-porch, which looked on one sizable elm, two

10 PT

There was nothing of the giant in the aspect of the man who was
beginning to awaken on the sleeping-porch of a Dutch Colonial house
in that residential district of Zenith known as Floral Heights. His name
was George F. Babbitt. He was forty-six years old now, in April, 1920,
and he made nothing in particular, neither butter nor shoes nor poetry,
but he was nimble in the calling of selling houses for more than peo-
ple could afford to pay. His large head was pink, his brown hair thin
and dry. His face was babyish in slumber, despite his wrinkles and the
red spectacle-dents on the slopes of his nose. He was not fat but he
was exceedingly well fed; his cheeks were pads, and the unroughened
hand which lay helpless upon the khaki-colored blanket was slightly
puffy. He seemed prosperous, extremely married and unromantic; and
altogether unromantic appeared this sleeping-porch, which looked
on one sizable elm, two respectable grass-plots, a cement driveway,
and a corrugated iron garage. Yet Babbitt was again dreaming of the
fairy child, a dream mare romantic than scarlet pagodas by a silver
sea. For years the fairy child had come to him. Where others saw but

9PT

There was nothing of the giant in the aspect of the man who was beginning to
awaken on the sleeping-porch of a Dutch Colonial house in that residential
district of Zenith known as Floral Heights. His name was George F. Babbitt. He
was forty-six years old now, in April, 1920, and he made nothing in particular,
neither butter nor shoes nor poetry, but he was nimble in the calling of selling
houses for more than peaple could afford to pay. His large head was pink, his
brown hair thin and dry. His face was babyish in slumber, despite his wrinkles
and the red spectacle-dents on the slopes of his nose. He was not fat but

he was exceedingly well fed:; his cheeks were pads, and the unroughened
hand which lay helpless upan the khaki-colored blanket was slightly puffy.
He seemed prosperous, extremely married and unromantic; and altogether
unromantic appeared this sleeping-porch, which looked on one sizable elm,
two respectable grass-plots, a cement driveway, and a corrugated iron garage.
Yet Babbitt was again dreaming of the fairy child, a dream more romantic than
scarlet pagodas by a silver sea. For years the fairy child had come to him.
Where others saw but Georgie Babbitt, she discerned gallant youth. She waited
for him, in the darkness beyand mysterious groves. When at last he could

slip away from the crowded house he darted to her. His wife, his clamaring
friends, sought to follow, but he escaped, the girl fleet beside him, and they

8 PT

There was nothing of the giant in the aspect of the man who was beginning to awaken
on the slegping-porch of a Dutch Colonial house in that residential district of Zenith
known as Floral Heights. His name was George F. Babbitt. He was forty-six years ald
now, in April, 1328, and he made nothing in particular, neither butter nor shoes nor
poetry, but he was nimble in the calling of selling houses for mare than people could
afford to pay. His large head was pink, his brown hair thin and dry. His face was babyish
inslumber, despite his wrinkles and the red spectacle-dents an the slopes of his

nose. He was not fat but he was exceedingly well fed; his cheeks were pads, and the
unroughened hand which ay helpless upon the khaki-colored blanket was slightly puffy.
He seemed prosperous, extremely married and unromantic; and altogether unromantic
appeared this sleeping-porch, which looked on one sizable elm, two respectable grass-
plots, a cement driveway, and a corrugated iron garage. Yet Babbitt was again dreaming
of the fairy child, a dream more romantic than scarlet pagodas by a silver sea. For years
the fairy child had come to him. Where others saw but Georgie Babbitt, she discerned
gallant youth. She waited for him, in the darkness beyond mysterious groves. When at
last he could slip away from the crowded house he darted to her. His wife, his clamoring
friends, sought to follow, but he escaped, the girl fleet beside him, and they crouched
together on a shadowy hillside. She was so slim, so white, so eager! She cried that he
was gay and valiant, that she would wait for him, that they would sail—Rumble and
bang of the milk-truck. Babbitt moaned turned over; struggled back toward his dream.
He could see only her face now, beyond misty waters. The furnace-man slammed the

7 PT

There was nathing of the giant in the aspect of the man who was beginning to awaken on the sleep-
ing-porch of a Dutch Colonial house in that residential district of Zenith known as Floral Heights.

His name was George . Babbitt. He was forty-six years old now, in April, 1920, and he made nothing
in particular, neither butter nor shoes nor poetry, but he was nimble in the calling of selling houses
for mare than peaple could afford to pay. His large head was pink, his brown hair thin and dy. His
face was babyish in slumber, despite his wrinkles and the red spectacle-dents on the slopes of his
nose. He was not fat but he was exceedlingly well fed; his cheeks were pads, and the unroughened
hand which lay helpless upon the khaki-colored blanket was slightly puffy. He seemed prosperaus,
extremely married and unromantic; and altogether unromantic appeared this sleeping-porch,

which looked on one sizable elm, two respectable grass-plots, a cement driveway, and a corugated
iron garage. Yet Babbitt was again dreaming of the fairy child, a dream more romantic than scarlet
pagodas by a silver sea. For years the fairy child had come to him. Where others saw but Georgie
Babbitt, she discerned gallant youth. She waited for him, in the darkness beyand mysteriaus groves.
When at last he could slip away from the crowded house he darted to her. His wife, his clamoring
friends, sought to follow, but he escaped, the girl fleet beside him, and they crouched together on a
shadowy hillside. She was so slim, so white, s eager! She cried that he was gay and valiant, that she
would wait for him, that they would sail—Rumble and bang of the milk-truck. Babbitt moaned; turned
over; struggled back toward his dream. He could see only her face now, beyond misty waters. The
furnace-man slammed the basement door. A dog barked in the next yard. As Babbitt sank blissfuly
into a dim warm tide, the paper-carrier went by whistling and the rolled-up Advacate thumped the
front door. Babbitt raused his stomach constricted with alarm. As he relaxed, he was pierced by

the familiar and irrtating rattle of some one cranking a Ford: snap-ah-ah, snap-ah-ah, snap-ah-ah.
Himself a pious motorist, Babbitt cranked with the unseen driver, with him waited through taut hours
for the roar of the starting engine, with him agonized as the roar ceased and again began the infernal

6 PT

There was nothing of the giant in the aspect of the man who was beginning to awaken on the sleeping-porch of a
Dutch Colonial house in that residential district of Zenith known as Floral Heights. His name was George F. Babbitt

He was forty-six years old now, in April, 192, and he made nothing in particular, neither butter nor shoes nar poetry,
but he was nimble in the calling of selling houses for more than people could afford to pay. His large head was pink,
his brown hair thin and dry. His face was babyish in slumber, despite his wrinkles and the red spectacle-dents on

the slopes of his nose. He was nat fat but he was exceedin heeks were pads, and the unroughened
hand which lay helpless upon the khaki-colored blanket w: ify. He seemed prosperaus, extremely married
and unromantic; and altogether unromantic appeared this sleeping-porch, which looked on ane sizable elm, two
respectable grass-plots, a cement driveway, and a corrugated iron garage. Yet Babbitt was again dreaming of the fairy
child, a dream more romantic than scarlet pagodas by a silver
athers saw but Georgie Babbitt, she discerned gallant youth. S
‘groves. When at Last he could slip away from the crowded h ted to her. His wife, his clar

lver sea. For years the fairy child had come to him. Where
aited for him, in the darkness beyond mysterious

sought o follow, but he escaped, the gir fleet beside him, and they crouched together on a shadoy ide. She
was so slim, so white, so eager! She cried that he was gay and valiant, that she would wait for him, that they would
sail—Rumble and bang of the milk-truck. Babbitt moaned; tumed over; struggled back toward his dream. He could
see only her face now, beyond misty waters. The furmace-man slammed the basement door. A dog barked in the next

ked with the unseen driver, with him waited through taut hours for the roar of the starting enging, with
him agonized as the roar ceased and again began the inferal patient snap-ah-ah—a round, flat sound, a shivering
cold-morning sound, a sound infuriating and inescapable. Not tllthe rising voice of the mator told him that the Ford
was maving was he released from the panting tension. He glanced once at te tree, elm twigs against the gold
patina of sky, and fumbled for sleep as for a drug. He who had been a boy very credulous of lfe was no longer greatly
interested in the passible and improbable adventures of each new day. He escaped from reality tillthe alam-clock
1ang, at seven-twenty. It was the best of nationally advertised and quantitatively produced alarm-clocks, with all
modern attachments, including cathedral chime, intermittent alarm, and a phasphorescent dial. Babbitt was proud of
being awakened by such a rich device. Socially it was almost as creditable as buying expensive cord tires.
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122 PT

Royal Porcelain

174 PT

athrooms

SUPPER
partygoers

Well, | don't want to be harrid, but Lord! you're getting as fussy as Verana. Ever since she got out of
college she's been too rambunctious ta live with—doesn't know what she wants—well, | know what
she wants!—all she wants is to marry a millionaire, and live in Europe, and hold some preacher's
hand, and simultaneously at the same time stay right here in Zenith and be some blooming kind of a
sacialist agitator or boss charity-worker or some damn thing! Lord, and Ted is just as bad! He wants to

246 PT

184 PT
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16 PT

There was nothing of the giant in the
aspect of the man who was beginning

to awaken on the sleeping-porch of a
Butch Colonial house in that residential
district of Zenith known as Floral Heights.
His name was Gearge F. Babbitt. He was
forty-six years old now, in April, 1920, and
he made nathing in particular, neither
butter nor shoes nar paetry, but he was
nimble in the calling of selling houses
for maore than people could afford to

14 PT

There was nothing of the giant in the aspect

of the man who was beginning to awaken on
the sleeping-parch of a Dutch Colonial house
in that residential district of Zenith known as
Floral Heights. His name was George . Babbitt.
He was forty-six years old naw, in April, 1920,
and he made nathing in particular, neither
butter nar shoes nor pogtry, but he was nimble
in the calling of selling houses for more than
peaple could afford ta pay. His large head was
pink, his brown hair thin and dry. His face was
babyish in slumber, despite his wrinkles and the

12 PT

There was nothing of the giant in the aspect of the man
wha was heginning to awaken on the sleeping-parch
of a Dutch Colonial house in that residential district of
Zenith known as Floral Heights. His name was George
Babbitt. He was forty-six years old now, in April, 1928,
and he made nothing in particular, neither butter nar
shaes nor poetry, but he was nimble in the calling of
selling houses for more than people could afford to pay.
His large head was pink, his brown hair thin and dry. His
face was babyish in slumber, despite his wrinkles and
the red spectacle-dents on the slopes of his nose. He
was not fat but he was exceedingly well fed; his cheeks
were pads, and the unroughened hand which lay
helpless upon the khaki-colored blanket was slightly

11 PT

There was nathing of the giant in the aspect of the man who
was beginning to awaken an the sleeping-porch of a Dutch
Colonial house in that residential district of Zenith known
as Floral Heights. His name was George F Babbitt. He was
forty-six years old now, in April, 1920, and he made nothing
in particular, neither butter nor shoes nar poetry, but he was
nimble in the calling of selling houses for mare than people
could afford to pay. His large head was pink, his brown hair
thin and dry. His face was babyish in slumber, despite his
wrinkles and the red spectacle-dents on the slopes of his
nose. He was not fat but he was exceedingly well fed; his
cheeks were pads, and the unroughened hand which lay
helpless upan the khaki-colored blanket was slightly puffy.
He seemed prosperous, extremely married and unromantic;
and altogether unromantic appeared this sleeping-porch,

10 PT

There was nothing of the giant in the aspect of the man who was
beginning to awaken on the sleeping-porch of a Dutch Colonial
house in that residential district of Zenith known as Floral Heights.
His name was Gearge F. Babbitt. He was forty-six years old now, in
April, 1920, and he made nothing in particular, neither butter nor
shoes nor poetry, but he was nimble in the calling of selling houses
for more than people could afford to pay. His large head was pink,
his brown hair thin and dry. His face was babyish in slumber,
despite his wrinkles and the red spectacle-dents on the slopes

of his nose. He was nat fat but he was exceedingly well fed; his
cheeks were pads, and the unroughened hand which lay helpless
upan the khaki-colored blanket was slightly puffy. He seemed
prosperaus, extremely married and unromantic; and altogether
unromantic appeared this sleeping-porch, which loaked on one
sizable elm, twa respectable grass-plots, a cement driveway, and a
corrugated iron garage. Yet Babbitt was again dreaming of the fairy
child, a dream more romantic than scarlet pagodas by a silver sea.

9PT

There was nothing of the giant in the aspect of the man who was
beginning to awaken on the sleeping-porch of a Dutch Colonial house in
that residential district of Zenith known as Floral Heights. His name was
George . Babbitt. He was forty-six years old now, in April, 1920, and he
made nothing in particular, neither butter nor shoes nor poetry, but he was
nimble in the calling of selling houses for more than peaple could afford
to pay. His large head was pink, his brown hair thin and dry. His face was
babyish in slumber, despite his wrinkles and the red spectacle-dents on
the slopes of his nose. He was not fat but he was exceedingly well fed;

his cheeks were pads, and the unroughened hand which ay helpless
upon the khaki-colored blanket was slightly puffy. He seemed prosperous,
extremely married and unromantic; and altogether unromantic appeared
this sleeping-porch, which looked on one sizable elm, two respectable
grass-plots, a cement driveway, and a corrugated iron garage. Yet Babbitt
was again dreaming of the fairy child, a dream more romantic than scarlet
pagodas by asilver sea. For years the fairy child had come to him. Where
others saw but Georgie Babbitt, she discerned gallant youth. She waited
for him, in the darkness beyond mysterious groves. When at ast he could
slip away from the crowded house he darted to her. His wife, his clamoring

8 PT

There was nothing of the giant in the aspect of the man who was beginning to
awaken on the sleeping-porch of a Dutch Colonial house in that residential district
of Zenith known as Floral Heights. His name was George . Babbitt. He was forty-six
years old now, in April, 1920, and he made nothing in particular, neither butter nor
shoes nor poetry, but he was nimble in the calling of selling houses for more than
people could afford to pay. His large head was pink, his brown hair thin and dry. His
face was babyish in slumber, despite his wrinkles and the red spectacle-dents on
the slopes of his nose. He was not fat but he was exceedingly well fed; his cheeks
were pads, and the unroughened hand which lay helpless upon the khaki-colored

blanket was slightly puffy. He seemed prosperous, extremely married and unroman-

tic; and altogether unromantic appeared this sleeping-porch, which looked on one
sizable elm, two respectable grass-plots, a cement driveway, and a corrugated iron
garage. Yet Babbitt was again dreaming of the fairy child, a dream more romantic
than scarlet pagodas by a silver sea. For years the fairy child had come to him.
Where others saw but Georgie Babbitt, she discerned gallant youth. She waited for
him, in the darkness beyond mysterious groves. When at last he could slip away
from the crowded house he darted to her. His wife, his clamoring friends, sought
to follow, but he escaped, the girl fleet beside him, and they crouched together on
a shadowy hillside. She was so slim, so white, so eager! She cried that he was gay
and valiant, that she would wait for him, that they would sail—Rumble and bang of
the milk-truck. Babbitt moaned; turned over; struggled back toward his dream. He

7 PT

There was nothing of the giant n the aspect of the man who was beginning to awaken on the
sleeping-porch of a Dutch Colonial house in that residential district of Zenith known as Floral
Heights. His name was George F. Babbitt. He was forty-six years old now, in April, 1920, and he
made nothing in particular, neither butter nor shoes nor poetry, but he was nimble in the calling
of selling houses for more than people could afford to pay. His large head was pink, his brown
hair thin and dry. His face was babyish in slumber, despite his wrinkles and the red spectacle-
dents on the slopes of his nose. He was not fat but he was exceedingly well fed; his cheeks
were pads, and the unroughened hand which ay helpless upon the khaki-colored blanket

was slightly puffy. He seemed prosperous, extremely married and unromantic; and altogether
unromantic appeared this sleeping-porch, which looked on one sizable elm, two respectable
grass-plots, a cement driveway, and a corrugated iron garage. Yet Babbitt was again dreaming
of the fairy child, a dream more romantic than scarlet pagodas by a silver sea. For years the
fairy child had come to him. Where others saw but Geargie Babbitt, she discerned gallant youth.
She waited for him, in the darkness beyond mysterious groves. When at ast he could slip away
from the crowded house he darted to her. His wife, his clamoring friends, sought to follow, but
he escaped, the girl fleet beside him, and they crouched together on a shadowy hillside. She
was 5o slim, so white, so eager! She cried that he was gay and valiant, that she would wait for
him, that they would sail—Rumble and bang of the milk-truck. Babbitt moaned; turned over;
struggled back toward his dream. He could see only her face now, beyond misty waters. The
furnace-man slammed the basement door. A dog barked in the next yard. As Babhitt sank
blissfully into a dim warm tide, the paper-carrier went by whistling, and the rolled-up Advocate
thumped the front door. Babbitt roused, his stomach constricted with alarm. As he relaxed,

he was pierced by the familiar and irritating rattle of some one cranking a Ford: snap-ah-ah,
snap-ah-ah, snap-ah-ah. Himself a pious motorist, Babbitt cranked with the unseen driver,

6 PT

There was nothing of the giant in the aspect of the man who was beginning to awaken on the sleeping-porch
of a Dutch Colonial house in that residential district of Zenith known as Floral Heights. His name was George
F. Babbitt. He was forty-six years old now, in April, 1920, and he made nathing in particular, neither butter nor
shoes nor poetry, but he was nimble in the calling of selling houses for mare than people could afford to pay.
His large head was pink, his brown hair thin and dry. His face was babyish in slumber, despite his wrinkles and
the red spectacle-dents on the slopes of his nose. He was not fat but he was exceedingly well fed; his cheeks
were pads, and the unroughened hand which lay helpless upon the khaki-colored blanket was slightly puffy.
He seemed prosperous, extremely married and unromantic; and altogether unromantic appeared this sleeping-
porch, which looked on one sizable elm, two respectable grass-plots, a cement driveway, and a corrugated
iron garage. Yet Babbitt was again dreaming of the fairy child, a dream more romantic than scarlet pagodas by
asilver sea. For years the fairy child had come to him. Where others saw but Georgie Babbitt, she discerned
gallantyouth. She waited for him, in the darkness beyond mysterious groves. When at Last he could slip away
from the crowded house he darted to her. His wife, his clamoring friends, sought to follow, but he escaped, the
girl fleet beside him, and they crouched together on a shadowy hillside. She was so slim, so white, so eager!
She cried that he was gay and valiant, that she would wait for him, that they would sail—Rumble and bang of
the milk-truck. Babbitt moaned; turned over; struggled back toward his dream. He could see only her face now,
beyond misty waters. The furnace-man slammed the basement door. A dog barked in the next yard. As Babbitt
sank blissfully into a dim warm tide, the paper-carrier went by whistling, and the rolled-up Advocate thumped
the front door. Babbitt roused, his stomach constricted with alarm. As he relaxed, he was pierced by the familiar
and rritating rattle of some one cranking a Ford: snap-ah-ah, snap-ah-ah, snap-ah-ah. Himself a pious motorist,
Babbitt cranked with the unseen driver, with him waited through taut hours for the roar of the starting engine,
with him agonized as the roar ceased and again began the infernal patient snap-ah-ah—a round, flat sound,
ashivering cold-morning sound, a sound infuriating and inescapable. Not till the rising voice of the motor
told him that the Ford was moving was he released from the panting tension. He glanced once at his favorite
tree, elm twigs against the gold patina of sky, and fumbled for sleep as for a drug. He who had been a boy very
credulous of life was no longer greatly interested in the possible and improbable adventures of each new day.
He escaped from reality till the alarm-clock rang, at seven-twenty. It was the best of nationally advertised and
itatively produced al. locks, with all modern including cathedral chime, intermittent
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Wears

pretentious
tORFOISESHELL

‘spectacles

Well, | don't want to be harrid, but Lord! you're getting as fussy as Verona. Ever since she got aut of
college she’s been too rambunctious to live with—doesn't know what she wants—well, | know what
she wantsl—all she wants is to marry a millionaire, and live in Europe, and hald some preacher's
hand, and simultaneously at the same time stay right here in Zenith and be some blooming kind of a
sacialist agitator or bass charity-warker or some damn thing! Lord, and Ted is just as bad! He wants to

164 PT

18 PT
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16 PT

There was nothing of the giant in the
aspect of the man who was beginning

to awaken on the sleeping-porch of a
Dutch Colonial house in that residential
district of Zenith known as Floral Heights.
His name was George F. Babbitt. He was
forty-six years ald naw, in April, 1920, and
he made nathing in particular, neither
butter nor shoes nor paetry, but he was
nimble in the calling of selling houses
for more than peaple could afford to

14 PT

There was nothing of the giant in the aspect of
the man who was beginning to awaken on the
sleeping-parch of a Dutch Colonial house in
that residential district of Zenith known as Flo-
ral Heights. His name was George F. Babbitt. He
was forty-six years old now, in April, 1920, and
he made nothing in particular, neither butter
nor shaes nor poetry, but he was nimble in the
calling of selling houses for more than peaple
could afford to pay. His large head was pink, his
brown hair thin and dry. His face was babyish
in slumber, despite his wrinkles and the red

12 PT

There was nothing of the giant in the aspect of the man
who was beginning to awaken an the sleeping-porch

of a Dutch Colanial house in that residential district of
Zenith known as Floral Heights. His name was George F.
Babbitt. He was forty-six years old now, in April, 1920,
and he made nothing in particular, neither butter nor
shaes nor pogtry, but he was nimble in the calling of
selling houses for more than peaple could afford to pay.
His large head was pink, his brown hair thin and dry. His
face was babyish in slumber, despite his wrinkles and
the red spectacle-dents on the slopes of his nose. He
was not fat but he was exceedingly well fed; his cheeks
were pads, and the unroughened hand which lay
helpless upon the khaki-colored blanket was slightly

11 PT

There was nothing of the giant in the aspect of the man who
was beginning to awaken on the sleeping-parch of a Dutch
Colonial house in that residential district of Zenith known
as Floral Heights. His name was George . Babbitt. He was
forty-six years old now, in April, 1920, and he made nathing
in particular, neither butter nar shoes nar poetry, but he was
nimble in the calling of selling houses for mare than people
could afford to pay. His large head was pink, his brown hair
thin and dry. His face was babyish in slumber, despite his
wrinkles and the red spectacle-dents on the slopes of his
nose. He was not fat but he was exceedingly well fed; his
cheeks were pads, and the unroughened hand which lay
helpless upan the khaki-colored blanket was slightly puffy.
He seemed prosperous, extremely married and unromantic;
and altogether unromantic appeared this sleeping-parch,

10 PT

There was nathing of the giant in the aspect of the man who was
beginning to awaken an the sleeping-parch of a Dutch Calonial
house in that residential district of Zenith known as Floral Heights.
His name was George F. Babbitt. He was forty-six years old now,

in April, 1920, and he made nothing in particular, neither butter
nor shoes nor poetry, but he was nimble in the calling of selling
houses for more than people could afford to pay. His large head
was pink, his brown hair thin and dry. His face was babyish in
slumber, despite his wrinkles and the red spectacle-dents on the
slopes of his nase. He was nat fat but he was exceedingly well fed;
his cheeks were pads, and the unroughened hand which lay help-
less upon the khaki-colored blanket was slightly puffy. He seemed
prosperous, extremely married and unromantic; and altogether
unromantic appeared this sleeping-porch, which looked an ane
sizable elm, twa respectable grass-plots, a cement driveway, and a
corrugated iron garage. Yet Babbitt was again dreaming of the fairy
child, a dream more romantic than scarlet pagodas by a silver sea.

9PT

There was nathing of the giant in the aspect of the man who was beginning
to awaken on the sleeping-porch of a Dutch Colonial house in that
residential district of Zenith known as Floral Heights. His name was George
F. Babbitt. He was forty-six years old now, in April, 1920, and he made
nothing in particular, neither butter nor shoes nor poetry, but he was
nimble in the calling of selling houses for more than people could afford
to pay. His large head was pink, his brown hair thin and dry. His face was
babyish in slumber, despite his wrinkles and the red spectacle-dents on
the slopes of his nose. He was not fat but he was exceedingly well fed;

his cheeks were pads, and the unroughened hand which lay helpless
upon the khaki-colored blanket was slightly puffy. He seemed prosperaus,
extremely married and unromantic; and altogether unromantic appeared
this sleeping-porch, which looked on one sizable elm, two respectable
grass-plots, a cement driveway, and a corrugated iron garage. Yet Babbitt
was again dreaming of the fairy child, a dream more romantic than scarlet
pagodas by a silver sea. For years the fairy child had come to him. Where
others saw but Georgie Babbitt, she discerned gallant youth. She waited
for him, in the darkness beyond mysterious groves. When at last he could
slip away from the crowded house he darted to her. His wife, his clamoring

8 PT

There was nothing of the giant in the aspect of the man who was beginning to
awaken on the sleeping-porch of a Dutch Colonial house in that residential district
of Zenith known as Floral Heights. His name was George F. Babbitt. He was forty-six
years old now, in April, 1920, and he made nothing in particular, neither butter nor
shoes nor poetry, but he was nimble in the calling of selling houses for more than
peaple could afford to pay. His large head was pink, his brown hair thin and dry. His
face was babyish in slumber, despite his wrinkles and the red spectacle-dents on
the slopes of his nose. He was not fat but he was exceedingly well fed; his cheeks
were pads, and the unroughened hand which lay helpless upon the khaki-colored
blanket was slightly puffy. He seemed prosperous, extremely married and unroman-
tic; and altogether unromantic appeared this sleeping-porch, which looked on one
sizable elm, two respectable grass-plots, a cement driveway, and a corrugated iron
garage. Yet Babbitt was again dreaming of the fairy child, a dream more romantic
than scarlet pagodas by a silver sea. For years the fairy child had come to him.
Where others saw but Georgie Babbitt, she discerned gallant youth. She waited for
him, in the darkness beyond mysterious groves. When at last he could slip away
from the crowded house he darted to her. His wife, his clamoring friends, sought

to follow, but he escaped, the girl fleet beside him, and they crouched together on
a shadowy hillside. She was so slim, so white, so eager! She cried that he was gay
and valiant, that she would wait for him, that they would sail—Rumble and bang of
the milk-truck. Babbitt moaned; turned over; struggled back toward his dream. He

7 PT

There was nothing of the giant in the aspect of the man who was beginning to awaken on the
sleeping-porch of a Dutch Colonial house in that residential district of Zenith known as Floral
Heights. His name was George F. Babbitt. He was forty-six years old now, in April, 1920, and he
made nothing in particular, neither butter nor shoes nor poetry, but he was nimble in the calling
of selling houses for more than people could afford to pay. His large head was pink, his brown
hair thin and dry. His face was babyish in slumber, despite his wrinkles and the red spectacle-
dents on the slopes of his nose. He was not fat but he was exceedingly well fed; his cheeks
were pads, and the unroughened hand which lay helpless upon the khaki-colored blanket

was slightly puffy. He seemed prosperous, extremely married and unromantic; and altogether
unromantic appeared this sleeping-porch, which looked on one sizable elm, two respectable
grass-plots, a cement driveway, and a corrugated iron garage. Yet Babbitt was again dreaming
of the fairy child, a dream more romantic than scarlet pagodas by a silver sea. For years the
fairy child had come to him. Where others saw but Georgie Babbitt, she discerned gallant youth.
She waited for him, in the darkness beyond mysterious groves. When at last he could slip away
from the crowded house he darted to her. His wife, his clamoring friends, sought to follow, but
he escaped, the girl fleet beside him, and they crouched together on a shadowy hillside. She
was 5o slim, so white, so eager! She cried that he was gay and valiant, that she would wait for
him, that they would sail—Rumble and bang of the milk-truck. Babbitt moaned; turned over;
struggled back toward his dream. He could see only her face now, beyond misty waters. The
furnace-man slammed the basement door. A dog barked in the next yard. As Babbitt sank
blissfully into a dim warm tide, the paper-carrier went by whistling, and the rolled-up Advocate
thumped the front door. Babbitt roused, his stomach constricted with alarm. As he relaxed,

he was pierced by the familiar and irritating rattle of some one cranking a Ford: snap-ah-ah,
snap-ah-ah, snap-ah-ah. Himself a pious motorist, Babbitt cranked with the unseen driver,

6 PT

There was nothing of the giant in the aspect of the man who was beginning to awaken on the sleeping-porch
of a Dutch Colonial house in that residential district of Zenith known as Floral Heights. His name was George
F. Babbitt. He was forty-six years old now, in April, 1920, and he made nothing in particular, neither butter nor
shoes nor poetry, but he was nimble in the calling of selling houses for more than people could afford to pay.
His large head was pink, his brown hair thin and dry. His face was babyish in slumber, despite his wrinkles and
the red spectacle-dents on the slopes of his nose. He was not fat but he was exceedingly well fed; his cheeks
were pads, and the unroughened hand which lay helpless upon the khaki-colored blanket was slightly puffy.
He seemed prosperous, extremely married and unromantic; and altogether unromantic appeared this sleeping-
porch, which looked on one sizable elm, two respectable grass-plots, a cement driveway, and a corrugated
iron garage. Yet Babbitt was again dreaming of the fairy child, a dream mare romantic than scarlet pagodas by
asilver sea. For years the fairy child had come to him. Where others saw but Georgie Babbitt, she discerned
gallant youth. She waited for him, in the darkness beyond mysterious groves. When at last he could slip away
from the crowded house he darted to her. His wife, his clamoring friends, sought to follow, but he escaped, the
gil fleet beside him, and they crouched together on a shadowy hillside. She was so slim, so white, so eager!
She cried that he was gay and valiant, that she would wait for him, that they would sail—Rumble and bang of
the milk-truck. Babbitt moaned; turned over; struggled back toward his dream. He could see only her face now,
beyond misty waters. The furnace-man slammed the basement door. A dog barked in the next yard. As Babbitt
sank blissfully into a dim warm tide, the paper-carrier went by whistling, and the rolled-up Advocate thumped
the front door. Babbitt roused, his stomach constricted with alarm. As he relaxed, he was pierced by the familiar
and irritating rattle of some one cranking a Ford: snap-ah-ah, snap-ah-ah, snap-ah-ah. Himself a pious motorist,
Babbitt cranked with the unseen driver, with him waited through taut hours for the roar of the starting engine,
with him agonized as the roar ceased and again began the infernal patient snap-ah-ah—a round, flat sound,
a shivering cold-morning sound, a sound infuriating and inescapable. Not till the rising voice of the motor
told him that the Ford was moving was he released from the panting tension. He glanced once at his favorite
tree, elm twigs against the gold patina of sky, and fumbled for sleep as for a drug. He who had been a boy very
credulous of life was no longer greatly interested in the possible and improbable adventures of each new day.
He escaped from reality till the alarm-clock rang, at seven-twenty. It was the best of nationally advertised and
‘produced al locks, with all madern including cathedral chime, intermittent
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sexless
AND ANEMIC

Embarrassed, hell! | wasn't embarrassed. Everybody knows | can put on as expensive a Tux. as
anybody else, and | should worry if | don’t happen to have it on sometimes. All a darn nuisance,
anyway. All right for a woman, that stays around the house all the time, but when a fellow’s
worked like the dickens all day, he doesn’t want to go and hustle his head off getting inta the
soup-and-fish for a lot of folks that he's seen in just reg'lar ordinary clothes that same day.
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16 PT

There was nothing of the giant in the
aspect of the man who was begin-

ning to awaken on the sleeping-porch
of a Dutch Colonial house in that
residential district of Zenith known as
Floral Heights. His name was George F
Babbitt. He was forty-six years old now,
in April, 1920, and he made nathingin
particular, neither butter nor shoes nor
poetry, but he was nimble in the calling
of selling houses for more than people

14 PT

There was nothing of the giant in the aspect
of the man who was beginning to awaken on
the sleeping-porch of a Dutch Colonial house
in that residential district of Zenith known as
Floral Heights. His name was George . Bab-
bitt. He was forty-six years ald now, in April,
1920, and he made nothing in particular,
neither butter nor shoes nor poetry, but he
was nimble in the calling of selling houses
for more than people could afford to pay. His
large head was pink, his brown hair thin and
dry. His face was babyish in slumber, despite

12 PT

There was nothing of the giant in the aspect of the
man who was beginning to awaken on the sleeping-
porch of a Dutch Colonial house in that residential
district of Zenith known as Floral Heights. His

name was George F. Babbitt. He was forty-six years
old now, in April, 1920, and he made nothing in
particular, neither butter nor shoes nor poetry, but
he was nimble in the calling of selling houses for
more than people could afford to pay. His large head
was pink, his brown hair thin and dry. His face was
babyish in slumber, despite his wrinkles and the red
spectacle-dents on the slopes of his nose. He was
not fat but he was exceedingly well fed; his cheeks
were pads, and the unroughened hand which lay

11 PT

There was nothing of the giant in the aspect of the man
who was beginning to awaken on the sleeping-porch
of a Dutch Colonial house in that residential district of
Zenith known as Floral Heights. His name was George F
Babbitt. He was forty-six years old now, in April, 1920,
and he made nothing in particular, neither butter nor
shoes nor poetry, but he was nimble in the calling of
selling houses for more than people could afford to pay.
His large head was pink, his brown hair thin and dry. His
face was babyish in slumber, despite his wrinkles and
the red spectacle-dents on the slopes of his nose. He
was not fat but he was exceedingly well fed; his cheeks
were pads, and the unroughened hand which lay helpless
upon the khaki-colored blanket was slightly puffy. He
seemed prosperous, extremely married and unromantic;

10 PT

There was nothing of the giant in the aspect of the man who
was beginning to awaken on the sleeping-porch of a Dutch
Colonial house in that residential district of Zenith known as
Floral Heights. His name was George F. Babbitt. He was forty-six
years old now, in April, 1920, and he made nathing in particular,
neither butter nor shoes nor poetry, but he was nimble in the
calling of selling houses for more than people could afford to
pay. His large head was pink, his brown hair thin and dry. His
face was babyish in slumber, despite his wrinkles and the red
spectacle-dents on the slopes of his nose. He was not fat but
he was exceedingly well fed; his cheeks were pads, and the
unroughened hand which lay helpless upon the khaki-colored
blanket was slightly puffy. He seemed prosperous, extremely
married and unromantic; and altogether unromantic appeared
this sleeping-porch, which looked on one sizable elm, two
respectable grass-plots, a cement driveway, and a corrugated
iron garage. Yet Babbitt was again dreaming of the fairy child, a

9PT

There was nothing of the giant in the aspect of the man who was
beginning to awaken on the sleeping-porch of a Dutch Colonial house
in that residential district of Zenith known as Floral Heights. His name
was George F: Babbitt. He was forty-six years old now, in April, 1920,
and he made nothing in particular, neither butter nor shoes nor poetry,
but he was nimble in the calling of selling houses for more than
people could afford to pay. His large head was pink, his brown hair thin
and dry. His face was babyish in slumber, despite his wrinkles and the
red spectacle-dents on the slopes of his nose. He was not fat but he
was exceedingly well fed; his cheeks were pads, and the unroughened
hand which lay helpless upon the khaki-colored blanket was slightly
puffy. He seemed prosperous, extremely married and unromantic; and
altogether unromantic appeared this sleeping-porch, which looked

on one sizable elm, two respectable grass-plots, a cement driveway,
and a corrugated iron garage. Yet Babbitt was again dreaming of the
fairy child, a dream more romantic than scarlet pagodas by a silver
sea. For years the fairy child had come to him. Where others saw but
Georgie Babbitt, she discerned gallant youth. She waited for him, in
the darkness beyond mysterious groves. When at last he could slip

8 PT

There was nothing of the giant in the aspect of the man who was beginning to
awaken on the sleeping-porch of a Dutch Colonial house in that residential
district of Zenith known as Floral Heights. His name was George F. Babbitt. He
was forty-six years old now, in April, 1920, and he made nothing in particular,
neither butter nor shoes nor poetry, but he was nimble in the calling of selling
houses for more than people could afford to pay. His large head was pink, his
brown hair thin and dry. His face was babyish in slumber, despite his wrinkles
and the red spectacle-dents on the slopes of his nose. He was not fat but

he was exceedingly well fed; his cheeks were pads, and the unroughened
hand which lay helpless upon the khaki-colored blanket was slightly puffy.
He seemed prosperaus, extremely married and unromantic; and altogether
unromantic appeared this sleeping-porch, which looked on one sizable elm,
twa respectable grass-plots, a cement driveway, and a corrugated iron garage.
Yet Babbitt was again dreaming of the fairy child, a dream more romantic than
scarlet pagodas by a silver sea. For years the fairy child had come to him.
Where others saw but Georgie Babbitt, she discerned gallant youth. She waited
for him, in the darkness beyond mysterious groves. When at last he could

slip away from the crowded house he darted to her. His wife, his clamoring
friends, sought to follow, but he escaped, the girl fleet beside him, and they
crouched together on a shadowy hillside. She was so slim, so white, so eager!
She cried that he was gay and valiant, that she would wait for him, that they

7 PT

There was nothing of the giant in the aspect of the man who was beginning to awaken on
the sleeping-porch of a Dutch Colonial house in that residential district of Zenith known
as Floral Heights. His name was George F. Babbitt. He was forty-six years old now, in April,
1920, and he made nothing in particular, neither butter nor shoes nor poetry, but he was
nimble in the calling of selling houses for more than people could afford to pay. His large
head was pink, his brown hair thin and dry. His face was babyish in slumber, despite his
wrinkles and the red spectacle-dents on the slopes of his nose. He was not fat but he was
exceedingly well fed; his cheeks were pads, and the unroughened hand which lay helpless
upon the khaki-colored blanket was slightly puffy. He seemed prosperous, extremely
married and ic; and altogeth ic appeared this sleeping-porch,
which looked on one sizable elm, two respectable grass-plots, a cement driveway, and a
corrugated iron garage. Yet Babbitt was again dreaming of the fairy child, a dream more
romantic than scarlet pagodas by a silver sea. For years the fairy child had come to him.
Where others saw but Geargie Babbitt, she discerned gallant youth. She waited for him, in
the darkness beyond mysterious groves. When at last he could slip away from the crowded
house he darted to her. His wife, his clamoring friends, sought to follow, but he escaped,
the girl fleet beside him, and they crouched together on a shadowy hillside. She was so
slim, so white, so eager! She cried that he was gay and valiant, that she would wait for him,
that they would sail—Rumble and bang of the milk-truck. Babbitt moaned; turned over;
struggled back toward his dream. He could see only her face now, beyond misty waters.
The furnace-man slammed the basement door. A dog barked in the next yard. As Babbitt
sank blissfully into a dim warm tide, the paper-carrier went by whistling, and the rolled-up
Advocate thumped the front door. Babbitt roused, his stomach constricted with alarm.

As he relaxed, he was pierced by the familiar and irritating rattle of some one cranking a

6 PT

There was nothing of the giant in the aspect of the man who was beginning to awaken on the sleeping-
porch of a Dutch Colonial house in that residential district of Zenith known as Floral Heights. His name
was George F. Babbitt. He was forty-six years old now, in April, 1920, and he made nothing in particular,
neither butter nor shoes nor poetry, but he was nimble in the calling of selling houses for more than
people could afford to pay. His large head was pink, his brown hair thin and dry. His face was babyish in
slumber, despite his wrinkles and the red spectacle-dents on the slopes of his nose. He was not fat but he
was exceedingly well fed; his cheeks were pads, and the unroughened hand which lay helpless upon the
khaki-colored blanket was slightly puffy. He seemed prosperous, extremely married and unromantic; and
altogether ic appeared this sleeping-porch, which looked on one sizable elm, two respectable
grass-plots, a cement driveway, and a corrugated iron garage. Yet Babbitt was again dreaming of the fairy
child, a dream more romantic than scarlet pagodas by a silver sea. For years the fairy child had come

to him. Where others saw but Georgie Babbitt, she discerned gallant youth. She waited for him, in the
darkness beyond mysterious groves. When at last he could slip away from the crowded house he darted
to her. His wife, his clamaring friends, sought to follow, but he escaped, the girl fleet beside him, and
they crouched together on a shadowy hillside. She was so slim, so white, so eager! She cried that he was
gay and valiant, that she would wait for him, that they would sail—Rumble and bang of the milk-truck.
Babbitt moaned; turned over; struggled back toward his dream. He could see only her face now, beyond
misty waters. The furnace-man slammed the basement door. A dog barked in the next yard. As Babbitt
sank blissfully into a dim warm tide, the paper-carrier went by whistling, and the rolled-up Advocate
thumped the front door. Babbitt roused, his stomach constricted with alarm. As he relaxed, he was pierced
by the familiar and irritating rattle of some one cranking a Ford: snap-ah-ah, snap-ah-ah, snap-ah-ah.
Himself a pious motorist, Babbitt cranked with the unseen driver, with him waited through taut hours for
the roar of the starting engine, with him agonized as the roar ceased and again began the infernal patient
snap-ah-ah—a round, flat sound, a shivering cold-morning sound, a sound infuriating and inescapable.
Nottill the rising voice of the motor told him that the Ford was moving was he released from the panting
tension. He glanced once at his favorite tree, elm twigs against the gold patina of sky, and fumbled for
sleep as for a drug. He who had been a boy very credulous of life was no longer greatly interested in the
possible and improbable adventures of each new day. He escaped from reality till the alarm-clock rang,
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common as mud

18 PT

Embarrassed, hell! | wasn’t embarrassed. Everybody knows | can put on as expensive a Tux. as
anybady else, and | should worry if | don’t happen to have it an sometimes. All a darn nuisance,
anyway. All right for awoman, that stays around the house all the time, but when a fellow’s
worked like the dickens all day, he doesn’t want to go and hustle his head off getting into the
soup-and-fish for a lot of folks that he’s seen in just reg’lar ordinary clothes that same day.

BOURGEOIS 41 0F 79 TYPE SAMPLE | MEDIUM CONDENSED ITALIC FONTS.BARNBROOK.NET



16 PT

There was nathing of the giant in the
aspect of the man who was begin-
ning to awaken on the sleeping-porch
of a Dutch Colonial house in that
residential district of Zenith known as
Floral Heights. His name was George F.
Babbitt. He was forty-six years old now,
in April, 1920, and he made nathing

in particular, neither butter nor shoes
nor poetry, but he was nimble in the
calling of selling houses for more

14 PT

There was nothing of the giant in the aspect
of the man who was beginning to awaken on
the sleeping-porch of a Dutch Colonial house
in that residential district of Zenith known as
Floral Heights. His name was George F. Bab-
bitt. He was forty-six years old now, in April,
1920, and he made nothing in particular,
neither butter nor shoes nor poetry, but he
was nimble in the calling of selling houses
for mare than people could afford to pay. His
large head was pink, his brown hair thin and
dry. His face was babyish in slumber, despite

12 PT

There was nathing of the giant in the aspect of the
man who was beginning to awaken on the sleeping-
porch of a Dutch Colonial house in that residential
district of Zenith known as Floral Heights. His name
was George F. Babbitt. He was forty-six years old
now, in April, 1928, and he made nothing in particu-
lar, neither butter nor shoes nor poetry, but he was
nimble in the calling of selling houses for more than
peaple could afford to pay. His large head was pink,
his brown hair thin and dry. His face was babyish in
slumber, despite his wrinkles and the red spectacle-
dents on the slopes of his nose. He was not fat but
he was exceedingly well fed; his cheeks were pads,
and the unroughened hand which lay helpless upon

11 PT

There was nothing of the giant in the aspect of the man
who was beginning to awaken on the sleeping-porch

of a Dutch Colonial house in that residential district of
Zenith known as Floral Heights. His name was George F.
Babbitt. He was forty-six years old now, in April, 1920,
and he made nathing in particular, neither butter nor
shoes nor poetry, but he was nimble in the calling of
selling houses for more than peaple could afford to pay.
His large head was pink, his brown hair thin and dry. His
face was babyish in slumber, despite his wrinkles and
the red spectacle-dents on the slopes of his nose. He
was not fat but he was exceedingly well fed; his cheeks
were pads, and the unroughened hand which lay helpless
upon the khaki-colored blanket was slightly puffy. He
seemed prosperous, extremely married and unromantic;

10 PT

There was nothing of the giant in the aspect of the man who
was beginning to awaken an the sleeping-porch of a Dutch
Colonial house in that residential district of Zenith known as
Floral Heights. His name was George F. Babbitt. He was forty-six
years old now, in April, 1920, and he made nothing in particu-
ar, neither butter nor shoes nor poetry, but he was nimble in
the calling of selling houses for more than peaple could afford
to pay. His large head was pink, his brown hair thin and dry. His
face was babyish in slumber, despite his wrinkles and the red
spectacle-dents on the slopes of his nose. He was not fat but
he was exceedingly well fed; his cheeks were pads, and the
unroughened hand which lay helpless upon the khaki-colored
blanket was slightly puffy. He seemed prosperous, extremely
married and unromantic; and altogether unromantic appeared
this sleeping-porch, which looked an one sizable elm, two
respectable grass-plots, a cement driveway, and a corrugated
iran garage. Yet Babbitt was again dreaming of the fairy child,

9PT

There was nothing of the giant in the aspect of the man who was
beginning to awaken on the sleeping-porch of a Dutch Colonial house
in that residential district of Zenith known as Floral Heights. His name
was George F. Babbitt. He was forty-six years old now, in April, 1320,
and he made nothing in particular, neither butter nor shoes nor poetry,
but he was nimble in the calling of selling houses for more than
people could afford to pay. His large head was pink, his brown hair thin
and dry. His face was babyish in slumber, despite his wrinkles and the
red spectacle-dents on the slopes of his nose. He was not fat but he
was exceedingly well fed; his cheeks were pads, and the unroughened
hand which lay helpless upon the khaki-colored blanket was slightly
puffy. He seemed prosperous, extremely married and unromantic; and
altogether unromantic appeared this sleeping-porch, which looked

on one sizable elm, two respectable grass-plots, a cement driveway,
and a corrugated iron garage. Yet Babbitt was again dreaming of the
fairy child, a dream more romantic than scarlet pagodas by a silver
sea. For years the fairy child had come to him. Where others saw but
Georgie Babbitt, she discerned gallant youth. She waited for him, in
the darkness beyond mysterious groves. When at last he could slip

8 PT

There was nothing of the giant in the aspect of the man who was beginning to
awaken on the sleeping-porch of a Dutch Colonial house in that residential
district of Zenith known as Floral Heights. His name was George F. Babbitt. He
was forty-six years old now, in April, 1920, and he made nothing in particular,
neither butter nor shoes nor poetry, but he was nimble in the calling of selling
houses for more than people could afford to pay. His large head was pink, his
brown hair thin and dry. His face was babyish in slumber, despite his wrinkles
and the red spectacle-dents on the slopes of his nose. He was not fat but

he was exceedingly well fed; his cheeks were pads, and the unroughened
hand which lay helpless upon the khaki-colored blanket was slightly puffy.

7 PT

There was nothing of the giant in the aspect of the man who was beginning to awaken on
the sleeping-porch of a Dutch Colonial house in that residential district of Zenith known
as Floral Heights. His name was George F. Babbitt. He was forty-six years old now, in April,
1920, and he made nothing in particular, neither butter nor shoes nor poetry, but he was
nimble in the calling of selling houses for more than people could afford to pay. His large
head was pink, his brown hair thin and dry. His face was babyish in slumber, despite his
wrinkles and the red spectacle-dents on the slopes of his nose. He was not fat but he was
exceedingly well fed; his cheeks were pads, and the unroughened hand which lay helpless
upon the khaki-colored blanket was slightly puffy. He seemed prosperous, extremely
married and ic; and altogeth ic appeared this sleeping-porch,
which looked an one sizable elm, two respectable grass-plots, a cement driveway, and a
igated iron garage. Yet Babbitt was again dreaming of the fairy child, a dream more

He seemed prosperous, ly married and unr ic; and altogett
unromantic appeared this sleeping-porch, which looked on one sizable elm,
two respectable grass-plots, a cement driveway, and a corrugated iron garage.
Yet Babbitt was again dreaming of the fairy child, a dream more romantic than
scarlet pagodas by a silver sea. For years the fairy child had come to him.
Where others saw but Georgie Babbitt, she discerned gallant youth. She waited
for him, in the darkness beyond mysterious groves. When at last he could

slip away fram the crowded house he darted to her. His wife, his clamoring
friends, sought to follow, but he escaped, the girl fleet beside him, and they
crouched tagether on a shadowy hillside. She was so slim, so white, so eager!
She cried that he was gay and valiant, that she would wait for him, that they

romantic than scarlet pagodas by a silver sea. For years the fairy child had come to him.
Where others saw but Georgie Babbitt, she discerned gallant youth. She waited for him, in
the darkness beyond mysterious groves. When at last he could slip away from the crowded
house he darted to her. His wife, his clamoring friends, sought to follow, but he escaped,
the girl fleet beside him, and they crouched together on a shadowy hillside. She was so
slim, so white, so eager! She cried that he was gay and valiant, that she would wait for him,
that they would sail—Rumble and bang of the milk-truck. Babbitt moaned; turned over;
struggled back toward his dream. He could see only her face now, beyond misty waters.
The furnace-man slammed the basement door. A dog barked in the next yard. As Babbitt
sank blissfully into a dim warm tide, the paper-carrier went by whistling, and the rolled-up
Advocate thumped the front door. Babbitt roused, his stomach constricted with alarm.

As he relaxed, he was pierced by the familiar and irritating rattle of some one cranking a

6 PT

There was nothing of the giant in the aspect of the man who was beginning to awaken on the sleeping-
porch of a Dutch Colonial house in that residential district of Zenith known as Floral Heights. His name
was George F. Babbitt. He was forty-six years old now, in April, 1920, and he made nothing in particular,
neither butter nor shoes nor poetry, but he was nimble in the calling of selling houses for more than
peaple could afford to pay. His large head was pink, his brown hair thin and dry. His face was babyish in
slumber, despite his wrinkles and the red spectacle-dents on the slopes of his nose. He was not fat but he
was exceedingly well fed; his cheeks were pads, and the unroughened hand which lay helpless upon the
khaki-colored blanket was slightly puffy. He seemed prosperous, extremely married and unromantic; and
altogether unromantic appeared this sleeping-porch, which looked on one sizable elm, two respectable
grass-plots, a cement driveway, and a corrugated iron garage. Yet Babbitt was again dreaming of the fairy
child, a dream more romantic than scarlet pagodas by a silver sea. For years the fairy child had come

to him. Where others saw but Georgie Babbitt, she discerned gallant youth. She waited for him, in the
darkness beyond mysterious groves. When at last he could slip away from the crowded house he darted
ta her. His wife, his clamoring friends, sought to follow, but he escaped, the girl fleet beside him, and they
crouched together on a shadowy hillside. She was so slim, so white, so eager! She cried that he was gay
and valiant, that she would wait for him, that they would sail—Rumble and bang of the milk-truck. Babbitt
moaned; turned over; struggled back toward his dream. He could see only her face now, beyond misty
waters. The furnace-man slammed the basement door. A dog barked in the next yard. As Babbitt sank
blissfully into a dim warm tide, the paper-carrier went by whistling, and the ralled-up Advocate thumped
the front door. Babbitt roused, his stomach constricted with alarm. As he relaxed, he was pierced by the
familiar and irritating rattle of some ane cranking a Ford: snap-ah-ah, snap-ah-ah, snap-ah-ah. Himself

a pious motorist, Babbitt cranked with the unseen driver, with him waited through taut hours for the

roar of the starting engine, with him agonized as the roar ceased and again began the infernal patient
snap-ah-ah—a round, flat sound, a shivering cold-morning sound, a sound infuriating and inescapable.
Nattill the rising voice of the motor told him that the Ford was moving was he released from the panting
tension. He glanced once at his favorite tree, elm twigs against the gold patina of sky, and fumbled for
sleep as for a drug. He who had been a boy very credulous of life was no longer greatly interested in the
possible and improbable adventures of each new day. He escaped from reality till the alarm-clock rang,
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216 PT

modern
APPLIANCES

LIGH+ER
lunches

Now you look here! The first thing you got to understand is that all this uplift and flipflop
and settlement-work and recreation is nothing in God’s world but the entering wedge for
socialism. The sooner a man learns he isn’t going to be coddled, and he needn’t expect a
lot of free grub and, uh, all these free classes and flipflop and doodads for his kids unless
he earns ‘em, why, the sooner he'll get on the job and produce—produce—produce!

132 PT

202 PT

206 PT

18 PT
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16 PT

There was nothing of the giant

in the aspect of the man who

was beginning to awaken on the
sleeping-porch of a Dutch Colonial
house in that residential district

of Zenith known as Floral Heights.
His name was George F. Babbitt.

He was forty-six years old now, in
April, 1920, and he made nothing in
particular, neither butter nor shoes
nor poetry, but he was nimble in the

14 PT

There was nothing of the giant in the
aspect of the man who was beginning

to awaken on the sleeping-porch of a
Dutch Colonial house in that residential
district of Zenith known as Floral Heights.
His name was George F. Babbitt. He was
forty-six years old now, in April, 1920,
and he made nothing in particular,
neither butter nor shoes nor poetry, but
he was nimble in the calling of selling
houses for more than people could afford
to pay. His large head was pink, his brown

12 PT

There was nothing of the giant in the aspect of
the man who was beginning to awaken on the
sleeping-porch of a Dutch Colonial house in that
residential district of Zenith known as Floral
Heights. His name was George F. Babbitt. He
was forty-six years old now, in April, 1920, and
he made nothing in particular, neither butter
nor shoes nor poetry, but he was nimble in the
calling of selling houses for more than people
could afford to pay. His large head was pink, his
brown hair thin and dry. His face was babyish

in slumber, despite his wrinkles and the red
spectacle-dents on the slopes of his nose. He
was not fat but he was exceedingly well fed;

11 PT

There was nothing of the giant in the aspect of the
man who was beginning to awaken on the sleeping-
porch of a Dutch Colonial house in that residential
district of Zenith known as Floral Heights. His name
was George F. Babbitt. He was forty-six years old now,
in April, 1920, and he made nothing in particular,
neither butter nor shoes nor poetry, but he was
nimble in the calling of selling houses for more than
people could afford to pay. His large head was pink,
his brown hair thin and dry. His face was babyish in
slumber, despite his wrinkles and the red spectacle-
dents on the slopes of his nose. He was not fat but he
was exceedingly well fed; his cheeks were pads, and
the unroughened hand which lay helpless upon the
khaki-colored blanket was slightly puffy. He seemed

10 PT

There was nothing of the giant in the aspect of the man
who was beginning to awaken on the sleeping-porch

of a Dutch Colonial house in that residential district of
Zenith known as Floral Heights. His name was George F.
Babbitt. He was forty-six years old now, in April, 1920,
and he made nothing in particular, neither butter nor
shoes nor poetry, but he was nimble in the calling of
selling houses for more than people could afford to pay.
His large head was pink, his brown hair thin and dry. His
face was babyish in slumber, despite his wrinkles and
the red spectacle-dents on the slopes of his nose. He
was not fat but he was exceedingly well fed; his cheeks
were pads, and the unroughened hand which lay helpless
upon the khaki-colored blanket was slightly puffy. He
seemed prosperous, extremely married and unromantic;
and altogether unromantic appeared this sleeping-porch,
which looked on one sizable elm, two respectable grass-

9PT

There was nothing of the giant in the aspect of the man who
was beginning to awaken on the sleeping-porch of a Dutch
Colonial house in that residential district of Zenith known as
Floral Heights. His name was George F. Babbitt. He was forty-six
years old now, in April, 1920, and he made nothing in particular,
neither butter nor shoes nor poetry, but he was nimble in the
calling of selling houses for more than people could afford to
pay. His large head was pink, his brown hair thin and dry. His
face was babyish in slumber, despite his wrinkles and the red
spectacle-dents on the slopes of his nose. He was not fat but
he was exceedingly well fed; his cheeks were pads, and the
unroughened hand which lay helpless upon the khaki-colored
blanket was slightly puffy. He seemed prosperous, extremely
married and unromantic; and altogether unromantic appeared
this sleeping-porch, which looked on one sizable elm, two
respectable grass-plots, a cement driveway, and a corrugated
iron garage. Yet Babbitt was again dreaming of the fairy child,
adream more romantic than scarlet pagodas by a silver sea.
For years the fairy child had come to him. Where others saw

8 PT

There was nothing of the giant in the aspect of the man who was
beginning to awaken on the sleeping-porch of a Dutch Colonial house

in that residential district of Zenith known as Floral Heights. His name
was George F. Babbitt. He was forty-six years old now, in April, 1920,
and he made nothing in particular, neither butter nor shoes nor poetry,
but he was nimble in the calling of selling houses for more than people
could afford to pay. His large head was pink, his brown hair thin and
dry. His face was babyish in slumber, despite his wrinkles and the red
spectacle-dents on the slopes of his nose. He was not fat but he was
exceedingly well fed; his cheeks were pads, and the unroughened

hand which lay helpless upon the khaki-colored blanket was slightly
puffy. He seemed prosperous, extremely married and unromantic; and
altogether unromantic appeared this sleeping-porch, which looked on
one sizable elm, two respectable grass-plots, a cement driveway, and a
corrugated iron garage. Yet Babbitt was again dreaming of the fairy child,
adream more romantic than scarlet pagodas by a silver sea. For years
the fairy child had come to him. Where others saw but Georgie Babbitt,
she discerned gallant youth. She waited for him, in the darkness beyond
mysterious groves. When at last he could slip away from the crowded
house he darted to her. His wife, his clamoring friends, sought to follow,
but he escaped, the girl fleet beside him, and they crouched together on

7 PT

There was nothing of the giant in the aspect of the man who was beginning to
awaken on the sleeping-porch of a Dutch Colonial house in that residential

district of Zenith known as Floral Heights. His name was George F. Babbitt. He was
forty-six years old now, in April, 1920, and he made nothing in particular, neither
butter nor shoes nor poetry, but he was nimble in the calling of selling houses

for more than people could afford to pay. His large head was pink, his brown hair
thin and dry. His face was babyish in slumber, despite his wrinkles and the red
spectacle-dents on the slopes of his nose. He was not fat but he was exceedingly
well fed; his cheeks were pads, and the unroughened hand which lay helpless upon
the khaki-colored blanket was slightly puffy. He seemed prosperous, extremely
married and ic; and altogeth ppeared this sleeping-porch,
which looked on one sizable elm, two respectable grass-plots, a cement dri

and a corrugated iron garage. Yet Babbitt was again dreaming of the fairy child, a
dream more romantic than scarlet pagodas by a silver sea. For years the fairy child
had come to him. Where others saw but Georgie Babbitt, she discerned gallant
youth. She waited for him, in the darkness beyond mysterious groves. When at
last he could slip away from the crowded house he darted to her. His wife, his
clamoring friends, sought to follow, but he escaped, the girl fleet beside him, and
they crouched together on a shadowy hillside. She was so slim, so white, so eager!
She cried that he was gay and valiant, that she would wait for him, that they would
sail—Rumble and bang of the milk-truck. Babbitt moaned; turned over; struggled
back toward his dream. He could see only her face now, beyond misty waters.

The L dtheb door. A dog barked in the next yard. As
Babbitt sank blissfully into a dim warm tide, the paper-carrier went by whistling,

1

6 PT

There was nothing of the giant in the aspect of the man who was beginning to awaken on the
sleeping-porch of a Dutch Colonial house in that residential district of Zenith known as Floral
Heights. His name was George F. Babbitt. He was forty-six years old now, in April, 1920, and he
made nothing in particular, neither butter nor shoes nor poetry, but he was nimble in the calling
of selling houses for more than people could afford to pay. His large head was pink, his brown
hair thin and dry. His face was babyish in slumber, despite his wrinkles and the red spectacle-
dents on the slopes of his nose. He was not fat but he was exceedingly well fed; his cheeks were
pads, and the d hand which lay helpless upon the khaki-colored blanket was slightly
puffy. He seemed prosperous, extremely married and unromantic; and altogether unromantic
appeared this sleeping-porch, which looked on one sizable elm, two respectable grass-plots, a
cement driveway, and a corrugated iron garage. Yet Babbitt was again dreaming of the fairy child,
adream more romantic than scarlet pagodas by a silver sea. For years the fairy child had come
to him. Where others saw but Georgie Babbitt, she discerned gallant youth. She waited for him,
inthe darkness beyond mysterious groves. When at last he could slip away from the crowded
house he darted to her. His wife, his clamoring friends, sought to follow, but he escaped, the girl
fleet beside him, and they crouched together on a shadowy hillside. She was so slim, so white,
so eager! She cried that he was gay and valiant, that she would wait for him, that they would
sail—Rumble and bang of the milk-truck. Babbitt moaned; turned over; struggled back toward
his dream. He could see only her face now, beyond misty waters. The furnace-man slammed the
basement door. A dog barked in the next yard. As Babbitt sank blissfully into a dim warm tide,
the paper-carrier went by whistling, and the rolled-up Advocate thumped the front door. Babbitt
roused, his stomach constricted with alarm. As he relaxed, he was pierced by the familiar and
irritating rattle of some one cranking a Ford: snap-ah-ah, snap-ah-ah, snap-ah-ah. Himself a pious
motorist, Babbitt cranked with the unseen driver, with him waited through taut hours for the roar
of the starting engine, with him agonized as the roar ceased and again began the infernal patient
snap-ah-ah—a round, flat sound, a shivering cold-morning sound, a sound infuriating and ines-
capable. Nottill the rising voice of the motor told him that the Ford was moving was he released
from the panting tension. He glanced once at his favorite tree, elm twigs against the gold patina
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exalted

“SOCIAL POSIHON

DILIGENT
woman

VOLUPTUOUS THINGS

Now you look here! The first thing you got to understand is that all this uplift and flipflop
and settlement-work and recreation is nothing in God’s world but the entering wedge for
sacialism. The sooner a man learns he isn’t going to be coddled, and he needn’t expect a
lot of free grub and, uh, all these free classes and flipflop and doodads for his kids unless
he earns ‘em, why, the sooner he’ll get on the job and produce—produce—produce!

232 PT

76 PT
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16 PT

There was nothing of the giant

in the aspect of the man who

was beginning to awaken on the
sleeping-porch of a Dutch Colonial
house in that residential district

of Zenith known as Floral Heights.
His name was George F. Babbitt.

He was forty-six years old now, in
April, 1920, and he made nothing in
particular, neither butter nor shoes
nor poetry, but he was nimble in the

14 PT

There was nothing of the giant in the
aspect of the man who was beginning

to awaken on the sleeping-porch of a
Dutch Colonial house in that residential
district of Zenith known as Floral Heights.
His name was George F. Babbitt. He was
forty-six years old now, in April, 1920,
and he made nothing in particular,
neither butter nor shoes nor poetry, but
he was nimble in the calling of selling
houses for more than people could afford
to pay. His large head was pink his brown

12 PT

There was nothing of the giant in the aspect of
the man who was beginning to awaken on the
sleeping-porch of a Dutch Colonial house in that
residential district of Zenith known as Floral
Heights. His name was George F. Babbitt. He
was forty-six years old now, in April, 1920, and
he made nothing in particular, neither butter
nor shoes nor poetry, but he was nimble in the
calling of selling houses for more than people
could afford to pay. His large head was pink, his
brown hair thin and dry. His face was babyish
in slumber, despite his wrinkles and the red
spectacle-dents on the slopes of his nose. He
was not fat but he was exceedingly well fed;

11 PT

There was nothing of the giant in the aspect of the
man who was beginning to awaken on the sleeping-
porch of a Dutch Colonial house in that residential
district of Zenith known as Floral Heights. His name
was George F. Babbitt. He was forty-six years old
now, in April, 1920, and he made nothing in particu-
lar, neither butter nor shoes nor poetry, but he was
nimble in the calling of selling houses for more than
people could afford to pay. His large head was pink,
his brown hair thin and dry. His face was babyish in
slumber, despite his wrinkles and the red spectacle-
dents on the slopes of his nose. He was not fat but he
was exceedingly well fed; his cheeks were pads, and
the unroughened hand which lay helpless upon the
khaki-colored blanket was slightly puffy. He seemed

10 PT

There was nothing of the giant in the aspect of the man
who was beginning to awaken on the sleeping-porch

of a Dutch Colonial house in that residential district of
Zenith known as Floral Heights. His name was George F.
Babbitt. He was forty-six years old now, in April, 1920,
and he made nothing in particular, neither butter nor
shaes nor poetry, but he was nimble in the calling of
selling houses for more than peaple could afford to pay.
His large head was pink, his brown hair thin and dry. His
face was babyish in slumber, despite his wrinkles and
the red spectacle-dents on the slopes of his nose. He

was not fat but he was exceedingly well fed; his cheeks
were pads, and the unroughened hand which lay helpless
upon the khaki-colored blanket was slightly puffy. He
seemed prosperous, extremely married and unromantic;
and altogether unromantic appeared this sleeping-porch,
which looked on one sizable elm, two respectable grass-

9PT

There was nothing of the giant in the aspect of the man who
was beginning to awaken on the sleeping-porch of a Dutch
Colonial house in that residential district of Zenith known as
Floral Heights. His name was George F. Babbitt. He was forty-six
years old now, in April, 1920, and he made nothing in particular,
neither butter nor shoes nor poetry, but he was nimble in the
calling of selling houses for more than people could afford to
pay. His large head was pink, his brown hair thin and dry. His
face was babyish in slumber, despite his wrinkles and the red
spectacle-dents on the slopes of his nose. He was not fat but
he was exceedingly well fed; his cheeks were pads, and the
unroughened hand which lay helpless upon the khaki-colored
blanket was slightly puffy. He seemed prosperous, extremely
married and unromantic; and altogether unromantic appeared
this sleeping-porch, which looked on one sizable elm, two
respectable grass-plots, a cement driveway, and a corrugated
iron garage. Yet Babbitt was again dreaming of the fairy child,

a dream more romantic than scarlet pagodas by a silver sea.
For years the fairy child had come to him. Where others saw

8 PT

There was nothing of the giant in the aspect of the man who was
beginning to awaken on the sleeping-porch of a Dutch Colonial house

in that residential district of Zenith known as Floral Heights. His name
was George F. Babbitt. He was forty-six years old now, in April, 1920,
and he made nothing in particular, neither butter nor shoes nor poetry,
but he was nimble in the calling of selling houses for more than people
could afford to pay. His large head was pink, his brown hair thin and
dry. His face was babyish in slumber, despite his wrinkles and the red
spectacle-dents on the slopes of his nose. He was not fat but he was
exceedingly well fed; his cheeks were pads, and the unroughened hand
which lay helpless upon the khaki-colored blanket was slightly puffy. He
seemed prosperous, extremely married and unromantic; and altogether
unromantic appeared this sleeping-porch, which looked on one sizable
elm, two respectable grass-plots, a cement driveway, and a corrugated
iron garage. Yet Babbitt was again dreaming of the fairy child, a dream
more romantic than scarlet pagadas by a silver sea. For years the fairy
child had come to him. Where others saw but Georgie Babbitt, she
discerned gallant youth. She waited for him, in the darkness beyond
mysterious graves. When at last he could slip away from the crowded
house he darted to her. His wife, his clamoring friends, sought to follow,
but he escaped, the girl fleet beside him, and they crouched together on

7 PT

There was nothing of the giant in the aspect of the man who was beginning to
awaken on the sleeping-porch of a Dutch Colonial house in that residential district
of Zenith known as Floral Heights. His name was George F. Babbitt. He was forty-six
years old now, in April, 1920, and he made nothing in particular, neither butter nor
shoes nor poetry, but he was nimble in the calling of selling houses for more than
people could afford to pay. His large head was pink, his brown hair thin and dry. His
face was babyish in slumber, despite his wrinkles and the red spectacle-dents on
the slopes of his nose. He was not fat but he was exceedingly well fed; his cheeks
were pads, and the unroughened hand which lay helpless upon the khaki-colored
blanket was slightly puffy. He seemed prosperous, extremely married and unro-
mantic; and altogether unromantic appeared this sleeping-porch, which looked on
one sizable elm, two respectable grass-plots, a cement driveway, and a corrugated
iron garage. Yet Babbitt was again dreaming of the fairy child, a dream more
romantic than scarlet pagodas by a silver sea. For years the fairy child had come to
him. Where others saw but Georgie Babbitt, she discerned gallant youth. She waited
for him, in the darkness beyond mysterious groves. When at last he could slip away
from the crowded house he darted to her. His wife, his clamoring friends, sought

to follow, but he escaped, the girl fleet beside him, and they crouched together on
ashadowy hillside. She was so slim, so white, so eager! She cried that he was gay
and valiant, that she would wait for him, that they would sail—Rumble and bang

of the milk-truck. Babbitt moaned; turned over; struggled back toward his dream.
He could see only her face now, beyond misty waters. The fi |

6 PT

There was nothing of the giant in the aspect of the man who was beginning to awaken on the
sleeping-porch of a Dutch Colonial house in that residential district of Zenith known as Floral
Heights. His name was George F. Babbitt. He was forty-six years old now, in April, 1920, and he
made nothing in particular, neither butter nor shoes nor poetry, but he was nimble in the calling
of selling houses for more than people could afford to pay. His large head was pink, his brown
hair thin and dry. His face was babyish in slumber, despite his wrinkles and the red spectacle-
dents on the slopes of his nose. He was not fat but he was exceedingly well fed; his cheeks were
pads, and the unroughened hand which lay helpless upon the khaki-colored blanket was slightly
puffy. He seemed prosperous, extremely married and unromantic; and altogether unromantic
appeared this sleeping-porch, which looked on one sizable elm, two respectable grass-plots, a
cement driveway, and a corrugated iron garage. Yet Babbitt was again dreaming of the fairy child,
adream more romantic than scarlet pagodas by a silver sea. For years the fairy child had come
to him. Where others saw but Georgie Babbitt, she discerned gallant youth. She waited for him,
in the darkness beyond mysterious groves. When at last he could slip away from the crowded
house he darted to her. His wife, his clamoring friends, sought to follow, but he escaped, the girl
fleet beside him, and they crouched together on a shadowy hillside. She was so slim, so white,
so eager! She cried that he was gay and valiant, that she would wait for him, that they would
sail—Rumble and bang of the milk-truck. Babbitt moaned; turned over; struggled back toward
his dream. He could see only her face now, beyond misty waters. The furnace-man slammed the
basement door. A dog barked in the next yard. As Babbitt sank blissfully into a dim warm tide,
the paper-carrier went by whistling, and the rolled-up Advocate thumped the front door. Babbitt
roused, his stomach constricted with alarm. As he relaxed, he was pierced by the familiar and irri-
tating rattle of some one cranking a Ford: snap-ah-ah, snap-ah-ah, snap-ah-ah. Himself a pious
motorist, Babbitt cranked with the unseen driver, with him waited through taut hours for the roar
of the starting engine, with him agonized as the roar ceased and again began the infernal patient

the basement door. A dog barked in the next yard. As Babbitt sank blissfully into
adim warm tide, the paper-carrier went by whistling, and the rolled-up Advocate

p-ah-ah—a round, flat sound, a shivering cold-morning sound, a sound infuriating and ines-
capable. Not till the rising voice of the motor told him that the Ford was moving was he released
from the panting tension. He glanced once at his favorite tree, elm twigs against the gold patina
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DRAWING ROOM

alcoholic
HEADACHE

pleasant
"COLOUR SCHEME

Al labor agitators who try to force men to join a union should be hanged. In fact, just
between ourselves, there oughtn’t to be any unions allowed at all; and as it's the best
way of fighting the unions, every business man ought to belong to an employers’-
association and to the Chamber of Commerce. In union there is strength. So any
selfish hog who doesn't join the Chamber of Commerce ought to be forced to. In union

168 PT

144 PT

176 PT

18 PT
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16 PT

There was nothing of the giant

in the aspect of the man who

was beginning to awaken on the
sleeping-porch of a Dutch Colonial
house in that residential district
of Zenith known as Floral Heights.
His name was George F. Babbitt.
He was forty-six years old now,

in April, 1920, and he made noth-
ing in particular, neither butter
nor shoes nor poetry, but he was

14 PT

There was nothing of the giant in the
aspect of the man who was beginning
to awaken on the sleeping-porch of a
Dutch Colonial house in that residen-
tial district of Zenith known as Floral
Heights. His name was George F. Babbitt.
He was forty-six years old now, in April,
1920, and he made nothing in particu-
lar, neither butter nor shoes nor poetry,
but he was nimble in the calling of sell-
ing houses for more than people could
afford to pay. His large head was pink,

12 PT

There was nothing of the giant in the aspect

of the man who was beginning to awaken on
the sleeping-porch of a Dutch Colonial house
in that residential district of Zenith known as
Floral Heights. His name was George F. Babbitt.
He was forty-six years old now, in April, 1920,
and he made nothing in particular, neither
butter nor shoes nor poetry, but he was nimble
in the calling of selling houses for more than
people could afford to pay. His large head

was pink, his brown hair thin and dry. His face
was babyish in slumber, despite his wrinkles
and the red spectacle-dents on the slopes of
his nose. He was not fat but he was exceed-

11 PT

There was nothing of the giant in the aspect of the
man who was beginning to awaken on the sleeping-
porch of a Dutch Colonial house in that residential
district of Zenith known as Floral Heights. His
name was George F. Babbitt. He was forty-six years
old now, in April, 1920, and he made nothingin
particular, neither butter nor shoes nor poetry, but
he was nimble in the calling of selling houses for
more than people could afford to pay. His large
head was pink, his brown hair thin and dry. His
face was babyish in slumber, despite his wrinkles
and the red spectacle-dents on the slopes of his
nose. He was not fat but he was exceedingly well
fed; his cheeks were pads, and the unroughened
hand which lay helpless upon the khaki-colored

10 PT

There was nothing of the giant in the aspect of the man
who was beginning to awaken on the sleeping-porch

of a Dutch Colonial house in that residential district of
Zenith known as Floral Heights. His name was George F.
Babbitt. He was forty-six years old now, in April, 1920,
and he made nothing in particular, neither butter nor
shoes nor poetry, but he was nimble in the calling of
selling houses for more than people could afford to pay.
His large head was pink, his brown hair thin and dry.

His face was babyish in slumber, despite his wrinkles
and the red spectacle-dents on the slopes of his nose.
He was not fat but he was exceedingly well fed; his
cheeks were pads, and the unroughened hand which lay
helpless upon the khaki-colored blanket was slightly
puffy. He seemed prosperous, extremely married and
unromantic; and altogether unromantic appeared this
sleeping-porch, which looked on one sizable elm, two

9PT

There was nothing of the giant in the aspect of the man who
was beginning to awaken on the sleeping-porch of a Dutch
Colonial house in that residential district of Zenith known

as Floral Heights. His name was George F. Babbitt. He was
forty-six years old now, in April, 1920, and he made nothing
in particular, neither butter nor shoes nor poetry, but he was
nimble in the calling of selling houses for more than people
could afford to pay. His large head was pink, his brown hair
thin and dry. His face was babyish in slumber, despite his
wrinkles and the red spectacle-dents on the slopes of his
nose. He was not fat but he was exceedingly well fed; his
cheeks were pads, and the unroughened hand which lay
helpless upon the khaki-colored blanket was slightly puffy.
He seemed prosperous, extremely married and unromantic;
and altogether unromantic appeared this sleeping-porch,
which looked on one sizable elm, two respectable grass-plots,
acement driveway, and a corrugated iron garage. Yet Babbitt
was again dreaming of the fairy child, a dream more romantic
than scarlet pagodas by a silver sea. For years the fairy child

8 PT

There was nothing of the giant in the aspect of the man who was
beginning to awaken on the sleeping-porch of a Dutch Colonial house
in that residential district of Zenith known as Floral Heights. His name
was George F. Babbitt. He was forty-six years old now, in April, 1920,
and he made nothing in particular, neither butter nor shoes nor poetry,
but he was nimble in the calling of selling houses for more than peo-
ple could afford to pay. His large head was pink, his brown hair thin
and dry. His face was babyish in slumber, despite his wrinkles and the
red spectacle-dents on the slopes of his nose. He was not fat but he
was exceedingly well fed; his cheeks were pads, and the unroughened
hand which lay helpless upon the khaki-colored blanket was slightly
puffy. He seemed prosperous, extremely married and unromantic; and
altogether unromantic appeared this sleeping-porch, which looked
on one sizable elm, two respectable grass-plots, a cement driveway,
and a corrugated iron garage. Yet Babbitt was again dreaming of the
fairy child, a dream more romantic than scarlet pagodas by a silver
sea. For years the fairy child had come to him. Where others saw but
Georgie Babbitt, she discerned gallant youth. She waited for him, in
the darkness beyond mysterious groves. When at last he could slip
away from the crowded house he darted to her. His wife, his clamoring
friends, sought to follow, but he escaped, the girl fleet beside him,

7 PT

There was nothing of the giant in the aspect of the man who was beginning to
awaken on the sleeping-porch of a Dutch Colonial house in that residential
district of Zenith known as Floral Heights. His name was George F. Babbitt. He
was forty-six years old now, in April, 1920, and he made nothing in particular,
neither butter nor shoes nor poetry, but he was nimble in the calling of selling
houses for more than people could afford to pay. His large head was pink, his
brown hair thin and dry. His face was babyish in slumber, despite his wrinkles
and the red spectacle-dents on the slopes of his nose. He was not fat but he was
exceedingly well fed; his cheeks were pads, and the unroughened hand which
lay helpless upon the khaki-colored blanket was slightly puffy. He seemed
prosperous, extremely married and ic; and altogeth i
appeared this sleeping-porch, which looked on one sizable elm, two respectable
grass-plots, a cement driveway, and a corrugated iron garage. Yet Babbitt was
again dreaming of the fairy child, a dream more romantic than scarlet pagodas
by a silver sea. For years the fairy child had come to him. Where others saw

but Georgie Babbitt, she discerned gallant youth. She waited for him, in the
darkness beyond mysterious groves. When at last he could slip away from

the crowded house he darted to her. His wife, his clamoring friends, sought to
follow, but he escaped, the girl fleet beside him, and they crouched together on
ashadowy hillside. She was so slim, so white, so eager! She cried that he was
gay and valiant, that she would wait for him, that they would sail—Rumble and
bang of the milk-truck. Babbitt moaned; turned over; struggled back toward his
dream. He could see only her face now, beyond misty waters. The furnace-man
slammed the basement door. A dog barked in the next yard. As Babbitt sank

6 PT

There was nothing of the giant in the aspect of the man who was beginning to awaken on the
sleeping-porch of a Dutch Colonial house in that residential district of Zenith known as Floral
Heights. His name was George F. Babbitt. He was forty-six years old now, in April, 1820, and
he made nothing in particular, neither butter nor shoes nor poetry, but he was nimble in the
calling of selling houses for more than people could afford to pay. His large head was pink,
his brown hair thin and dry. His face was babyish in slumber, despite his wrinkles and the red
spectacle-dents on the slopes of his nose. He was not fat but he was exceedingly well fed;
his cheeks were pads, and the unroughened hand which lay helpless upon the khaki-colored
blanket was slightly puffy. prosp ly married and ic; and
altogether unromantic appeared this sleeping-porch, which looked on one sizable elm, two
respectable grass-plots, a cement driveway, and a corrugated iron garage. Yet Babbitt was
again dreaming of the fairy child, a dream more romantic than scarlet pagodas by a silver
sea. For years the fairy child had come to him. Where others saw but Georgie Babbitt, she
discerned gallant youth. She waited for him, in the darkness beyond mysterious groves. When
atlast he could slip away from the crowded house he darted to her. His wife, his clamoring
friends, sought to follow, but he escaped, the girl fleet beside him, and they crouched
together on a shadowy hillside. She was so slim, so white, so eager! She cried that he was gay
and valiant, that she would wait for him, that they would sail—Rumble and bang of the milk-
truck. Babbitt moaned; turned over; struggled back toward his dream. He could see only her
face now, beyond misty waters. The furnace-man slammed the basement door. A dog barked
inthe next yard. As Babbitt sank blissfully into a dim warm tide, the paper-carrier went by
whistling, and the rolled-up Advocate thumped the front door. Babbitt roused, his stomach
constricted with alarm. As he relaxed, he was pierced by the familiar and irritating rattle of
some one cranking a Ford: snap-ah-ah, snap-ah-ah, snap-ah-ah. Himself a pious motorist,
Babbitt cranked with the unseen driver, with him waited through taut hours for the roar of the
starting engine, with him agonized as the roar ceased and again began the infernal patient
snap-ah-ah—a round, flat sound, a shivering cold-morning sound, a sound infuriating and
inescapable. Not till the rising voice of the motor told him that the Ford was moving was he

d
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74 PT

destestably cheerful
irritable

BEFORE
breakfast

RAPTUROUS CONVERSATION

All labor agitators who try to force men to join a union should be hanged. In fact, just
between ourselves, there oughtn’t to be any unions allowed at all; and as it's the best
way of fighting the unions, every business man ought to belong to an employers’-
association and to the Chamber of Commerce. In union there is strength. So any
selfish hog who doesn't join the Chamber of Commerce ought to be forced to. In union

192 PT

215 PT

160 PT

54 PT

18 PT
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16 PT

There was nothing of the giant

in the aspect of the man who

was beginning to awaken on the
sleeping-porch of a Dutch Colonial
house in that residential district
of Zenith known as Floral Heights.
His name was George F. Babbitt.
He was forty-six years old now,

in April, 1920, and he made noth-
ing in particular, neither butter
nor shoes nor poetry, but he was

14 PT

There was nothing of the giant in the
aspect of the man who was begin-

ning to awaken on the sleeping-porch
of a Dutch Colonial house in that
residential district of Zenith known as
Floral Heights. His name was George F.
Babbitt. He was forty-six years old now,
in April, 1920, and he made nothing in
particular, neither butter nor shoes nor
poetry, but he was nimble in the calling
of selling houses for more than people
could afford to pay. His large head was

12 PT

There was nothing of the giant in the aspect

of the man who was beginning to awaken on
the sleeping-porch of a Dutch Colonial house
in that residential district of Zenith known as
Floral Heights. His name was George F. Babbitt.
He was forty-six years old now, in April, 1920,
and he made nothing in particular, neither
butter nor shoes nor poetry, but he was nimble
in the calling of selling houses for more than
people could afford to pay. His large head

was pink, his brown hair thin and dry. His face
was babyish in slumber, despite his wrinkles
and the red spectacle-dents on the slopes of
his nose. He was not fat but he was exceed-

11 PT

There was nothing of the giant in the aspect of the
man who was beginning to awaken on the sleeping-
porch of a Dutch Colonial house in that residential
district of Zenith known as Floral Heights. His
name was George F. Babbitt, He was forty-six years
old now, in April, 1920, and he made nothing in
particular, neither butter nor shoes nor poetry,

but he was nimble in the calling of selling houses
for more than people could afford to pay. His large
head was pink, his brown hair thin and dry. His
face was babyish in slumber, despite his wrinkles
and the red spectacle-dents on the slopes of his
nose. He was not fat but he was exceedingly well
fed; his cheeks were pads, and the unroughened
hand which lay helpless upon the khaki-colored

10 PT

There was nothing of the giant in the aspect of the man
who was beginning to awaken on the sleeping-porch

of a Dutch Colonial house in that residential district of
Zenith known as Floral Heights. His name was George F.
Babbitt. He was forty-six years old now, in April, 1920,
and he made nothing in particular, neither butter nor
shoes nor poetry, but he was nimble in the calling of
selling houses for more than people could afford to pay.
His large head was pink, his brown hair thin and dry.

His face was babyish in slumber, despite his wrinkles
and the red spectacle-dents on the slopes of his nase.
He was not fat but he was exceedingly well fed; his
cheeks were pads, and the unroughened hand which lay
helpless upon the khaki-colored blanket was slightly
puffy. He seemed prosperous, extremely married and
unromantic; and altogether unromantic appeared this
sleeping-porch, which looked on one sizable elm, two

9PT

There was nothing of the giant in the aspect of the man who
was beginning to awaken on the sleeping-porch of a Dutch
Colonial house in that residential district of Zenith known

as Floral Heights. His name was George F. Babbitt. He was
forty-six years old now, in April, 1920, and he made nothing
in particular, neither butter nor shoes nor poetry, but he was
nimble in the calling of selling houses for more than people
could afford to pay. His large head was pink, his brown hair
thin and dry. His face was babyish in slumber, despite his
wrinkles and the red spectacle-dents on the slopes of his
nase. He was not fat but he was exceedingly well fed; his
cheeks were pads, and the unroughened hand which lay
helpless upon the khaki-colored blanket was slightly puffy.
He seemed prosperous, extremely married and unromantic;
and altogether unromantic appeared this sleeping-porch,
which looked on one sizable elm, two respectable grass-plots,
a cement driveway, and a corrugated iron garage. Yet Babbitt
was again dreaming of the fairy child, a dream more romantic
than scarlet pagodas by a silver sea. For years the fairy child

8 PT

There was nothing of the giant in the aspect of the man who was
beginning to awaken on the sleeping-porch of a Dutch Colonial house
in that residential district of Zenith known as Floral Heights. His name
was George F. Babbitt. He was forty-six years old now, in April, 1920,
and he made nothing in particular, neither butter nor shoes nor poetry,
but he was nimble in the calling of selling houses for more than peo-
ple could afford to pay. His large head was pink, his brown hair thin
and dry. His face was babyish in slumber, despite his wrinkles and the

7 PT

There was nothing of the giant in the aspect of the man who was beginning to
awaken on the sleeping-porch of a Dutch Colonial house in that residential
district of Zenith known as Floral Heights. His name was George F. Babbitt. He
was forty-six years old now, in April, 1920, and he made nothing in particular,
neither butter nor shoes nor poetry, but he was nimble in the calling of selling
houses for more than people could afford to pay. His large head was pink, his
brown hair thin and dry. His face was babyish in slumber, despite his wrinkles
and the red spectacle-dents on the slopes of his nose. He was not fat but he was

red spectacle-dents on the slopes of his nose. He was not fat but he
was exceedingly well fed; his cheeks were pads, and the unroughened
hand which lay helpless upon the khaki: was slightly
puffy. He seemed prosperous, extremely married and unromantic; and
altogether unromantic appeared this sleeping-porch, which looked

on one sizable elm, two respectable grass-plots, a cement driveway,
and a corrugated iron garage. Yet Babbitt was again dreaming of the
fairy child, a dream more romantic than scarlet pagodas by a silver
sea, For years the fairy child had come to him. Where others saw but
Georgie Babbitt, she discerned gallant youth. She waited for him, in
the darkness beyond mysterious groves. When at last he could slip
away from the crowded house he darted to her. His wife, his clamoring
friends, sought to follow, but he escaped, the girl fleet beside him,

Inrad hlank

dingly well fed; his cheeks were pads, and the unroughened hand which
lay helpless upon the khaki-colored blanket was slightly puffy. He seemed
prosperous, extremely married and ic; and altogeth i
appeared this sleeping-porch, which looked on one sizable elm, two respectable
grass-plots, acement driveway, and a corrugated iron garage. Yet Babbitt was
again dreaming of the fairy child, a dream more romantic than scarlet pagodas
by asilver sea. For years the fairy child had come to him. Where others saw
but Georgie Babbitt, she discerned gallant youth. She waited for him, in the
darkness beyond mysterious groves. When at last he could slip away from
the crowded house he darted to her. His wife, his clamoring friends, sought to
follow, but he escaped, the girl fleet beside him, and they crouched together on
a shadowy hillside. She was so slim, so white, so eager! She cried that he was
gay and valiant, that she would wait for him, that they would sail—Rumble and
bang of the milk-truck. Babbitt moaned; turned over; struggled back toward his
dream. He could see only her face now, beyond misty waters. The furnace-man
slammed the basement door. A dog barked in the next yard. As Babbitt sank

6 PT

There was nothing of the giant in the aspect of the man who was beginning to awaken on the
sleeping-porch of a Dutch Colonial house in that residential district of Zenith known as Floral
Heights. His name was George F. Babbitt. He was forty-six years old now, in April, 1920, and
he made nothing in particular, neither butter nor shoes nor poetry, but he was nimble in the
calling of selling houses for more than people could afford to pay. His large head was pink,
his brown hair thin and dry. His face was babyish in slumber, despite his wrinkles and the red
spectacle-dents on the slopes of his nose. He was not fat but he was exceedingly well fed;
his cheeks were pads, and the unroughened hand which lay helpless upon the khaki-colored
blanket was slightly puffy. He seemed prosg ly married and ic; and
altogether unromantic appeared this sleeping-porch, which looked on one sizable elm, two
respectable grass-plots, a cement driveway, and a corrugated iron garage. Yet Babbitt was
again dreaming of the fairy child, a dream more romantic than scarlet pagodas by a silver
sea. For years the fairy child had come to him. Where others saw but Georgie Babbitt, she
discerned gallant youth. She waited for him, in the darkness beyond mysterious groves. When
atlast he could slip away from the crowded house he darted to her. His wife, his clamoring
friends, sought to follow, but he escaped, the girl fleet beside him, and they crouched
together on a shadowy hillside. She was so slim, so white, so eager! She cried that he was
gay and valiant, that she would wait for him, that they would sail—Rumble and bang of the
milk-truck. Babbitt moaned; turned over; struggled back toward his dream. He could see only
her face now, beyond misty waters. The furnace-man slammed the basement door. A dog
barked in the next yard. As Babbitt sank blissfully into a dim warm tide, the paper-carrier
went by whistling, and the rolled-up Advocate thumped the front door. Babbitt roused, his
stomach constricted with alarm. As he relaxed, he was pierced by the familiar and irritating
rattle of some one cranking a Ford: snap-ah-ah, snap-ah-ah, snap-ah-ah. Himself a pious
motorist, Babbitt cranked with the unseen driver, with him waited through taut hours for the
roar of the starting engine, with him agonized as the roar ceased and again began the infernal
patient snap-ah-ah—a round, fl. d, a shivering cold- ing sound, a sound infuriati)
and inescapable. Not till the rising voice of the motor told him that the Ford was moving
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fretted

structures
WItH STHINGY

‘and sooted
‘WINDOWS

The strike which turned Zenith into two belligerent camps; white and red, began
late in September with a walk-out of telephone girls and linemen, in protest
against a reduction of wages. The newly formed union of dairy-products workers
went out, partly in sympathy and partly in demand for a forty-four hour week.
They were followed by the truck-drivers’ union. Industry was tied up, and the

142 PT

114 PT

134 PT
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16 PT

There was nothing of the giant
in the aspect of the man who
was beginning to awaken on
the sleeping-porch of a Dutch
Colonial house in that residen-
tial district of Zenith known as
Floral Heights. His name was
George F. Babbitt. He was forty-
six years old now, in April, 1920,
and he made nothing in particu-
lar, neither butter nor shoes nor

14 PT

There was nothing of the giant in the
aspect of the man who was beginning
to awaken on the sleeping-porch of a
Dutch Colonial house in that residen-
tial district of Zenith known as Floral
Heights. His name was George F. Bab-
bitt. He was forty-six years old now,
in April, 1920, and he made nothing
in particular, neither butter nor shoes
nor poetry, but he was nimble in the
calling of selling houses for more
than people could afford to pay. His

12 PT

There was nothing of the giant in the aspect
of the man who was beginning to awaken
on the sleeping-porch of a Dutch Colonial
house in that residential district of Zenith
known as Floral Heights. His name was
George F. Babbitt. He was forty-six years old
now, in April, 1920, and he made nothing

in particular, neither butter nor shoes nor
poetry, but he was nimble in the calling of
selling houses for more than people could
afford to pay. His large head was pink, his
brown hair thin and dry. His face was baby-
ish in slumber, despite his wrinkles and

the red spectacle-dents on the slopes of

11 PT

There was nothing of the giant in the aspect of
the man who was beginning to awaken on the
sleeping-porch of a Dutch Colonial house in that
residential district of Zenith known as Floral
Heights. His name was George F. Babbitt. He
was forty-six years old now, in April, 1920, and
he made nothing in particular, neither butter
nor shoes nor poetry, but he was nimble in the
calling of selling houses for more than people
could afford to pay. His large head was pink, his
brown hair thin and dry. His face was babyish
in slumber, despite his wrinkles and the red
spectacle-dents on the slopes of his nose. He
was not fat but he was exceedingly well fed;
his cheeks were pads, and the unroughened

10 PT

There was nothing of the giantin the aspect of the
man who was beginning to awaken on the sleeping-
porch of a Dutch Colonial house in that residential
district of Zenith known as Floral Heights. His name
was George F. Babbitt. He was forty-six years old
now, in April, 1920, and he made nothing in particu-
lar, neither butter nor shoes nor poetry, but he was
nimble in the calling of selling houses for more than
people could afford to pay. His large head was pink,
his brown hair thin and dry. His face was babyish in
slumber, despite his wrinkles and the red spectacle-
dents on the slopes of his nose. He was not fat but he
was exceedingly well fed; his cheeks were pads, and
the unroughened hand which lay helpless upon the
khaki-colored blanket was slightly puffy. He seemed
prosperous, extremely married and unromantic;

and altogether unromantic appeared this sleeping-

9PT

There was nothing of the giant in the aspect of the man
who was beginning to awaken on the sleeping-porch of a
Dutch Colonial house in that residential district of Zenith
known as Floral Heights. His name was George F. Babbitt.
He was forty-six years old now, in April, 1920, and he made
nothing in particular, neither butter nor shoes nor poetry,
but he was nimble in the calling of selling houses for more
than people could afford to pay. His large head was pink,
his brown hair thin and dry. His face was babyish in slum-
ber, despite his wrinkles and the red spectacle-dents on
the slopes of his nose. He was not fat but he was exceed-
ingly well fed; his cheeks were pads, and the unroughened
hand which lay helpless upon the khaki-colored blanket
was slightly puffy. He seemed prosperous, extremely
married and unromantic; and altogether unromantic
appeared this sleeping-porch, which looked on one sizable
elm, two respectable grass-plots, a cement driveway, and
acorrugated iron garage. Yet Babbitt was again dreaming
of the fairy child, a dream more romantic than scarlet

8 PT

There was nothing of the giant in the aspect of the man who was
beginning to awaken on the sleeping-porch of a Dutch Colonial
house in that residential district of Zenith known as Floral
Heights. His name was George F. Babbitt. He was forty-six years
old now, in April, 1920, and he made nothing in particular, neither
butter nor shoes nor poetry, but he was nimble in the calling of
selling houses for more than people could afford to pay. His large
head was pink, his brown hair thin and dry. His face was babyish in
slumber, despite his les and the red sp le-dents on the
slopes of his nose. He was not fat but he was exceedingly well fed;
his cheeks were pads, and the unroughened hand which lay help-
less upon the khaki-colored blanket was slightly puffy. He seemed
prosperous, extremely married and unromantic; and altogether
unromantic appeared this sleeping-porch, which looked on one
izable elm, two ble grass-plots, acement driveway,
and a corrugated iron garage. Yet Babbitt was again dreaming of
the fairy child, a dream more romantic than scarlet pagodas by a
silver sea. For years the fairy child had come to him. Where others
saw but Georgie Babbitt, she discerned gallant youth. She waited
for him, in the darkness beyond mysterious groves. When at last
he could slip away from the crowded house he darted to her. His

7 PT

There was nothing of the giant in the aspect of the man who was beginning
to awaken on the sleeping-porch of a Dutch Colonial house in that resi-
dential district of Zenith known as Floral Heights. His name was George F.
Babbitt. He was forty-six years old now, in April, 1920, and he made nothing
in particular, neither butter nor shoes nor poetry, but he was nimble in the
calling of selling houses for more than people could afford to pay. His large
head was pink, his brown hair thin and dry. His face was babyish in slumber,
despite his wrinkles and the red sp le-dents on the slopes of his nose.
He was not fat but he was exceedingly well fed; his cheeks were pads, and
the unroughened hand which lay helpless upon the khaki-colored blanket

was slightly puffy. He seemed prosperous, extremely married and unroman-

tic; and altog d this sleeping-porch, which looked
on one sizable elm, two respectable grass-plots, a cement driveway, and a
corrugated iron garage. Yet Babbitt was again dreaming of the fairy child,

a dream more romantic than scarlet pagodas by a silver sea. For years

the fairy child had come to him. Where others saw but Georgie Babbitt,

she discerned gallant youth. She waited for him, in the darkness beyond
mysterious groves. When at last he could slip away from the crowded
house he darted to her. His wife, his clamoring friends, sought to follow,
but he escaped, the girl fleet beside him, and they crouched togetheron a
shadowy hillside. She was so slim, so white, so eager! She cried that he was
gay and valiant, that she would wait for him, that they would sail—Rumble
and bang of the milk-truck. Babbitt moaned; turned over; struggled back
toward his dream. He could see only her face now, beyond misty waters.

6 PT

hi haginni

There was nothing of the giantin pect of the man who g to awaken

on the sleeping-porch of a Dutch Colonial house in that residential district of Zenith
known as Floral Heights. His name was George F. Babbitt. He was forty-six years old now,
in April, 1920, and he made nothing in particular, neither butter nor shoes nor poetry,
but he was nimble in the calling of selling houses for more than people could afford

to pay. His large head was pink, his brown hair thin and dry. His face was babyish in
slumber, despite his wrinkles and the red spectacle-dents on the slopes of his nose. He
was not fat but he was exceedingly well fed; his cheeks were pads, and the unroughened
hand which lay helpless upon the khaki-colored blanket was slightly puffy. He seemed
prosp ly married and ic; and altogeth ic appeared
this sleeping-porch, which looked on one sizable elm, two respectable grass-plots,

a dri y,anda iron garage. itt was again ing of

the fairy child, a dream more romantic than scarlet pagodas by a silver sea. For years
the fairy child had come to him. Where others saw but Georgie Babbitt, she discerned
gallant youth. She waited for him, in the darkness beyond mysterious groves. When at
last he could slip away from the crowded house he darted to her. His wife, his clamoring
friends, sought to follow, but he escaped, the girl fleet beside him, and they crouched
together on a shadowy hillside. She was so slim, so white, so eager! She cried that he
was gay and valiant, that she would wait for him, that they would sail—Rumble and
bang of the milk-truck. Babbitt moaned; turned over; struggled back toward his dream.
He could see only her face now, beyond misty waters. The furnace-man slammed the
basement door. A dog barked in the next yard. As Babbitt sank blissfully into a dim warm
tide, the paper-carrier went by whistling, and the rolled-up Advocate thumped the front
door. i hi h i ith alarm. As he relaxed, he was pierced
by the familiar and irritating rattle of some one cranking a Ford: snap-ah-ah, snap-ah-ah,
snap-ah-ah. Himself a pious motorist, Babbitt cranked with the unseen driver, with him
waited through taut hours for the roar of the starting engine, with him agonized as the
roar ceased and again began the infernal pati p-ah-ah—around, fl d,a
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SUCH

grotesqueries
ROYAL BATH

milk truck
PORCELAIN

The strike which turned Zenith into two belligerent camps; white and red,
began late in September with a walk-out of telephone girls and linemen,
in protest against a reduction of wages. The newly formed union of dairy-
products workers went out, partly in sympathy and partly in demand for a
forty-four hour week. They were followed by the truck-drivers’ union.

97 PT

111 PT

134 PT

122 PT

18 PT
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16 PT

There was nothing of the giant
in the aspect of the man who
was beginning to awaken on
the sleeping-porch of a Dutch
Colonial house in that residen-
tial district of Zenith known
as Floral Heights. His name
was George F. Babbitt. He

was forty-six years old now,
in April, 1920, and he made
nothing in particular, neither

14 PT

There was nothing of the giant

in the aspect of the man who

was beginning to awaken on the
sleeping-porch of a Dutch Colonial
house in that residential district

of Zenith known as Floral Heights.
His name was George F. Babbitt.

He was forty-six years old now, in
April, 1920, and he made nothing in
particular, neither butter nor shoes
nor poetry, but he was nimble in
the calling of selling houses for

12 PT

There was nothing of the giant in the
aspect of the man who was beginning

to awaken on the sleeping-porch of a
Dutch Colonial house in that residen-

tial district of Zenith known as Floral
Heights. His name was George F. Babbitt.
He was forty-six years old now, in April,
1920, and he made nothing in particular,
neither butter nor shoes nor poetry, but
he was nimble in the calling of selling
houses for more than people could afford
to pay. His large head was pink, his brown
hair thin and dry. His face was babyish

in slumber, despite his wrinkles and the

11 PT

There was nothing of the giant in the aspect
of the man who was beginning to awaken an
the sleeping-porch of a Dutch Colonial house
in that residential district of Zenith known
as Floral Heights. His name was George F.
Babbitt. He was forty-six years old now, in
April, 1920, and he made nothing in particu-
lar, neither butter nor shoes nor poetry, but
he was nimble in the calling of selling houses
for more than people could afford to pay. His
large head was pink, his brown hair thin and
dry. His face was babyish in slumber, despite
his wrinkles and the red spectacle-dents on
the slopes of his nose. He was not fat but he
was exceedingly well fed; his cheeks were

10 PT

There was nothing of the giant in the aspect of the
man who was beginning to awaken on the sleep-
ing-porch of a Dutch Colonial house in that resi-
dential district of Zenith known as Floral Heights.
His name was George F. Babbitt. He was forty-six
years old now, in April, 1920, and he made noth-
ing in particular, neither butter nor shoes nor
poetry, but he was nimble in the calling of selling
houses for more than people could afford to pay.
His large head was pink, his brown hair thin and
dry. His face was babyish in slumber, despite

his wrinkles and the red spectacle-dents on the
slopes of his nose. He was not fat but he was
exceedingly well fed; his cheeks were pads, and
the unroughened hand which lay helpless upon
the khaki-colored blanket was slightly puffy. He
seemed prosperous, extremely married and unro-

9PT

There was nothing of the giant in the aspect of the man
who was beginning to awaken on the sleeping-porch
of a Dutch Colonial house in that residential district of
Zenith known as Floral Heights. His name was George
F. Babbitt. He was forty-six years old now, in April,
1920, and he made nothing in particular, neither butter
nor shoes nor poetry, but he was nimble in the calling
of selling houses for more than people could afford

to pay. His large head was pink, his brown hair thin
and dry. His face was babyish in slumber, despite his
wrinkles and the red spectacle-dents on the slopes of
his nose. He was not fat but he was exceedingly well
fed; his cheeks were pads, and the unroughened hand
which lay helpless upon the khaki-colored blanket
was slightly puffy. He seemed prosperous, extremely
married and unromantic; and altogether unromantic
appeared this sleeping-porch, which looked on one
sizable elm, two respectable grass-plots, a cement
driveway, and a corrugated iron garage. Yet Babbitt

8 PT

There was nothing of the giant in the aspect of the man who
was beginning to awaken on the sleeping-porch of a Dutch
Colonial house in that residential district of Zenith known as
Floral Heights. His name was George F. Babbitt. He was forty-
six years old now, in April, 1920, and he made nothing in par-
ticular, neither butter nor shoes nor poetry, but he was nimble
in the calling of selling houses for more than people could
afford to pay. His large head was pink, his brown hair thin and

7 PT

There was nothing of the giant in the aspect of the man whn was

g to awaken on the sleeping-porch of a Dutch L house
in that residential district of Zenith known as Floral Heights. His name
was George F. Babbitt. He was forty-six years old now, in April, 1920,
and he made nothing in particular, neither butter nor shoes nor poetry,
but he was nimble in the calling of selling houses for more than people
could afford to pay His large head was pmk his brown hair thin and
dry. His face was babyish in slumb his wrinkles and the red
spn:tnla -dents on the slopes of his nose. Hl was not fat but he was

dry. His face was babyish in slumber, despite his wrinkles and
the red spectacle-dents on the slopes of his nose. He was not
fat but he was exceedingly well fed; his cheeks were pads,
and the unroughened hand which lay helpless upon the khaki-
colored blanket was slightly puffy. He seemed prosperous,
extremely married and unromantic; and altogether unroman-
tic appeared this sleeping-porch, which looked on one sizable
elm, two respectable grass-plots, a cement driveway, and
acorrugated iron garage. Yet Babbitt was again dreaming of
the fairy child, a dream more romantic than scarlet pagodas
by a silver sea. For years the fairy child had come to him.
Where others saw but Georgie Babbitt, she dlsurned gallant

dark h

youth. She waited for him, in the y y

ly well fed; his cheeks were pads, and the unroughened

hand which lay helpless upon the khaki- d blanket was slightly
puffy. He d prosp )y ly ied and ic;and
pp d this sleeping-porch, which looked on

one slzaMa elm, two respectable grass-plots, a cement driveway, and
acorrugated iron garage. Yet Babbitt was again dreaming of the fairy
child, a dream more romantic than scarlet pagodas by a silver sea. For
years the fairy child had come to him. Where others saw but Georgie
Babbitt, she discerned gallant youth. She waited for him, in the dark-
ness beyond mysterious groves. When at last he could slip away from

6 PT

There was nothing of the giant in the aspect of the man who was beginning to
awaken on the sleeping-porch of a Dutch Colonial house in that residential

district of Zenith known as Floral Heights. His name was George F. Babbitt. He was
forty-six years old now, in April, 1820, and he made nothing in particular, neither
butter nor shoes nor poetry, but he was nimble in the calling of selling houses

for more than people could afford to pay. His large head was pink, his brown hair
thin and dry. His face was babyish in slumber, despite his wrinkles and the red
spectacle-dents on the slopes of his nose. He was not fat but he was exceedingly
well fed; his cheeks were pads, and the unroughened hand which lay helpless upon
the khaki-colored blanket was slightly puffy. He nlmld prnplrnu:, lxtrlmlly
married and ic; and altog leeping-porch,
which looked on one sizable elm, two respectable gr:n plots, a cement driveway,
and a corrugated iron garage. Yet Babbitt was again dreaming of the fairy child, a
dream more romantic than scarlet pagodas by a silver sea. For years the fairy child
had come to him. Where others saw but Georgie Babbitt, she discerned gallant
youth. She waited for him, in the darkness beyond mysterious groves. When at
last he could slip away from the crowded house he darted to her. His wife, his
clamoring friends, sought to follow, but he escaped, the girl fleet beside him, and
they crouched together on a shadowy hillside. She was so slim, so white, so eager!
She cried that he was gay and valiant, that she would wait for him, that they would
sail—Rumble and bang of the milk-truck. Babbitt moaned; turned over; struggled
back toward his drnm He could see only her face now, beyond misty waters.

the crowded house he darted to her. His wife, his cl. g friends,
snught to fnllnw, but he escaped, the girl fleet beside him, and they
gether on a shadowy hillside. She was so slim, so white, so
eager! She cried that he was gay and valiant, that she would wait for
him, that they would sail—Rumble and bang of the milk-truck. Babbitt

The fi d the door. A dog barked in the next yard. As
Babbitt sank blissfully into a dim warm tide, the paper-carrier went by whistling,
and the rolled-up Advocate thumped the front door. Babbitt roused, his stomach
constricted with alarm. As he relaxed, he was pierced by the familiar and irritating
rattle of some one cranking a Ford: snap-ah-ah, snap-ah-ah, snap-ah-ah. Himself
a pious motorist, Babbitt cranked with the unseen driver, with him waited through
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He admired each district along his familiar route to the office: The
bungalows and shrubs and winding irregular drive ways of Floral Heights.
The one-stary shops on Smith Street, a glare of plate-glass and new
vellow brick; groceries and laundries and drug-stores to supply the more
immediate needs of East Side housewives. Hollow, their shanties patched
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16 PT

There was nothing of the giant
in the aspect of the man who
was beginning to awaken

on the sleeping-porch of a
Dutch Colonial house in that
residential district of Zenith
known as Floral Heights. His
name was George F. Babbitt.
He was forty-six years old now,
in April, 1920, and he made
nothing in particular, neither

14 PT

There was nothing of the giant

in the aspect of the man who

was beginning to awaken on the
sleeping-porch of a Dutch Colonial
house in that residential district

of Zenith known as Floral Heights.
His name was George F. Babbitt.
He was Jorty-six years old now, in
April, 1920, and he made nothing in
particular, neither butter nor shoes
nor poetry, but he was nimble in
the calling of selling houses Jor

12 PT

There was nothing of the giantin the
aspect of the man who was beginning

to awaken on the sleeping-porch of a
Dutch Colonial house in that residential
district of Zenith known as Floral Heights.
His name was George F. Babbitt. He was
forty-six years old now, in April, 1820, and
he made nothing in particular, neither
butter nor shoes nor poetry, but he was
nimble in the calling of selling houses

for more than peaple could afford to

pay. His large head was pink, his brown
hair thin and dry. His face was babyish

in slumber, despite his wrinkles and the

11 PT

There was nothing of the giant in the aspect
of the man who was beginning to awaken
an the sleeping-porch of a Butch Colonial
house in that residential district of Zenith
known as Floral Heights. His name was
George F Babbitt. He was forty-six years old
naw, in April, 1920, and he made nothing

in particular, nefther butter nor shoes nor
poetry, but he was nimble in the calling of
selling houses far more than peaple could
afford to pay. His large head was pink, his
brown hair thin and dry. His face was babyish
in slumber, despite his wrinkles and the

red spectacle-dents on the slopes of his
nose. He was naot fat but he was exceed-

10 PT

There was nothing of the giant in the aspect of
the man whao was beginning to awaken on the
sleeping-porch of a Dutch Colonial housein

that residential district of Zenith known as Flaral
Heights. His name was George F Babbitt. He

was forty-six years old now, in April, 1828, and

he made nothing in particular, neither butter nor
shaes nor poetry, but he was nimble in the calling
of selling houses for more than people could
afford to pay. His large head was pink, his brown
hair thin and dry. His face was babyish in slumber,
despite his wrinkles and the red spectacle-dents
on the slopes of his nose. He was nat fat but he
was exceedingly well fed; his cheeks were pads,
and the unroughened hand which lay helpless
upon the khaki-colored blanket was slightly
puffy. He seemed prosperous, extremely married

9PT

There was nothing of the giant in the aspect of the man
who was beginning to awaken on the sleeping-porch
of a Butch Colonial house in that residential district of
Zenith known as Floral Heights. His name was George
F. Babbitt. He was forty-six years old now, in April, 1920,
and he made nathing in particular, neither butter nor
shoes nor paetry, but he was nimble in the calling

of selling houses for more than people could afford

to pay. His large head was pink, his brown hair thin

and dry. His face was babyish in slumber, despite his
wrinkles and the red spectacle-dents on the slopes of
his nose. He was not fat but he was exceedingly well
fed; his cheeks were pads, and the unroughened hand
which lay helpless upon the khaki-colored blanket
was slightly puffy. He seemed prosperous, extremely
married and unromantic; and altogether unromantic
appeared this sleeping-porch, which looked on one
sizable elm, two respectable grass-plots, a cement
driveway, and a corrugated iron garage. Yet Babbitt

8 PT

There was nothing of the giant in the aspect of the man wha
was beginning to awaken on the sleeping-porch of a Dutch
Colonial house in that residential district of Zenith known

as Floral Heights. His name was George F. Babbitt. He was
forty-six years old now, in April, 1820, and he made nothing in
particular, neither butter nor shoes nor poetry, but he was nim-
bleinthe calling of selling houses for mare than peaple could
afford to pay. His large head was pink, his brown hair thin and
dry. His face was babyish in slumber, despite his wrinkles

and the red spectacle-dents on the slopes of his nose. He
was not fat but he was exceedingly well fed; his cheeks were
pads, and the unroughened hand which lay helpless upon the
khaki-colored blanket was slightly puffy. He seemed prosper-
ous, extremely married and unromantic; and altogether
unromantic appeared this sleeping-porch, which looked

on one sizable elm, two respectable grass-plots, a cement
driveway, and a corrugated iron garage. Yet Babbitt was again
dreaming of the fairy child, a dream more romantic than scar-
let pagodas by a silver sea. Far years the fairy child had come
to him. Where others saw but Georgie Babbitt, she discerned
gallant youth. She waited for him, in the darkness beyond

7 PT

There was nothing of the giant in the aspect of the man who was
beginning to awaken on the sleeping-porch of a Dutch Colonial house
in that residential district of Zenith known as Floral Heights. His name
was George F. Babbitt. He was forty-six years old now, in April, 1920,
and he made nothing in particular, neither butter nar shoes nor pogtry,
but he was nimble in the calling of selling houses for mare than people
could afford to pay. His large head was pink, his brown hair thin and
dry. His face was babyish in slumber, despite his wrinkles and the red
spectacle-dents on the slopes of his nose. He was nat fat but he was
exceedingly well fed; his chesks were pads, and the unroughened
hand which lay helpless upan the khaki-colored blanket was slightly
puffy. He seemed prosperous, extremely married and unromantic; and
altogether unromantic appeared this sleeping-porch, which looked on
one sizable elm, two respectable grass-plots, a cement driveway, and
a carrugated iron garage. Yet Babbitt was again dreaming of the fairy
child, a2 dream more romantic than scarlet pagodas by a silver sea. For
years the fairy child had come to him. Where others saw but Georgie
Babbitt, she discerned gallant youth. She waited for him, in the dark-
ness beyond mysterious graves. When at last he could slip away from
the crowded house he darted to her. His wife, his clamaring friends,
sought to follow, but he escaped, the girl fleet beside him, and they
crouched together on a shadowy hillside. She was so slim, so white,
so eager! She cried that he was gay and valiant, that she would wait for
him, that they would sail—Rumble and bang of the milk-truck. Babbitt

6 PT

There was nathing of the giant in the aspect of the man who was beginning to
awaken on the sleeping-porch of a Dutch Colonial house in that residential district
of Zenith known as Floral Heights. His name was Gearge F. Babbitt. He was forty-six
years old now, in April, 1920, and he made nothing in particular, neither butter nar
shaes nor poetry, but he was nimble in the calling of selling houses for more than
people could afford to pay. His large head was pink, his brown hair thin and dry.

His face was babyish in slumber, despite his wrinkles and the red spectacle-dents
onthe slopes of his nose. He was not fat but he was exceedingly well fed; his
cheeks were pads, and the unroughened hand which lay helpless upon the
khaki-colored blanket was slightly puffy. He seemed prosperaus, extremely married
and unromantic; and altogether unromantic appeared this sleeping-porch, which
looked on one sizable elm, two respectable grass-plats, a cement driveway, and a
corrugated iron garage. Yet Babbitt was again dreaming of the fairy child, a dream
maore romantic than scarlet pagodas by a silver sea. For years the fairy child had
come to him. Where others saw but Georgie Babbitt, she discerned gallant youth
She waited for him, in the darkness beyond mysterious groves. When at last he
could slip away from the crowded house he darted to her. His wife, his clamoring
friends, sought to follow, but he escaped, the girl fleet beside him, and they
crouched together on a shadowy hillside. She was so slim, so white, so eager!

She cried that he was gay and valiant, that she would wait for him, that they would
sail—Rumble and bang of the milk-truck. Babbitt moaned; turned over, struggled
back toward his dream. He could see only her face now, beyond misty waters.

The furnace-man slammed the basement door. A dog barked in the next yard. As
Babbitt sank blissfully into a dim warm tide, the paper-carrier went by whistling,
and the rolled-up Advocate thumped the frant door. Babbitt roused, his stomach
constricted with alarm. As he relaxed, he was pierced by the familiar and irritating
rattle of some one cranking a Ford: snap-ah-ah, snap-ah-ah, snap-ah-ah. Himself
a pious motorist, Babbitt cranked with the unseen driver, with him waited through
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He admired each district along his familiar route to the office: The bungalows
and shrubs and winding irregular drive ways of Floral Heights. The one-story
shops on Smith Street, a glare of plate-glass and new yellow brick; groceries
and laundries and drug-stores to supply the more immediate needs of

EFast Side housewives. The market gardens in Dutch Hollow, their shanties

(D
(=

100 PT

250 PT

136 PT

128 PT

18 PT
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16 PT

There was nothing of the giant
in the aspect of the man who
was beginning to awaken on
the sleeping-porch of a Dutch
Colonial house in that residen-
tial district of Zenith known as
Floral Heights. His name was
George F. Babbitt. He was forty-
six years old now, in April, 1920
and he made nothing in par-
ticular, neither butter nor shoes

7

14 PT

There was nothing of the giant

in the aspect of the man who

was beginning to awaken on the
sleeping-porch of a Dutch Colonial
house in that residential district

of Zenith known as Floral Heights.
His name was George F. Babbitt.

He was forty-six years old now, in
April, 1820, and he made nothing in
particular, neither butter nor shoes
nor poetry, but he was nimble in the
calling of selling houses for more

12 PT

There was nothing of the giant in the
aspect of the man who was bsginning

to awaken on the sleeping-porch of a
Dutch Colonial house in that residential
district of Zenith known as Floral Heights.
His name was Georgs F. Babbitt. He was
farty-six years old now, in April, 1920, and
he mads nothing in particular, neither
butter nor shoes nor poetry, but he was
nimble in the calling of selling houses
formore than people could afford to

pay. His large head was pink, his brown
hair thin and dry. His face was babyish

in slumber, despite his wrinkles and the

11 PT

There was nothing of the giant in the aspect
of the man who was beginning to awaken on
the sleeping-porch of a Dutch Colonial house
in that residential district of Zenith known as
Floral Heights. His name was George F. Bab-
bitt. He was farty-six years old now, in April,
1920, and he made nothing in particular,
neither butter nor shoes nar poetry, but he
was nimble in the calling of selling houses
farmore than people could afford to pay. His
large head was pink, his brown hair thin and
dry. His face was babyish in slumber, despite
his wrinkles and the red spectacle-dents on
the slopes of his nose. He was not fat but he
was exceedingly well fed; his cheeks were

10 PT

There was nothing of the giant in the aspect of
the man who was beginning to awaken on the
sleeping-porch of a Dutch Colonial house in

that residential district of Zenith known as Floral
Heights. His name was George F. Babbitt. He

was forty-six years old now, in April, 1920, and

he made nothing in particular, neither butter nor
shoes nor poetry, but he was nimble in the calling
of selling houses for more than people could
afford to pay. His large head was pink, his brown
hair thin and dry. His face was babyish in slumber,
despite his wrinkles and the red spectacle-dents
on the slopes of his nose. He was not fat but he
was exceedingly well fed; his cheeks were pads,
and the unroughened hand which lay helpless
upon the khaki-colored blanket was slightly puffy.
He seemed prosperous, extremely married and

9PT

There was nothing of the giant in the aspect of the man
who was beginning to awaken on the sleeping-porch
of a Dutch Colonial house in that residential district of
Zenith known as Floral Heights. His name was George

F. Babbitt. He was farty-six ysars old now, in April, 1920,
and he made nathing in particular, neither butter nor
shoes nor poetry, but he was nimble in the calling of
selling houses for more than people could afford to pay.
His large head was pink, his brown hair thin and dry.

His face was babyish in slumber, despite his wrinkles
and the red spectacle-dents on the slopes of his nose.
He was not fat but he was exceedingly well fed; his
cheeks were pads, and the unroughened hand which
lay helpless upon the khaki-colored blanket was slightly
puffy. He seemed prosperous, extremely married and
unromantic; and altogether unromantic appeared this
sleeping-porch, which looked on one sizable elm, two
respectable grass-plots, a cement driveway, and a
corrugated iron garage. Yet Babbitt was again dreaming

8 PT

There was nothing of the giant in the aspect of the man who
was beginning to awaken on the sleeping-porch of a Dutch
Colonial house in that residential district of Zenith known

as Floral Heights. His name was George F. Babbitt. He was
forty-six years old now, in April, 1920, and he made nothing

in particular, neither butter nor shoes nor poetry, but he was
nimble in the calling of selling houses for more than people
could afford to pay. His large head was pink, his brown hair thin
and dry. His face was babyish in slumber, despite his wrinkles
and the red spectacle-dents on the slopes of his nose. He was
not fat but he was exceedingly well fed; his cheeks were pads,
and the unroughened hand which lay helpless upon the khaki-
colored blanket was slightly puffy. He seemed prosperous,
extremely married and unromantic; and altogether unromantic
appeared this sleeping-porch, which looked on one sizable
elm, two respectable grass-plots, a cement driveway, and a
corrugated iron garage. Yet Babbitt was again dreaming of the
fairy child, a dream more romantic than scarlet pagodas by
asilver sea. For years the fairy child had come to him. Where
others saw but Georgie Babbitt, she discerned gallant youth.
She waited for him, in the darkness beyond mysterious groves.

7 PT

There was nothing of the giant in the aspect of the man who was
beginning to awaken on the sleeping-porch of a Dutch Colonial house
in that residential district of Zenith known as Flaral Heights. His name
was George F. Babbitt. He was forty-six years old now, in April, 1920,
and he made nothing in particular, neither butter nor shoes nor poetry,
but he was nimble in the calling of selling houses for mare than people
could afford to pay. His large head was pink, his brown hair thin and

dry. His face was babyish in slumber, despite his wrinkles and the red
spectacle-dents on the slopes of his nose. He was not fat but he was
exceedingly well fed; his cheeks were pads, and the unroughened

hand which lay helpless upon the khaki-colored blanket was slightly
puffy. He seemed prosperous, extremely married and unromantic; and
altogether unromantic appeared this sleeping-porch, which looked on
one sizable elm, two respectable grass-plots, a cement driveway, and
acorrugated iron garage. Yet Babbitt was again dreaming of the fairy
child, a dream mare romantic than scarlet pagodas by a silver sea. For
years the fairy child had come to him. Where others saw but Georgie
Babbitt, she discerned gallant youth. She waited for him, in the darkness
beyond mysterious groves. When at last he could slip away from the
crowded house he darted to her. His wife, his clamaoring friends, sought
to follow, but he escaped, the girl fleet beside him, and they crouched
together on a shadowy hillside. She was so slim, so white, so eager! She
cried that he was gay and valiant, that she would wait far him, that they
would sail—Rumble and bang of the milk-truck. Babbitt moaned; turned

6 PT

There was nothing of the giant in the aspect of the man who was beginning to
awaken on the sleeping-porch of a Dutch Colonial house in that residential district
of Zenith known as Floral Heights. His name was Gearge F. Babbitt. He was forty-six
years old now, in April, 1920, and he made nothing in particular, neither butter nor
shoes nor poetry, but he was nimble in the calling of selling houses for mare than
peaple could afford to pay. His large head was pink, his brown hair thin and dry. His
face was babyish in slumber, despite his wrinkles and the red spectacle-dents on
the slopes of his nose. He was nat fat but he was exceedingly well fed; his cheeks
were pads, and the unroughened hand which lay helpless upon the khaki-colored
blanket was slightly puffy. He seemed prosperous, extremely married and unroman-
tic; and altogether unromantic appeared this sleeping-parch, which looked on one
sizable elm, two respectable grass-plots, a cement driveway, and a corrugated iron
child, a dream more romantic

orgie Babt youth. She waited for
nd myster last he could slip away

he darted to her. His wife, his clamoring friends, saught

to follow, but he escaped, the girl fleet beside him, and they crouched tagether on
ashadowy hillside. She was so slim, so white, so eager! She cried that he was gay
and valiant, that she would wait for him, that they would sail—Rumble and bang of
the milk-truck. Babbitt moaned; turned over, struggled back toward his dream. He
could see only her face now, beyond misty waters. The furnace-man slammed the
basement door. A dog barked in the next yard. As Babbitt sank blissfully into a dim
warm tide, the paper-carrier went by whistling, and the rolled-up Advocate thumped
the front door. Babbitt roused, his stomach constricted with alarm. As he relaxed,

he was pierced by the familiar and irritating rattle of some one cranking a Ford:
snap-ah-ah, snap-ah-ah, snap-ah-ah. Himself a pious motarist, Babbitt cranked
with the unseen driver, with him waited through taut hours for the roar of the starting
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| don’t want to squeal, but you know as well as | do about how inspiring

a wife sheis... Typicalinstance last evening: We went to the movies.
There was a big crowd waiting in the lobby, us at the tail-end. She began
to push right through it with her ‘Sir, how dare you?” manner—Honestly,
sometimes when | look at her and see how she’s always so made up and

90 PT

128 PT

136 PT

18 PT
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16 PT

There was nothing of the
giantin the aspect of the man
who was beginning to awaken
on the sleeping-porch of a
Dutch Colonial house in that
residential district of Zenith
known as Floral Heights. His
name was George F. Babbitt.
He was forty-six years old
now, in April, 182@, and he
made nothing in particular,

14 PT

There was nothing of the giantin
the aspect of the man who was
beginning to awaken on the sleep-
ing-porch of a Dutch Colonial
house in that residential district
of Zenith known as Floral Heights.
His name was George F. Babbitt.
He was forty-six years old naw, in
April, 1920, and he made nothing
in particular, neither butter nor
shoes nor poetry, but he was nim-
ble inthe calling of selling houses

12 PT

There was nothing of the giantin the
aspect of the man whao was begin-

ning to awaken on the sleeping-parch
of a Dutch Colonial house in that
residential district of Zenith known as
Floral Heights. His name was George F.
Babbitt. He was forty-six years old now,
in April, 1920, and he made nothingin
particular, neither butter nor shoes nor
poetry, but he was nimble in the calling
of selling houses far more than people
could afford to pay. His large head was
pink, his brown hair thin and dry. His
face was babyish in slumber, despite his

11 PT

There was nothing of the giant in the aspect
of the man who was beginning to awaken
on the sleeping-parch of a Dutch Colanial
house in that residential district of Zenith
known as Floral Heights. His name was
Gearge F. Babbitt. He was forty-six years old
now, in April, 192@, and he made nothing

in particular, neither butter nor shoes nor
poetry, but he was nimble in the calling of
selling houses for mare than people could
afford to pay. His large head was pink, his
brown hair thin and dry. His face was baby-
ish in slumber, despite his wrinkles and the
red spectacle-dents on the slopes of his
nose. He was not fat but he was exceed-

10 PT

There was nothing of the giant in the aspect of
the man who was beginning to awaken on the
sleeping-porch of a Butch Colonial house in
that residential district of Zenith known as Floral
Heights. His name was George F. Babbitt. He
was farty-six years old naw, in April, 1920, and
he made nothing in particular, neither butter
nor shoes nor poetry, but he was nimble in the
calling of selling houses far more than peaple
could afford to pay. His large head was pink, his
brown hair thin and dry. His face was babyish

in slumber, despite his wrinkles and the red
spectacle-dents on the slopes of his nose. He
was not fat but he was exceedingly well fed;

his cheeks were pads, and the unroughened
hand which lay helpless upan the khaki-colored
blanket was slightly puffy. He seemed prosper-

9PT

There was nothing of the giant in the aspect of the
man who was beginning to awaken on the sleeping-
porch of a Dutch Colonial house in that residential
district of Zenith known as Floral Heights. His name
was George F. Babbitt. He was farty-six years old now,
in April, 1820, and he made nathing in particular,
neither butter nor shoes nar poetry, but he was
nimble in the calling of selling houses for mare than
people could afford to pay. His large head was pink,
his brown hair thin and dry. His face was babyish in
slumber, despite his wrinkles and the red spectacle-
dents on the slopes of his nose. He was not fat but he
was exceedingly well fed; his cheeks were pads, and
the unroughened hand which lay helpless upon the
khaki-colored blanket was slightly puffy. He seemed
prosperous, extremely married and unromantic; and
altogether unromantic appeared this sleeping-porch,
which looked on one sizable elm, two respectable
grass-plats, a cement driveway, and a corrugated iron

8 PT

There was nathing of the giant in the aspect of the man who
was beginning to awaken on the sleeping-parch of a Dutch
Colonial house in that residential district of Zenith known
as Floral Heights. His name was George F. Babbitt. He was
forty-six years old now, in April, 1828, and he made nothing
in particular, neither butter nor shoes nor poetry, but he was
nimble in the calling of selling houses for more than people
could afford to pay. His large head was pink, his brown hair
thin and dry. His face was babyish in slumber, despite his
wrinkles and the red spectacle-dents on the slopes of his
nose. He was not fat but he was exceedingly well fed; his
cheeks were pads, and the unroughened hand which lay
helpless upon the khaki-colored blanket was slightly puffy.
He seemed prosperous, extremely married and unromantic;
and altogether unromantic appeared this sleeping-porch,
which looked on one sizable elm, two respectable grass-
plots, acement driveway, and a corrugated iron garage. Yet
Babbitt was again dreaming of the fairy child, a dream more
romantic than scarlet pagodas by a silver sea. For years the
fairy child had come to him. Where others saw but Georgie
Babbitt, she discerned gallant youth. She waited for him,

7 PT

There was nathing of the giant in the aspect of the man who was
beginning to awaken on the sleeping-porch of a Dutch Colonial
house in that residential district of Zenith known as Floral Heights.
His name was George F. Babbitt. He was forty-six years old now, in
April, 1920, and he made nothing in particular, neither butter nor
shoes nor poetry, but he was nimble in the calling of selling houses
for more than people could afford to pay. His large head was pink,

his brown hair thin and dry. His face was babyish in slumber, despite
his wrinkles and the red spectacle-dents on the slopes of his nose.
He was not fat but he was exceedingly well fed; his cheeks were
pads, and the unroughened hand which lay helpless upon the khaki-
colored blanket was slightly puffy. He seemed prosperous, extremely
married and unromantic; and altogether unromantic appeared this
sleeping-porch, which looked on one sizable elm, two respectable
grass-plots, a cement driveway, and a corrugated iron garage. Yet
Babbitt was again dreaming of the fairy child, a dream more romantic
than scarlet pagodas by a silver sea. For years the fairy child had
come to him. Where others saw but Georgie Babbitt, she discerned
gallant youth. She waited for him, in the darkness beyond mysterious
groves. When at last he could slip away from the crowded house he
darted to her. His wife, his clamoring friends, sought to follow, but

he escaped, the girl fleet beside him, and they crouched together

on a shadowy hillside. She was so slim, so white, so eager! She cried
that he was gay and valiant, that she would wait for him, that they

6 PT

There was nothing of the giant in the aspect of the man who was beginning to
awaken on the sleeping-porch of a Dutch Colonial house in that residential dis-
trict of Zenith known as Floral Heights. His name was George F. Babbitt. He was
forty-six years old now, in April, 182@, and he made nothing in particular, neither
butter nor shoes nor poetry, but he was nimble in the calling of selling houses
for more than people could afford to pay. His large head was pink, his brown hair
thin and dry. His face was babyish in slumber, despite his wrinkles and the red
spectacle-dents on the slopes of his nose. He was not fat but he was exceed-
ingly well fed; his cheeks were pads, and the unroughened hand which lay help-
less upon the khaki-colared blanket was slightly puffy. He seemed prosperous,
extremely married and unromantic; and altogether unromantic appeared this
sleeping-porch, which looked on one sizable elm, two respectable grass-plots, a
cement driveway, and a corrugated iron garage. Yet Babbitt was again dreaming
of the fairy child, a dream more romantic than scarlet pagodas by a silver sea. For
years the fairy child had come to him. Where others saw but Georgie Babbitt, she
discerned gallant youth. She waited for him, in the darkness beyond mysterious
groves. When at last he could slip away from the crowded house he darted to
her. His wife, his clamoring friends, sought to follow, but he escaped, the girl
fleet beside him, and they crouched together on a shadowy hillside. She was so
slim, so white, so eager! She cried that he was gay and valiant, that she would
wait for him, that they would sail—Rumble and bang of the milk-truck. Babbitt
moaned; turned over; struggled back toward his dream. He could see only her
face now, beyond misty waters. The furnace-man slammed the basement door.
Adog barked in the next yard. As Babbitt sank blissfully into a dim warm tide, the
paper-carrier went by whistling, and the rolled-up Advocate thumped the front
door. Babbitt roused, his stomach constricted with alarm. As he relaxed, he was
pierced by the familiar and irritating rattle of some one cranking a Ford: snap-
ah-ah, snap-ah-ah, snap-ah-ah. Himself a pious motorist, Babbitt cranked with
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77 PT

SLEEPING PURCH

SMOKY

shiny marquetry tables

‘brandy filled
ROOMS

I don’t want to squeal, but you know as well as | do about how inspiring a
wife sheis... Typicalinstance last evening: We went to the movies. There
was a big crowd waiting in the lobby, us at the tail-end. She began to push
right through it with her ‘Sir, how dare you?’ manner—Honestly, sometimes
when | look at her and see how she’s always so made up and stinking of

200 PT

58 PT
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16 PT

There was nothing of the giant
in the aspect of the man who
was beginning to awaken an
the sleeping-porch of a Dutch
Colonial house in that residen-
tial district of Zenith known

as Floral Heights. His name
was George F. Babbitt. He

was forty-six years old naw,

in April, 1920, and he made
nothing in particular, neither

14 PT

There was nothing of the giant

in the aspect of the man who

was beginning to awaken on the
sleeping-porch of a Dutch Colonial
house in that residential district
of Zenith known as Floral Heights.
His name was George F. Babbitt.
He was forty-six years ald now, in
April, 1920, and he made nothing
in particular, neither butter nar
shoes nor poetry, but he was nim-
ble in the calling of selling houses

12 PT

There was nothing of the giant in the
aspect of the man who was beginning
to awaken on the sleeping-porch of a
Dutch Colonial house in that residen-
tial district of Zenith known as Floral
Heights. His name was George F. Babbitt.
He was forty-six years old now, in April,
1920, and he made nothing in particular,
neither butter nor shoes nor poetry, but
he was nimble in the calling of selling
houses for mare than people could
afford to pay. His large head was pink,
his brown hair thin and dry. His face

was babyish in slumber, despite his

11 PT

There was nothing of the giant in the aspect
of the man who was beginning to awaken
an the sleeping-porch of a Dutch Colonial
house in that residential district of Zenith
known as Floral Heights. His name was
George F. Babbitt. He was forty-six years old
naw, in April, 1920, and he made nothing

in particular, neither butter nor shoes nar
poetry, but he was nimble in the calling of
selling houses for mare than people could
afford to pay. His large head was pink, his
brown hair thin and dry. His face was baby-
ishin slumber, despite his wrinkles and the
red spectacle-dents on the slopes of his
nose. He was not fat but he was exceed-

10 PT

There was nothing of the giant in the aspect of
the man who was beginning to awaken on the
sleeping-parch of a Dutch Colonial house in
that residential district of Zenith known as Floral
Heights. His name was George F. Babbitt. He
was forty-six years old now, in April, 1928, and
he made nathing in particular, neither butter
nor shoes nor poetry, but he was nimble in the
calling of selling houses for mare than people
could afford to pay. His large head was pink, his
brown hair thin and dry. His face was babyish

in slumber, despite his wrinkles and the red
spectacle-dents on the slopes of his nose. He
was not fat but he was exceedingly well fed;

his cheeks were pads, and the unroughened
hand which lay helpless upon the khaki-colored
blanket was slightly puffy. He seemed prosper-

9PT

There was nothing of the giant in the aspect of the
man who was beginning to awaken on the sleeping-
porch of a Dutch Colonial house in that residential
district of Zenith known as Floral Heights. His name
was George F. Babbitt. He was forty-six years old naw,
in April, 192@, and he made nothing in particular,
neither butter nor shoes nor poetry, but he was nimble
in the calling of selling houses for more than people
could afford to pay. His large head was pink, his brown
hair thin and dry. His face was babyish in slumber,
despite his wrinkles and the red spectacle-dents

on the slopes of his nose. He was nat fat but he was
exceedingly well fed; his cheeks were pads, and

the unroughened hand which lay helpless upon the
khaki-colored blanket was slightly puffy. He seemed
prosperous, extremely married and unromantic; and
altogether unromantic appeared this sleeping-parch,
which looked on one sizable elm, two respectable
grass-plots, a cement driveway, and a corrugated iron

8 PT

There was nothing of the giant in the aspect of the man who
was beginning to awaken on the sleeping-porch of a Dutch
Colonial house in that residential district of Zenith known
as Floral Heights. His name was George F. Babbitt. He was
forty-six years old now, in April, 1920, and he made nothing
in particular, neither butter nor shoes nor poetry, but he was
nimble in the calling of selling houses for more than people
could afford to pay. His large head was pink, his brown hair
thin and dry. His face was babyish in slumber, despite his
wrinkles and the red spectacle-dents on the slopes of his
nose. He was not fat but he was exceedingly well fed; his
cheeks were pads, and the unroughened hand which lay
helpless upon the khaki-colored blanket was slightly puffy.
He seemed prosperous, extremely married and unromantic;
and altogether unromantic appeared this sleeping-porch,
which looked on one sizable elm, two respectable grass-
plots, a cement driveway, and a corrugated iron garage. Yet
Babbitt was again dreaming of the fairy child, a dream mare
romantic than scarlet pagodas by a silver sea. For years the
fairy child had come to him. Where others saw but Georgie
Babbitt, she discerned gallant youth. She waited for him, in

7 PT

There was nathing of the giant in the aspect of the man who was
beginning to awaken on the sleeping-porch of a Dutch Colonial
house in that residential district of Zenith known as Floral Heights. His
name was George F. Babbitt. He was forty-six years old now, in April,
1920, and he made nothing in particular, neither butter nor shoes nor
poetry, but he was nimble in the calling of selling houses for more
than people could afford to pay. His large head was pink, his brown
hair thin and dry. His face was babyish in slumber, despite his wrinkles
and the red spectacle-dents on the slopes of his nose. He was not
fat but he was exceedingly well fed; his cheeks were pads, and

the unroughened hand which lay helpless upon the khaki-colored
blanket was slightly puffy. He seemed prosperous, extremely married
and unromantic; and altogether unromantic appeared this sleeping-
porch, which looked on one sizable elm, two respectable grass-plots,
acement driveway, and a corrugated iron garage. Yet Babbitt was
again dreaming of the fairy child, a dream more romantic than scarlet
pagodas by a silver sea. For years the fairy child had come to him.
Where others saw but Georgie Babbitt, she discerned gallant youth.
She waited for him, in the darkness beyond mysterious groves. When
at last he could slip away from the crowded house he darted to her.
His wife, his clamoring friends, sought to follow, but he escaped,

the girl fleet beside him, and they crouched together on a shadowy
hillside. She was sa slim, so white, so eager! She cried that he was gay
and valiant, that she would wait for him, that they would sail—Rumble

6 PT

There was nothing of the giant in the aspect of the man who was beginning to
awaken on the sleeping-porch of a Dutch Colonial house in that residential
district of Zenith known as Floral Heights. His name was George F. Babbitt. He was
forty-six years old now, in April, 1820, and he made nothing in particular, neither
butter nor shoes nor poetry, but he was nimble in the calling of selling houses
for more than people could afford to pay. His large head was pink, his brown hair
thin and dry. His face was babyish in slumber, despite his wrinkles and the red
spectacle-dents on the slopes of his nose. He was not fat but he was exceedingly
well fed; his cheeks were pads, and the unroughened hand which lay helpless
upon the khaki-colored blanket was slightly puffy. He seemed prosperous,
extremely married and unromantic; and altogether unromantic appeared this
sleeping-porch, which looked on one sizable elm, two respectable grass-plots, a
cement driveway, and a corrugated iron garage. Yet Babbitt was again dreaming
of the fairy child, a dream more romantic than scarlet pagodas by a silver sea. For
years the fairy child had come to him. Where others saw but Georgie Babbitt, she
discerned gallant youth. She waited for him, in the darkness beyond mysterious
groves. When at last he could slip away from the crowded house he darted to
her. His wife, his clamoring friends, sought to follow, but he escaped, the girl
fleet beside him, and they crouched together on a shadowy hillside. She was so
slim, so white, so eager! She cried that he was gay and valiant, that she would
wait for him, that they would sail—Rumble and bang of the milk-truck. Babbitt
moaned; turned over; struggled back toward his dream. He could see only her
face now, beyond misty waters. The furnace-man slammed the basement door.
Adog barked in the next yard. As Babbitt sank blissfully into a dim warm tide,

the paper-carrier went by whistling, and the rolled-up Advocate thumped the
front door. Babbitt roused, his stomach constricted with alarm. As he relaxed,

he was pierced by the familiar and irritating rattle of some one cranking a

Ford: snap-ah-ah, snap-ah-ah, snap-ah-ah. Himself a pious motorist, Babbitt
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tTaste
in flowers

' CREDULOUS EXCITEMENT

flappers

' NEWLY PRESSED CLO+HES

" Well, she keeps elbowing through the crowd, me after her, feeling good
and ashamed, till she’s almost up to the velvet rope and ready to be the
next letin. But there was a little squirt of a man there—probably been
waiting half an hour—I kind of admired the little cuss—and he turns on
Zilla and says, perfectly polite, ‘Madam, why are you trying to push past
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16 PT

There was nothing of the
giantin the aspect of the
man who was beginning to
awaken on the sleeping-
porch of a Dutch Colonial
house in that residential
district of Zenith known as
Floral Heights. His name
was George F. Babbitt. He
was forty-six years old now,
in April, 192@, and he made

14 PT

There was nothing of the giant

in the aspect of the man who
was beginning to awaken on

the sleeping-porch of a Dutch
Colonial house in that residential
district of Zenith known as Floral
Heights. His name was George F.
Babbitt. He was forty-six years
old now, in April, 1920, and he
made nothing in particular, nei-
ther butter nor shoes nor poetry,
but he was nimble in the calling

12 PT

There was nothing of the giantin the
aspect of the man who was beginning
to awaken on the sleeping-porch of a
Dutch Colonial house in that residen-
tial district of Zenith known as Floral
Heights. His name was George F. Bab-
bitt. He was forty-six years old now, in
April, 1920, and he made nothing in
particular, neither butter nor shoes nor
poetry, but he was nimble in the calling
of selling houses for more than people
could afford to pay. His large head was
pink, his brown hair thin and dry. His
face was babyish in slumber, despite

11 PT

There was nothing of the giantin the
aspect of the man who was beginning

to awaken on the sleeping-porch of a
Dutch Colonial house in that residential
district of Zenith known as Floral Heights.
His name was George F. Babbitt. He was
forty-six years old now, in April, 1920, and
he made nothing in particular, neither
butter nor shoes nor poetry, but he was
nimble in the calling of selling houses

for more than people could afford to

pay. His large head was pink, his brown
hair thin and dry. His face was babyish

in slumber, despite his wrinkles and the
red spectacle-dents on the slopes of his

10 PT

There was nothing of the giant in the aspect of
the man who was beginning to awaken on the
sleeping-porch of a Dutch Colonial house in
that residential district of Zenith known as Flo-
ral Heights. His name was George F. Babbitt. He
was forty-six years old now, in April, 192@, and
he made nothing in particular, neither butter
nor shoes nor poetry, but he was nimble in the
calling of selling houses for more than people
could afford to pay. His large head was pink,
his brown hair thin and dry. His face was baby-
ish in slumber, despite his wrinkles and the red
spectacle-dents on the slopes of his nose. He
was not fat but he was exceedingly well fed;
his cheeks were pads, and the unroughened
hand which lay helpless upon the khaki-
colored blanket was slightly puffy. He seemed

9PT

There was nothing of the giant in the aspect of the
man who was beginning to awaken on the sleeping-
porch of a Dutch Colonial house in that residential
district of Zenith known as Floral Heights. His
name was George F. Babbitt. He was forty-six years
old now, in April, 1928, and he made nothingin
particular, neither butter nor shoes nor poetry, but
he was nimble in the calling of selling houses for
more than people could afford to pay. His large
head was pink, his brown hair thin and dry. His
face was babyish in slumber, despite his wrinkles
and the red spectacle-dents on the slopes of his
nose. He was not fat but he was exceedingly well
fed; his cheeks were pads, and the unroughened
hand which lay helpless upon the khaki-colored
blanket was slightly puffy. He seemed prosperous,
extremely married and unromantic; and altogether
unromantic appeared this sleeping-porch, which
looked on one sizable elm, two respectable grass-

8 PT

There was nothing of the giant in the aspect of the man
who was beginning to awaken on the sleeping-porch of a
Dutch Colonial house in that residential district of Zenith
known as Floral Heights. His name was George F. Babbitt.
He was forty-six years old now, in April, 1820, and he made
nothing in particular, neither butter nor shoes nor poetry,
but he was nimble in the calling of selling houses for more
than people could afford to pay. His large head was pink,
his brown hair thin and dry. His face was babyishin slum-
ber, despite his wrinkles and the red spectacle-dents on
the slopes of his nose. He was not fat but he was exceed-
ingly well fed; his cheeks were pads, and the unroughened
hand which lay helpless upon the khaki-colored blanket
was slightly puffy. He seemed prosperous, extremely mar-
ried and unromantic; and altogether unromantic appeared
this sleeping-porch, which looked on one sizable elm, two
respectable grass-plots, a cement driveway, and a cor-
rugated iron garage. Yet Babbitt was again dreaming of the
fairy child, a dream more romantic than scarlet pagodas
by a silver sea. For years the fairy child had come to him.
Where others saw but Georgie Babbitt, she discerned

7 PT

There was nothing of the giant in the aspect of the man who was
beginning to awaken on the sleeping-porch of a Dutch Colonial
house in that residential district of Zenith known as Floral Heights.
His name was George F. Babbitt. He was forty-six years old now, in
April, 1920, and he made nothing in particular, neither butter nor
shoes nor poetry, but he was nimble in the calling of selling houses
for more than people could afford to pay. His large head was

pink, his brown hair thin and dry. His face was babyish in slumber,
despite his wrinkles and the red spectacle-dents on the slopes

of his nose. He was not fat but he was exceedingly well fed; his
cheeks were pads, and the unroughened hand which lay helpless
upon the khaki-colored blanket was slightly puffy. He seemed
prosperous, extremely married and unromantic; and altogether
unromantic appeared this sleeping-porch, which looked on one
sizable elm, two respectable grass-plots, a cement driveway, and a
corrugated iron garage. Yet Babbitt was again dreaming of the fairy
child, a dream more romantic than scarlet pagodas by a silver sea.
For years the fairy child had come to him. Where others saw but
Georgie Babbitt, she discerned gallant youth. She waited for him,
in the darkness beyond mysterious groves. When at last he could
slip away from the crowded house he darted to her. His wife, his
clamoring friends, sought to follow, but he escaped, the girl fleet
beside him, and they crouched together on a shadowy hillside.
She was so slim, so white, so eager! She cried that he was gay and

6 PT

There was nothing of the giant in the aspect of the man who was beginning to
awaken on the sleeping-porch of a Dutch Colonial house in that residential
district of Zenith known as Floral Heights. His name was George F. Babbitt. He
was forty-six years old now, in April, 1920, and he made nothing in particular,
neither butter nor shoes nor poetry, but he was nimble in the calling of selling
houses for more than people could afford to pay. His large head was pink, his
brown hair thin and dry. His face was babyish in slumber, despite his wrinkles
and the red spectacle-dents on the slopes of his nose. He was not fat but

he was exceedingly well fed; his cheeks were pads, and the unroughened
hand which lay helpless upon the khaki-colored blanket was slightly puffy.
He seemed prosperous, extremely married and unromantic; and altogether
unromantic appeared this sleeping-porch, which looked on one sizable

elm, two respectable grass-plots, a cement driveway, and a corrugated

iron garage. Yet Babbitt was again dreaming of the fairy child, a dream more
romantic than scarlet pagodas by a silver sea. For years the fairy child had
come to him. Where others saw but Georgie Babbitt, she discerned gallant
youth. She waited for him, in the darkness beyond mysterious groves. When at
last he could slip away from the crowded house he darted to her. His wife, his
clamoring friends, sought to follow, but he escaped, the girl fleet beside him,
and they crouched together on a shadowy hillside. She was so slim, so white,
so eager! She cried that he was gay and valiant, that she would wait for him,
that they would sail—Rumble and bang of the milk-truck. Babbitt moaned;
turned over; struggled back toward his dream. He could see only her face
now, beyond misty waters. The furnace-man slammed the basement door. A
dog barked in the next yard. As Babbitt sank blissfully into a dim warm tide,
the paper-carrier went by whistling, and the rolled-up Advocate thumped the
front door. Babbitt roused, his stomach constricted with alarm. As he relaxed,
he was pierced by the familiar and irritating rattle of some one cranking a
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256 PT

KEEP

112 PT

CUCKTAILS

146 PT

iInnocent

95 PT

drinking them

106 PT

IN TEA CUPS

18 PT

Well, she keeps elbowing through the crowd, me after her, feeling good
and ashamed, till she’s almost up to the velvet rope and ready to be the
next letin. But there was a little squirt of a man there—probably been
waiting half an hour—I kind of admired the little cuss—and he turns on
Zilla and says, perfectly polite, ‘Madam, why are you trying to push past
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16 PT

There was nothing of the
giantin the aspect of the
man who was beginning to
awaken on the sleeping-
porch of a Dutch Colonial
house in that residential
district of Zenith known as
Floral Heights. His name
was George F. Babbitt. He
was farty-six years old naw,
in April, 1920, and he made

14 PT

There was nothing of the giant
in the aspect of the man who
was beginning to awaken on

the sleeping-porch of a Dutch
Colonial house in that residential
district of Zenith known as Floral
Heights. His name was George F.
Babbitt. He was forty-six years
old now, in April, 1920, and he
made nothing in particular, nei-
ther butter nor shoes nor poetry,
but he was nimble in the calling

12 PT

There was nothing of the giantin the
aspect of the man who was begin-
ning to awaken on the sleeping-porch
of a Dutch Colonial house in that
residential district of Zenith known as
Floral Heights. His name was George F.
Babbitt. He was forty-six years old now,
in April, 1920, and he made nothingin
particular, neither butter nor shoes nor
poetry, but he was nimble in the calling
of selling houses for mare than people
could afford to pay. His large head was
pink, his brown hair thin and dry. His
face was babyish in slumber, despite

11 PT

There was nothing of the giant in the
aspect of the man who was beginning to
awaken on the sleeping-porch of a Dutch
Colonial house in that residential district
of Zenith known as Floral Heights. His
name was George F. Babbitt. He was forty-
six years old now, in April, 1920, and he
made nothing in particular, neither butter
nor shoes nor poetry, but he was nimble
in the calling of selling houses for more
than people could afford to pay. His large
head was pink, his brown hair thin and dry.
His face was babyish in slumber, despite
his wrinkles and the red spectacle-dents
on the slopes of his nose. He was not

10 PT

There was nothing of the giant in the aspect of
the man who was beginning to awaken on the
sleeping-porch of a Dutch Colonial house in
that residential district of Zenith known as Flo-
ral Heights. His name was George F. Babbitt. He
was forty-six years old now, in April, 1920, and
he made nothing in particular, neither butter
nor shoes nar poetry, but he was nimble in the
calling of selling houses for mare than people
could afford to pay. His large head was pink, his
brown hair thin and dry. His face was babyish
in slumber, despite his wrinkles and the red
spectacle-dents on the slopes of his nose. He
was not fat but he was exceedingly well fed;
his cheeks were pads, and the unroughened
hand which lay helpless upon the khaki-
colored blanket was slightly puffy. He seemed

9PT

There was nothing of the giant in the aspect of the
man who was beginning to awaken on the sleeping-
porch of a Dutch Colonial house in that residential
district of Zenith known as Floral Heights. His name
was George F. Babbitt. He was forty-six years old
now, in April, 1820, and he made nothing in particu-
lar, neither butter nor shoes nor poetry, but he was
nimble in the calling of selling houses for more than
people could afford to pay. His large head was pink,
his brown hair thin and dry. His face was babyish in
slumber, despite his wrinkles and the red spectacle-
dents on the slopes of his nose. He was not fat but
he was exceedingly well fed; his cheeks were pads,
and the unroughened hand which lay helpless upon
the khaki-colored blanket was slightly puffy. He
seemed prosperous, extremely married and unro-
mantic; and altogether unromantic appeared this
sleeping-porch, which looked on one sizable elm,
two respectable grass-plots, a cement driveway,

8 PT

There was nothing of the giant in the aspect of the man
who was beginning to awaken on the sleeping-porch of a
Dutch Colonial house in that residential district of Zenith
known as Floral Heights. His name was George F. Babbitt.
He was forty-six years old now, in April, 1920, and he made
nothing in particular, neither butter nor shoes nor poetry,
but he was nimble in the calling of selling houses for more
than people could afford to pay. His large head was pink,
his brown hair thin and dry. His face was babyish in slum-
ber, despite his wrinkles and the red spectacle-dents on
the slopes of his nose. He was not fat but he was exceed-
ingly well fed; his cheeks were pads, and the unroughened
hand which lay helpless upan the khaki-colored blanket
was slightly puffy. He seemed prosperous, extremely mar-
ried and unromantic; and altogether unromantic appeared
this sleeping-porch, which looked on one sizable elm, two
respectable grass-plots, a cement driveway, and a cor-
rugated iron garage. Yet Babbitt was again dreaming of the
fairy child, a dream more romantic than scarlet pagodas

by a silver sea. For years the fairy child had come to him.
Where others saw but Georgie Babbitt, she discerned

7 PT

There was nothing of the giant in the aspect of the man who was
beginning to awaken on the sleeping-porch of a Dutch Colonial
house in that residential district of Zenith known as Floral Heights.
His name was George F. Babbitt. He was forty-six years old now, in
April, 1920, and he made nothing in particular, neither butter nor
shoes nor poetry, but he was nimble in the calling of selling houses
for mare than people could afford to pay. His large head was pink,
his brown hair thin and dry. His face was babyish in slumber,
despite his wrinkles and the red spectacle-dents on the slopes

of his nose. He was not fat but he was exceedingly well fed; his
cheeks were pads, and the unroughened hand which lay helpless
upon the khaki-colored blanket was slightly puffy. He seemed
prosperous, extremely married and unromantic; and altogether
unromantic appeared this sleeping-porch, which looked on one
sizable elm, two respectable grass-plots, a cement driveway, and a
corrugated iron garage. Yet Babbitt was again dreaming of the fairy
child, a dream more romantic than scarlet pagodas by a silver sea.
For years the fairy child had come to him. Where others saw but
Georgie Babbitt, she discerned gallant youth. She waited for him, in
the darkness beyond mysterious groves. When at last he could slip
away from the crowded house he darted to her. His wife, his clamor-
ing friends, sought to follow, but he escaped, the girl fleet beside
him, and they crouched together on a shadowy hillside. She was so
slim, so white, so eager! She cried that he was gay and valiant, that

6 PT

There was nothing of the giant in the aspect of the man who was beginning to
awaken on the sleeping-porch of a Dutch Colonial house in that residential
district of Zenith known as Floral Heights. His name was George F. Babbitt. He
was forty-six years old now, in April, 1920, and he made nothing in particular,
neither butter nor shoes nor poetry, but he was nimble in the calling of selling
houses for more than people could afford to pay. His large head was pink, his
brown hair thin and dry. His face was babyish in slumber, despite his wrinkles
and the red spectacle-dents on the slopes of his nose. He was not fat but

he was exceedingly well fed; his cheeks were pads, and the unroughened
hand which lay helpless upon the khaki-colored blanket was slightly puffy.

He seemed prosperous, extremely married and unromantic; and altogether
unromantic appeared this sleeping-porch, which looked on one sizable elm,
two respectable grass-plots, a cement driveway, and a corrugated iron garage.
Yet Babbitt was again dreaming of the fairy child, a dream more romantic than
scarlet pagodas by a silver sea. For years the fairy child had come to him.
Where others saw but Georgie Babbitt, she discerned gallant youth. She waited
for him, in the darkness beyond mysterious groves. When at last he could slip
away from the crowded house he darted to her. His wife, his clamoring friends,
sought to follow, but he escaped, the girl fleet beside him, and they crouched
together on a shadowy hillside. She was so slim, so white, so eager! She cried
that he was gay and valiant, that she would wait for him, that they would sail—
Rumble and bang of the milk-truck. Babbitt moaned; turned over; struggled
back toward his dream. He could see only her face now, beyond misty waters.
The furnace-man slammed the basement door. A dog barked in the next yard.
As Babbitt sank blissfully into a dim warm tide, the paper-carrier went by
whistling, and the rolled-up Advocate thumped the front door. Babbitt roused,
his stomach constricted with alarm. As he relaxed, he was pierced by the famil-
iar and irritating rattle of some one cranking a Ford: snap-ah-ah, snap-ah-ah,
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Mcelebrated

VOCABULARY

FANCY

TUux

And she simply—God, | was so ashamed!—she rips out at him,
‘You’re no gentleman,’ and she drags me into it and hollers, ‘Paul,
this personinsulted me! and the poor skate he got ready to fight. |
made out | hadn’t heard them—sure! same as you wouldn’thear a
boiler-factory!—and | tried to look away—I can tell you exactly how

188 PT

380 PT
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16 PT

There was nothing of the
giantin the aspect of the
man who was beginning to
awaken on the sleeping-
porch of a Dutch Colonial
house in that residential
district of Zenith known as
Floral Heights. His name
was George F. Babbitt. He
was forty-six years old
now, in April, 1920, and

14 PT

There was nothing of the giant
inthe aspect of the man who
was beginning to awaken

on the sleeping-porch of a
Dutch Colonial house in that
residential district of Zenith
known as Floral Heights. His
name was George F. Babbitt.
He was forty-six years old now,
in April, 1920, and he made
nothing in particular, neither
butter nor shoes nor poetry,

12 PT

There was nothing of the giant in the
aspect of the man who was begin-
ning to awaken on the sleeping-
porch of a Dutch Colonial house in
that residential district of Zenith
known as Floral Heights. His name
was George F. Babbitt. He was forty-
six years old now, in April, 1920,
and he made nothingin particular,
neither butter nor shoes nor poetry,
but he was nimble in the calling of
selling houses for more than people
could afford to pay. His large head
was pink, his brown hair thin and

11 PT

There was nothing of the giantin the
aspect of the man who was beginning

to awaken on the sleeping-porch of a
Dutch Colonial house in that residen-
tial district of Zenith known as Floral
Heights. His name was George F. Babbitt.
He was forty-six years old now, in April,
1920, and he made nothing in particular,
neither butter nor shoes nor poetry, but
he was nimble in the calling of selling
houses for more than people could
afford to pay. His large head was pink,
his brown hair thin and dry. His face was
babyish in slumber, despite his wrinkles
and the red spectacle-dents on the

10 PT

There was nothing of the giant in the aspect
of the man who was beginning to awaken
on the sleeping-porch of a Dutch Colonial
house in that residential district of Zenith
known as Floral Heights. His name was
George F. Babbitt. He was forty-six years old
now, in April, 1920, and he made nothing

in particular, neither butter nor shoes nor
poetry, but he was nimble in the calling of
selling houses for more than people could
afford to pay. His large head was pink, his
brown hair thin and dry. His face was baby-
ish in slumber, despite his wrinkles and the
red spectacle-dents on the slopes of his
nose. He was not fat but he was exceed-
ingly well fed; his cheeks were pads, and
the unroughened hand which lay helpless

9PT

There was nothing of the giant in the aspect of
the man who was beginning to awaken on the
sleeping-porch of a Dutch Colonial house in that
residential district of Zenith known as Floral
Heights. His name was George F. Babbitt. He was
forty-six years old now, in April, 1920, and he
made nothing in particular, neither butter nor
shoes nor poetry, but he was nimble in the calling
of selling houses for more than people could
afford to pay. His large head was pink, his brown
hair thin and dry. His face was babyish in slum-
ber, despite his wrinkles and the red spectacle-
dents on the slopes of his nose. He was not fat
but he was exceedingly well fed; his cheeks were
pads, and the unroughened hand which lay help-
less upon the khaki-colored blanket was slightly
puffy. He seemed prosperous, extremely married
and unromantic; and altogether unromantic
appeared this sleeping-porch, which looked on

8 PT

There was nothing of the giantin the aspect of the man
who was beginning to awaken on the sleeping-porch

of a Dutch Colonial house in that residential district of
Zenith known as Floral Heights. His name was George F.
Babbitt. He was forty-six years old now, in April, 1920,
and he made nothingin particular, neither butter nor
shoes nor poetry, but he was nimble in the calling of
selling houses for more than people could afford to pay.
His large head was pink, his brown hair thin and dry. His
face was babyish in slumber, despite his wrinkles and
the red spectacle-dents on the slopes of his nose. He
was not fat but he was exceedingly well fed; his cheeks
were pads, and the unroughened hand which lay
helpless upon the khaki-colored blanket was slightly
puffy. He seemed prosperous, extremely married and
unromantic; and altogether unromantic appeared this
sleeping-porch, which looked on one sizable elm, two
respectable grass-plots, acementdriveway, and a
corrugated iron garage. Yet Babbitt was again dreaming
of the fairy child, a dream more romantic than scarlet
pagodas by a silver sea. For years the fairy child had

7 PT

There was nothing of the giant in the aspect of the man who
was beginning to awaken on the sleeping-porch of a Dutch
Colonial house in that residential district of Zenith known as
Floral Heights. His name was George F. Babbitt. He was forty-six
years old now, in April, 1920, and he made nothingin particular,
neither butter nor shoes nor poetry, but he was nimble in the
calling of selling houses for more than people could afford to
pay. His large head was pink, his brown hair thin and dry. His
face was babyish in slumber, despite his wrinkles and the red
spectacle-dents on the slopes of his nose. He was not fat but
he was exceedingly well fed; his cheeks were pads, and the
unroughened hand which lay helpless upon the khaki-colored
blanket was slightly puffy. He seemed prosperous, extremely
married and unromantic; and altogether unromantic appeared
this sleeping-porch, which looked on one sizable elm, two
respectable grass-plots, acement driveway, and a corrugated
iron garage. Yet Babbitt was again dreaming of the fairy child,
adream more romantic than scarlet pagodas by asilver sea.
For years the fairy child had come to him. Where others saw
but Georgie Babbitt, she discerned gallant youth. She waited
for him, in the darkness beyond mysterious groves. When at
last he could slip away from the crowded house he darted to
her. His wife, his clamoring friends, sought to follow, but he
escaped, the girl fleet beside him, and they crouched together

6 PT

There was nothing of the giant in the aspect of the man who was begin-
ning to awaken on the sleeping-porch of a Dutch Colonial house in that
residential district of Zenith known as Floral Heights. His name was
George F. Babbitt. He was forty-six years old now, in April, 1920, and he
made nothing in particular, neither butter nor shoes nor poetry, but he
was nimble in the calling of selling houses for more than people could
afford to pay. His large head was pink, his brown hair thin and dry. His face
was babyish in slumber, despite his and the red sf le-dents
on the slopes of his nose. He was not fat but he was exceedingly well fed;
his cheeks were pads, and the unroughened hand which lay helpless
upon the khaki-colored blanket was slightly puffy. He seemed prosper-
ous, extremely married and unromantic; and altogether unromantic
appeared this sleeping-porch, which looked on one sizable elm, two
respectable grass-plots, acement driveway, and a corrugated iron garage.
Yet Babbitt was again dreaming of the fairy child, a dream more romantic
than scarlet pagodas by a silver sea. For years the fairy child had come to
him. Where others saw but Georgie Babbitt, she discerned gallant youth.
She waited for him, in the darkness beyond mysterious groves. When

at last he could slip away from the crowded house he darted to her. His
wife, his clamoring friends, sought to follow, but he escaped, the girl fleet
beside him, and they crouched together on a shadowy hillside. She was
soslim, so white, so eager! She cried that he was gay and valiant, that she
would wait for him, that they would sail—Rumble and bang of the milk-
truck. Babbitt moaned; turned over; struggled back toward his dream.

He could see only her face now, beyond misty waters. The furnace-man
slammed the basement door. A dog barked in the next yard. As Babbitt
sank blissfully into a dim warm tide, the paper-carrier went by whistling,
and the rolled-up Advocate thumped the front door. Babbitt roused, his
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of salvation
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208 PT

IVORY

82 PT

Italian gardens

And she simply—God, | was so ashamed!—she rips out at him, ‘You’re
no gentleman,’ and she drags me into it and hollers, ‘Paul, this
person insulted me!’ and the poor skate he got ready to fight. | made
out | hadn’t heard them—sure! same as you wouldn’t hear a boiler-
factory!—and I tried to look away—I can tell you exactly how every
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16 PT

There was nothing of the
giantin the aspect of the
man who was beginning to
awaken on the sleeping-
porch of a Dutch Colonial
house in that residential
district of Zenith known as
Floral Heights. His name
was George F. Babbitt. He
was forty-six years old now,
in April, 1920, and he made

14 PT

There was nathing of the giant
in the aspect of the man who
was beginning to awaken on
the sleeping-porch of a Dutch
Colonial house in that residen-
tial district of Zenith known as
Floral Heights. His name was
George F. Babbitt. He was forty-
six years old now, in April, 1920,
and he made nothing in particu-
lar, neither butter nor shoes nor
poetry, but he was nimble in

12 PT

There was nothing of the giant in the
aspect of the man who was beginning
to awaken on the sleeping-porch of a
Dutch Colonial house in that residen-
tial district of Zenith known as Floral
Heights. His name was George F. Bab-
bitt. He was forty-six years old now,
in April, 1920, and he made nothing
in particular, neither butter nor shoes
nor poetry, but he was nimble in the
calling of selling houses for more
than people could afford to pay. His
large head was pink, his brawn hair
thin and dry. His face was babyish in

11 PT

There was nathing of the giant in the
aspect of the man who was beginning
to awaken on the sleeping-porch of a
Dutch Colonial house in that residen-
tial district of Zenith known as Floral
Heights. His name was George F. Bab-
bitt. He was forty-six years old now,

in April, 1920, and he made nothing in
particular, neither butter nor shoes nor
poetry, but he was nimble in the calling
of selling houses for more than people
could afford to pay. His large head was
pink, his brown hair thin and dry. His
face was babyish in slumber, despite his
wrinkles and the red spectacle-dents

10 PT

There was nothing of the giant in the aspect
of the man who was beginning to awaken

on the sleeping-porch of a Dutch Colonial
house in that residential district of Zenith
known as Floral Heights. His name was
George F. Babbitt. He was forty-six years old
now, in April, 1920, and he made nothing

in particular, neither butter nor shoes nor
poetry, but he was nimble in the calling of
selling houses for more than people could
afford to pay. His large head was pink, his
brown hair thin and dry. His face was baby-
ish in slumber, despite his wrinkles and the
red spectacle-dents on the slopes of his
nose. He was not fat but he was exceedingly
well fed; his cheeks were pads, and the
unroughened hand which lay helpless upon

9PT

There was nothing of the giant in the aspect of
the man who was beginning to awaken on the
sleeping-porch of a Dutch Colonial house in that
residential district of Zenith known as Floral
Heights. His name was George F. Babbitt. He was
farty-six years old now, in April, 1920, and he
made nothing in particular, neither butter nor
shoes nor poetry, but he was nimble in the calling
of selling houses for more than people could
afford to pay. His large head was pink, his brown
hair thin and dry. His face was babyish in slumber,
despite his wrinkles and the red spectacle-dents
on the slopes of his nose. He was not fat but he
was exceedingly well fed; his cheeks were pads,
and the unroughened hand which lay helpless
upon the khaki-colored blanket was slightly
puffy. He seemed prosperous, extremely married
and unromantic; and altogether unromantic
appeared this sleeping-porch, which looked on

8 PT

There was nothing of the giant in the aspect of the man
who was beginning to awaken on the sleeping-porch

of a Dutch Colonial house in that residential district of
Zenith known as Floral Heights. His name was George F.
Babbitt. He was forty-six years old now, in April, 1920,
and he made nothing in particular, neither butter nor
shoes nor poetry, but he was nimble in the calling of
selling houses for more than people could afford to pay.
His large head was pink, his brown hair thin and dry.

His face was babyish in slumber, despite his wrinkles
and the red spectacle-dents on the slopes of his nose.
He was not fat but he was exceedingly well fed; his
cheeks were pads, and the unroughened hand which lay
helpless upon the khaki-colored blanket was slightly
puffy. He seemed prosperous, extremely married and
unromantic; and altogether unromantic appeared this
sleeping-porch, which looked on one sizable elm, two
respectable grass-plots, acement driveway, and a
corrugated iron garage. Yet Babbitt was again dreaming
of the fairy child, a dream more romantic than scarlet
pagodas by a silver sea. For years the fairy child had

7 PT

There was nothing of the giant in the aspect of the man who
was beginning to awaken on the sleeping-porch of a Dutch
Colonial house in that residential district of Zenith known as
Floral Heights. His name was George F. Babbitt. He was forty-six
years old now, in April, 1920, and he made nothing in particular,
neither butter nor shoes nor poetry, but he was nimble in the
calling of selling houses for more than people could afford to
pay. His large head was pink, his brown hair thin and dry. His
face was babyish in slumber, despite his wrinkles and the red
spectacle-dents on the slopes of his nose. He was not fat but
he was exceedingly well fed; his cheeks were pads, and the
unroughened hand which lay helpless upon the khaki-colored
blanket was slightly puffy. He seemed prosperous, extremely
married and unromantic; and altogether unromantic appeared
this sleeping-porch, which looked on one sizable elm, two
respectable grass-plots, acement driveway, and a corrugated
iron garage. Yet Babbitt was again dreaming of the fairy child, a
dream more romantic than scarlet pagodas by a silver sea. For
years the fairy child had come to him. Where others saw but
Georgie Babbitt, she discerned gallant youth. She waited for
him, in the darkness beyond mysterious groves. When at last he
could slip away from the crowded house he darted to her. His
wife, his clamoring friends, sought to follow, but he escaped,
the girl fleet beside him, and they crouched togetheron a

6 PT

There was nothing of the giant in the aspect of the man who was begin-
ning to awaken on the sleeping-porch of a Dutch Colonial house in that
residential district of Zenith known as Floral Heights. His name was George
F. Babbitt. He was forty-six years old now, in April, 192@, and he made
nothing in particular, neither butter nor shoes nor poetry, but he was
nimble in the calling of selling houses for more than people could afford
to pay. His large head was pink, his brown hair thin and dry. His face was
babyish in slumber, despite his les and the red sg le-dents on
the slopes of his nose. He was not fat but he was exceedingly well fed; his
cheeks were pads, and the unroughened hand which lay helpless upon
the khaki-colored blanket was slightly puffy. He seemed prosperous,
ly married and ic; and altogeth ic appeared

this sleeping-porch, which looked on one sizable elm, two respectable
grass-plots, a cement driveway, and a corrugated iron garage. Yet Babbitt
was again dreaming of the fairy child, a dream more romantic than scarlet
pagodas by a silver sea. For years the fairy child had come to him. Where
others saw but Georgie Babbitt, she discerned gallant youth. She waited
for him, in the darkness beyond mysterious groves. When at last he could
slip away from the crowded house he darted to her. His wife, his clamaring
friends, sought to follow, but he escaped, the girl fleet beside him, and they

hed her on a shadowy hillside. She was so slim, so white, so
eager! She cried that he was gay and valiant, that she would wait for him,
that they would sail—Rumble and bang of the milk-truck. Babbitt moaned;
turned over; struggled back toward his dream. He could see only her face
now, beyond misty waters. The fi dtheb door.
Adog barked in the next yard. As Babbitt sank blissfully into a dim warm
tide, the paper-carrier went by whistling, and the rolled-up Advocate
thumped the front door. Babbitt roused, his stomach constricted with
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“old-fashioned

APRUONS
STRINGS

upstairs

Yes, | wonder why. Of course | don’t want to fly in the face of the
professors and everybody, but | do think there’s things in Shake-
speare—not that | read him much, but when | was young the girls
used to show me passages that weren’t, really, they weren’t at all
nice. Babbitt looked up irritably from the comic strips in the Even-

140 PT

132 PT

144 PT

18 PT
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16 PT

There was nothing of the
giantin the aspect of the
man who was beginning to
awaken on the sleeping-
porch of a Dutch Colonial
house in that residential
district of Zenith known as
Floral Heights. His name
was George F. Babbitt. He
was forty-six years old
now, in April, 1920, and

14 PT

There was nothing of the giant
in the aspect of the man who
was beginning to awaken on
the sleeping-porch of a Dutch
Colonial house in that residen-
tial district of Zenith known
as Floral Heights. His name
was George F. Babbitt. He

was forty-six years old now,

in April, 1920, and he made
nothing in particular, neither
butter nor shoes nor poetry,

12 PT

There was nothing of the giant

in the aspect of the man who

was beginning to awaken on the
sleeping-porch of a Dutch Colanial
house in that residential district

of Zenith known as Floral Heights.
His name was George F. Babbitt.

He was forty-six years old naw, in
April, 1920, and he made nothingin
particular, neither butter nor shoes
nor poetry, but he was nimble in the
calling of selling houses for more
than people could afford to pay. His
large head was pink, his brown hair

11 PT

There was nothing of the giantin the
aspect of the man who was beginning
to awaken on the sleeping-porch of a
Dutch Colonial house in that residen-
tial district of Zenith known as Floral
Heights. His name was George F. Bab-
bitt. He was forty-six years old now,

in April, 1920, and he made nothingin
particular, neither butter nor shoes nor
poetry, but he was nimble in the calling
of selling houses for more than people
could afford to pay. His large head was
pink, his brown hair thin and dry. His
face was babyish in slumber, despite
his wrinkles and the red spectacle-

10 PT

There was nothing of the giantin the
aspect of the man who was beginning to
awaken on the sleeping-porch of a Dutch
Colonial house in that residential district
of Zenith known as Floral Heights. His
name was George F. Babbitt. He was forty-
six years old now, in April, 1920, and he
made nothingin particular, neither butter
nor shoes nor poetry, but he was nimble
in the calling of selling houses for more
than people could afford to pay. His large
head was pink, his brown hair thin and dry.
His face was babyish in slumber, despite
his wrinkles and the red spectacle-dents
on the slopes of his nose. He was not

fat but he was exceedingly well fed; his
cheeks were pads, and the unroughened

9PT

There was nothing of the giant in the aspect of
the man who was beginning to awaken on the
sleeping-porch of a Dutch Colonial house in
that residential district of Zenith known as Flo-
ral Heights. His name was George F. Babbitt. He
was forty-six years old now, in April, 1920, and
he made nothingin particular, neither butter
nor shoes nor poetry, but he was nimble in the
calling of selling houses for more than people
could afford to pay. His large head was pink, his
brown hair thin and dry. His face was babyish

in slumber, despite his wrinkles and the red
spectacle-dents on the slopes of his nose. He
was not fat but he was exceedingly well fed; his
cheeks were pads, and the unroughened hand
which lay helpless upon the khaki-colored
blanket was slightly puffy. He seemed prosper-
ous, extremely married and unromantic; and
altogether unromantic appeared this sleeping-

8 PT

There was nothing of the giantin the aspect of the
man who was beginning to awaken on the sleeping-
porch of a Dutch Colonial house in that residential
district of Zenith known as Floral Heights. His name
was George F. Babbitt. He was forty-six years old

now, in April, 1920, and he made nothing in particu-
lar, neither butter nor shoes nor poetry, buthe was
nimble in the calling of selling houses for more than
people could afford to pay. His large head was pink,
his brown hair thin and dry. His face was babyish in
slumber, despite his wrinkles and the red spectacle-
dents on the slopes of his nose. He was not fat but he
was exceedingly well fed; his cheeks were pads, and
the unroughened hand which lay helpless upon the
khaki-colored blanket was slightly puffy. He seemed
prosperous, extremely married and unromantic; and
altogether unromantic appeared this sleeping-porch,
which looked on one sizable elm, two respectable
grass-plots, acement driveway, and a corrugated iron
garage. Yet Babbitt was again dreaming of the fairy
child, a dream more romantic than scarlet pagodas by

7 PT

There was nothing of the giant in the aspect of the man who
was beginning to awaken on the sleeping-porch of a Dutch
Colonial house in that residential district of Zenith known as
Floral Heights. His name was George F. Babbitt. He was forty-
six years old now, in April, 1920, and he made nothing in par-
ticular, neither butter nor shoes nor poetry, but he was nimble
inthe calling of selling houses for more than people could
afford to pay. His large head was pink, his brown hair thin and
dry. His face was babyish in slumber, despite his wrinkles
and the red spectacle-dents on the slopes of his nose. He
was not fat but he was exceedingly well fed; his cheeks were
pads, and the unroughened hand which lay helpless upon the
khaki-colored blanket was slightly puffy. He seemed prosper-
ous, extremely married and unromantic; and altogether
unromantic appeared this sleeping-porch, which looked

on one sizable elm, two respectable grass-plots, a cement
driveway, and a corrugated iron garage. Yet Babbitt was again
dreaming of the fairy child, a dream more romantic than scar-
let pagodas by a silver sea. For years the fairy child had come
to him. Where others saw but Georgie Babbitt, she discerned
gallant youth. She waited for him, in the darkness beyond
mysterious groves. When at last he could slip away from

the crowded house he darted to her. His wife, his clamoring
friends, sought to follow, but he escaped, the girl fleet beside

6 PT

There was nothing of the giant in the aspect of the man who was
beginning to ken on the sleeping-porch of a Dutch Colonial house
in that residential district of Zenith known as Floral Heights. His name
was George F. Babbitt. He was forty-six years old now, in April, 1920,
and he made nothing in particular, neither butter nor shoes nor poetry,
buthe was nimble in the calling of selling houses for more than people
could afford to pay. His large head was pink, his brown hair thin and

dry. His face was babyish in slumber, despite his wrinkles and the red
spectacle-dents on the slopes of his nose. He was not fat buthe was
exceedingly well fed; his cheeks were pads, and the unroughened

hand which lay helpless upon the khaki dbl was slightly
puffy. He d prosp L iedand ic; and
altogether unromantic appeared this sleeping-porch, which looked on
one sizable elm, two respectable grass-plots, acement driveway,and a
corrugated iron garage. Yet Babbitt was again dreaming of the fairy child,
adream more romantic than scarlet pagodas by a silver sea. Foryears
the fairy child had come to him. Where others saw but Georgie Babbitt,
she discerned gallant youth. She waited for him, in the darkness beyond
mysterious groves. When at last he could slip away from the crowded
house he darted to her. His wife, his clamoring friends, sought to follow,
but he escaped, the girl fleet beside him, and they crouched together
on ashadowy hillside. She was so slim, so white, so eager! She cried
that he was gay and valiant, that she would wait for him, that they
would sail—Rumble and bang of the milk-truck. Babbitt moaned; turned
over; struggled back toward his dream. He could see only her face now,
beyond misty waters. The fur dtheb door. A
dog barked in the next yard. As Babbitt sank blissfully into a dim warm
tide, the paper-carrier went by whistling, and the rolled-up Advocate
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202 PT

crown

EMBROIDERED

velvet
CHAIRS

home-owning citizen

207 PT

163 PT

58 PT

18 PT

Yes, | wonder why. Of course | don’t want to fly in the face of

the professors and everybody, but | do think there’s things in
Shakespeare—not that | read him much, but when | was young the
girls used to show me passages that weren’t, really, they weren’t
at all nice. Babbitt looked up irritably from the comic strips in the
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16 PT

There was nothing of the
giantin the aspect of the
man who was beginning to
awaken on the sleeping-
porch of a Dutch Colonial
house in that residential
district of Zenith known as
Floral Heights. His name
was George F. Babbitt. He
was forty-six years old
now, in April, 1920, and

14 PT

There was nothing of the giant
in the aspect of the man who
was beginning to awaken

on the sleeping-porch of a
Dutch Colonial house in that
residential district of Zenith
known as Floral Heights. His
name was George F. Babbitt.
He was forty-six years old now,
in April, 1920, and he made
nothing in particular, neither
butter nor shoes nor poetry,

12 PT

There was nothing of the giant

in the aspect of the man who

was beginning to awaken on the
sleeping-porch of a Dutch Colonial
house in that residential district

of Zenith known as Floral Heights.
His name was George F. Babbitt.

He was farty-six years old now, in
April, 1920, and he made nothingin
particular, neither butter nor shoes
nor poetry, but he was nimble in the
calling of selling houses for more
than people could afford to pay. His
large head was pink, his brown hair

11 PT

There was nothing of the giant in the
aspect of the man who was beginning
to awaken on the sleeping-porch of a
Dutch Colonial house in that residen-
tial district of Zenith known as Floral
Heights. His name was George F. Bab-
bitt. He was forty-six years old now,

in April, 1920, and he made nothingin
particular, neither butter nor shoes nor
poetry, but he was nimble in the calling
of selling houses for more than people
could afford to pay. His large head was
pink, his brown hair thin and dry. His
face was babyish in slumber, despite
his wrinkles and the red spectacle-

10 PT

There was nothing of the giant in the
aspect of the man who was beginning to
awaken on the sleeping-porch of a Dutch
Colonial house in that residential district
of Zenith known as Floral Heights. His name
was George F. Babbitt. He was forty-six
years old now, in April, 1920, and he made
nothing in particular, neither butter nor
shoes nor poetry, but he was nimble in

the calling of selling houses for more than
people could afford to pay. His large head
was pink, his brown hair thin and dry. His
face was babyish in slumber, despite his
wrinkles and the red spectacle-dents on
the slopes of his nose. He was nat fat but he
was exceedingly well fed; his cheeks were
pads, and the unroughened hand which lay

9PT

There was nothing of the giant in the aspect of
the man who was beginning to awaken on the
sleeping-porch of a Dutch Colonial house in that
residential district of Zenith known as Floral
Heights. His name was George F. Babbitt. He
was forty-six years old now, in April, 1920, and
he made nothing in particular, neither butter
nor shoes nor poetry, but he was nimble in the
calling of selling houses for more than people
could afford to pay. His large head was pink, his
brown hair thin and dry. His face was babyish

in slumber, despite his wrinkles and the red
spectacle-dents on the slopes of his nose. He
was not fat but he was exceedingly well fed; his
cheeks were pads, and the unroughened hand
which lay helpless upan the khaki-colored
blanket was slightly puffy. He seemed prosper-
ous, extremely married and unromantic; and
altogether unromantic appeared this sleeping-

8 PT

There was nothing of the giant in the aspect of the man
who was beginning to awaken on the sleeping-porch
of a Dutch Colonial house in that residential district of
Zenith known as Floral Heights. His name was George
F. Babbitt. He was forty-six years old now, in April,
1920, and he made nothing in particular, neither but-
ter nor shoes nor poetry, but he was nimble in the call-
ing of selling houses for more than people could afford
to pay. His large head was pink, his brown hair thin
and dry. His face was babyish in slumber, despite his
wrinkles and the red spectacle-dents on the slopes of
his nose. He was not fat but he was exceedingly well
fed; his cheeks were pads, and the unroughened hand
which lay helpless upon the khaki-colored blanket
was slightly puffy. He seemed prosperous, extremely
married and unromantic; and altogether unromantic
appeared this sleeping-porch, which looked on ane
sizable elm, two respectable grass-plots, a cement
driveway, and a corrugated iron garage. Yet Babbitt
was again dreaming of the fairy child, adream more
romantic than scarlet pagodas by a silver sea. For

7 PT

There was nothing of the giant in the aspect of the man who
was beginning to awaken on the sleeping-porch of a Dutch
Colonial house in that residential district of Zenith known

as Floral Heights. His name was George F. Babbitt. He was
forty-six years old now, in April, 19208, and he made nothing
in particular, neither butter nor shoes nor poetry, but he was
nimble in the calling of selling houses for more than people
could afford to pay. His large head was pink, his brown hair
thin and dry. His face was babyish in slumber, despite his
wrinkles and the red spectacle-dents on the slopes of his
nose. He was not fat but he was exceedingly well fed; his
cheeks were pads, and the unroughened hand which lay
helpless upon the khaki-colored blanket was slightly puffy.
He seemed prosperous, extremely married and unromantic;
and altogether unromantic appeared this sleeping-porch,
which looked on one sizable elm, two respectable grass-plots,
acement driveway, and a corrugated iron garage. Yet Babbitt
was again dreaming of the fairy child, a dream more romantic
than scarlet pagodas by a silver sea. For years the fairy child
had come to him. Where others saw but Georgie Babbitt, she
discerned gallant youth. She waited for him, in the darkness
beyond mysterious groves. When at last he could slip away
from the crowded house he darted to her. His wife, his clamor-
ing friends, sought to follow, but he escaped, the girl fleet

6 PT

There was nothing of the giant in the aspect of the man who was
beginning to ken on the sleeping-porch of a Dutch Colonial house
in that residential district of Zenith known as Floral Heights. His name
was George F. Babbitt. He was forty-six years old now, in April, 1920,
and he made nothing in particular, neither butter nor shoes nor poetry,
but he was nimble in the calling of selling houses for more than people
could afford to pay. His large head was pink, his brown hair thin and
dry. His face was babyish in slumber, despite his wrinkles and the red
spectacle-dents on the slopes of his nose. He was not fat but he was
exceedingly well fed; his cheeks were pads, and the unroughened
hand which lay helpless upon the khaki-colored blanket was slightly
puffy. He d prosp ly married and ic;and
ltogeth ic app d this sleeping-porch, which looked on
one sizable elm, two respectable grass-plots, a cement driveway, and
acorrugated iron garage. Yet Babbitt was again dreaming of the fairy
child, adream more godas by a silver sea. For
years the fairy child had come to him. Where others saw but Georgie
Babbitt, she discerned gallant youth. She waited for him, in the darkness
beyond mysterious groves. When at last he could slip away from the
crowded house he darted to her. His wife, his clamoring friends, sought
to follow, but he escaped, the girl fleet beside him, and they crouched
together on a shadowy hillside. She was so slim, so white, so eager! She
cried that he was gay and valiant, that she would wait for him, that they
would sail—Rumble and bang of the milk-truck. Babbitt moaned; turned
over; struggled back toward his dream. He could see only her face now,
beyond misty waters. The fi an sl dtheb. door.A
dog barked in the next yard. As Babbitt sank blissfully into a dim warm
tide, the pap. ierwent by ing, and the rolled-up Advocate

ic than scarlet|
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142 PT

momenrt

hot air

PASSION
MELODRAMA

cool and fragrant

The philosophers gasped. It was Mrs. Babbitt who had made
thisdiscord in their spiritual harmony, and one of Mrs. Babbitt's
virtues was that, except during dinner-parties, when she was
transformed into a raging hostess, she took care of the house
and didn't bother the males by thinking. She went on firmly:

180 PT

130 PT

90 PT

67 PT
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16 PT

There was nothing of
the giantinthe aspect
ofthe man who was
beginning to awaken on
the sleeping-porch of

a Dutch Colonial house
in thatresidential dis-
trict of Zenith known as
Floral Heights. His name
was George F. Babbitt. He
was forty-sixyearsold

14 PT

There was nothing of the
giantinthe aspect of the man
who was beginning to awaken
on the sleeping-porchof a
Dutch Colonial house in that
residential district of Zenith
known as Floral Heights. His
name was George F. Babbitt.
He was forty-six years old
now, in April, 1920, and he
made nothingin particular,
neither butter nor shoes nor

12 PT

There was nothing of the giant

in the aspect of the man who

was beginning to awaken on the
sleeping-porch of a Dutch Colo-
nial house in that residential
district of Zenith known as Floral
Heights. His name was George F.
Babbitt. He was forty-six years old
now, in April, 1920, and he made
nothingin particular, neither but-
ter nor shoes nor poetry, but he
was nimble in the calling of selling
houses for mare than people could
afford to pay. His large head was

11 PT

There was nothing of the giant in the
aspect of the man who was beginning
to awaken on the sleeping-porch of a
Dutch Colonial house in that residen-
tial district of Zenith known as Floral
Heights. His name was George F. Bab-
bitt. He was forty-six years old now,
in April, 1920, and he made nothingin
particular, neither butter nor shoes
nor poetry, but he was nimble in the
calling of selling houses for more
than people could afford to pay. His
large head was pink, his brown hair
thin and dry. His face was babyish in
slumber, despite his wrinkles and the

10 PT

There was nothing of the giant in the
aspect of the man who was beginning

to awaken on the sleeping-porchof a
Dutch Colonial house in that residen-
tial district of Zenith known as Floral
Heights. His name was George F. Babbitt.
He was forty-six years old now, in April,
1920, and he made nothingin particular,
neither butter nor shoes nor poetry, but
he was nimble in the calling of selling
houses for more than people could afford
to pay. His large head was pink, his brown
hair thin and dry. His face was babyish

in slumber, despite his wrinkles and the
red spectacle-dents on the slopes of his
nose. He was not fat but he was exceed-
ingly well fed; his cheeks were pads, and

9PT

There was nothing of the giant in the aspect

of the man who was beginning to awaken on
the sleeping-porch of a Dutch Colonial house
inthatresidential district of Zenith known as
Floral Heights. His name was George F. Babbitt.
He was forty-six years old now, in April, 1920,
and he made nothingin particular, neither
butter nor shoes nor poetry, but he was nimble
in the calling of selling houses for more than
people could afford to pay. His large head

was pink, his brown hair thin and dry. His face
was babyish in slumber, despite his wrinkles
and the red spectacle-dents on the slopes of
his nose. He was not fat but he was exceed-
ingly well fed; his cheeks were pads, and the
unroughened hand which lay helpless upon
the khaki-colored blanket was slightly puffy.
He seemed prosperous, extremely married
and unromantic; and altogether unromantic

8 PT

There was nothing of the giantin the aspect of

the man who was beginning to awaken on the
sleeping-porch of a Dutch Colonial house in that
residential district of Zenith known as Floral
Heights. His name was George F. Babbitt. He was
forty-sixyears old now, in April, 19208, and he made

h

7 PT

There was nothing of the giant in the aspect of the man who
was beginning to awaken on the sleeping-porch of a Dutch
Colonial house in that residential district of Zenith known
as Floral Heights. His name was George F. Babbitt. He was
forty-six years old now, in April, 1920, and he made nothing
in particular, neither butter nor shoes nor poetry, but he
was nimble in the calling of selling houses for more than

hing in particular, nei L nor nor
poetry, but he was nimble in the calling of selling
houses for more than people could afford to pay. His
large head was pink, his brown hair thin and dry. His
face was babyish in slumber, despite his wrinkles
and the red spectacle-dents on the slopes of his
nose. He was not fat but he was exceedingly well
fed; his cheeks were pads, and the unroughened
hand which lay helpless upon the khaki-colored
blanket was slightly puffy. He seemed prosperous,
extremely married and unromantic; and altogether
unromantic appeared this sleeping-porch, which
looked on one sizable elm, two respectable grass-
plots, acement driveway, and a corrugated iron
garage. Yet Babbitt was again dreaming of the fairy

people could afford to pay. His large head was pink, his
brown hair thin and dry. His face was babyish in slumber,
despite his wrinkles and the red spectacle-dents on the
slopes of his nose. He was not fat but he was exceedingly
well fed; his cheeks were pads, and the unroughened hand
which lay helpless upon the khaki-colored blanket was
lightly puffy. He d prosp ly married
and ic; and al k
this sleeping-porch, which looked on one sizable elm,
tworespectable grass-plots, acement driveway,and a
corrugated iron garage. Yet Babbitt was again dreaming of

d

&' Pk

6 PT

There was nothing of the giant in the aspect of the man who was
ginning to onthe sleeping-porch of a Dutch Colonial
house in that residential district of Zenith known as Floral Heights.
His name was George F. Babbitt. He was forty-six years old now, in
April, 1920, and he made nothing in particular, neither butter nor
shoes nor poetry, but he was nimble in the calling of selling houses
for more than people could afford to pay. His large head was pink,
his brown hair thin and dry. His face was babyish in slumber, despite
his wrinkles and the red spi le-dents on the slopes of his nose.
He was not fat but he was exceedingly well fed; his cheeks were
pads, and the unroughened hand which lay helpless upon the khaki-
lored was slightly puffy. He d prosp y
married and unr ic; and altogether unr icapp d this
sleeping-porch, which looked on one sizable elm, two respectable
grass-plots,a y,anda diron garage. Yet
Babbitt was again dreaming of the fairy child, adream more romantic
than scarlet pagodas by a silver sea. For years the fairy child had
come to him. Where others saw but Georgie Babbitt, she discerned
gallant youth. She waited for him, in the darkness beyond mysterious
groves. When at last he could slip away from the crowded house he
darted to her. His wife, his clamoring friends, sought to follow, but he
ped, the girl fleet beside him, and they crouched togetherona

the fairy child, adream more icthan pag
by asilver sea. For years the fairy child had come to him.
Where others saw but Georgie Babbitt, she discerned
gallant youth. She waited for him, in the darkness beyond
mysterious groves. When at last he could slip away from

the crowded house he darted to her. His wife, his clamoring

shadowy hillside. She was so slim, so white, so eager! She cried that
he was gay and valiant, that she would wait for him, that they would
sail—Rumble and bang of the milk-truck. Babbitt moaned; turned
over; struggled back toward his dream. He could see only her face
now, beyond misty waters. The fi dtheb

door. Adog barked in the next yard. As Babbitt sank blissfully into a
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GINEVOLVED

120 PT

+OBACCO

195 PT

mortor

105 PT

jimmy pipe

170 PT

POEMS

18 PT

The philosophers gasped. It was Mrs. Babbitt who had made
this discord in their spiritual harmony, and one of Mrs. Babbitt's
virtues was that, except during dinner-parties, when she was
transformed into a raging hostess, she took care of the house
and didn't bother the males by thinking. She went on firmly:
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16 PT

There was nothing of the

14 PT

There was nothing of the

12 PT

There was nothing of the giant
inthe aspect of the man who

giantin the aspect of giantin the aspect of the man
i S was beginning to awaken on the
the man who was begin- who was beg_mnmg toawaken sleeping-porch of a Dutch Colonial
. on the sleeping-porch of a ) e
ningtoawa ken on the Dutch Colonial house in that house in that residential district
, of Zenith known as Floral Heights.
Sleepl-ng-PUrCh-ﬂfa Dutch residential district of Zenith His name was George F. Babbitt.
Colonial house in that known as Floral Heights. His  He was forty-sixyears old now,
residential district of name was George F. Babbitt.  inApril, 1920, and he made noth-
Zenith known as Floral He was forty-six years old ing mhpartn:ular, n:ttl;’ertbhutter
_ . nor shoes nor poetry, but he was
Heights. His name was now, inAp r_'l’ 1_920’ af'd he nimblein the calling of selling
George F. Babbitt. He mad: m-';:’" ngin Pa';:'c"lar y houses for more than people could
it tt i
was fﬂ rty-six years o ld neither butier nor snoes nor afford to pay. His large head was
11 PT 10 PT 9PT

There was nothing of the giant in the
aspect of the man who was beginning
to awaken on the sleeping-porch

of a Dutch Colonial house in that
residential district of Zenith known
as Floral Heights. His name was
George F. Babbitt. He was forty-six
years ald now, in April, 1920, and he
made nothing in particular, neither
butter nor shoes nor poetry, but he
was nimblein the calling of selling
houses for maore than people could
afford to pay. His large head was pink,
his brown hair thin and dry. His face
was babyish in slumber, despite his

There was nothing of the giant in the
aspect of the man who was beginning to
awaken on the sleeping-porch of a Dutch
Colonial house in that residential district
of Zenith known as Floral Heights. His
name was George F. Babbitt. He was forty-
six years old now, in April, 1920, and he
made nothing in particular, neither butter
nor shoes nor poetry, but he was nimble in
the calling of selling houses for more than
people could afford to pay. His large head
was pink, his brown hair thin and dry. His
face was babyish in slumber, despite his
wrinkles and the red spectacle-dents

on the slopes of his nose. He was not

fat but he was exceedingly well fed; his
cheeks were pads, and the unrough-

There was nothing of the giant in the aspect
of the man who was beginning to awaken on
the sleeping-porch of a Dutch Colonial house
inthatresidential district of Zenith known as
Floral Heights. His name was George F. Babbitt.
He was forty-six years old now, in April, 1920,
and he made nothing in particular, neither
butter nor shoes nor poetry, but he was nimble
inthe calling of selling houses for more than
people could afford to pay. His large head

was pink, his brown hair thin and dry. His face
was babyish in slumber, despite his wrinkles
and the red spectacle-dents on the slopes of
his nose. He was not fat but he was exceed-
ingly well fed; his cheeks were pads, and the
unroughened hand which lay helpless upon
the khaki-colored blanket was slightly puffy.
He seemed prosperous, extremely married
and unromantic; and altogether unromantic

8 PT

There was nothing of the giant in the aspect of the
man who was beginning to awaken on the sleeping-
porch of a Dutch Colonial house in that residential
district of Zenith known as Floral Heights. His name
was George F. Babbitt. He was forty-six years old
now, in April, 1920, and he made nothing in particu-
lar, neitherb nor shoes nor poetry, but he was
nimble in the calling of selling houses for more than
people could afford to pay. His large head was pink,
his brown hair thin and dry. His face was babyish in
lumber, despite his wri and the red spectacle-
dents on the slopes of his nose. He was not fat but
he was exceedingly well fed; his cheeks were pads,
and the unroughened hand which lay helpless upon
the khaki-colored blanket was slightly puffy. He
seemed prosperous, extremely married and unro-
mantic; and altogether unromantic appeared this
sleeping-porch, which looked on one sizable elm,
two respectable grass-plots, acement driveway,
and a corrugated iron garage. Yet Babbitt was again
dreaming of the fairy child, adream more romantic

7 PT

There was nulhmg of the giantin the aspect of the man who
wasbh gto onthesl g-porch of a Dutch
columal house in that residential district of Zenith known
as Floral Heights. His name was George F. Babbitt. He was
forty-six years old now, in April, 1920, and he made nothing
in particular, neither butter nor shoes nor poetry, but he was
nimble in the calling of selling houses for more than people
could afford to pay. His large head was pink, his brown hair
thin and dry. His face was babyish in slumber, despite his
wrinkles and the red sp le-dents on the slopes of his
nose. He was not fat but he was exceedingly well fed; his
cheeks were pads, and the unroughened hand which lay

helpless upon the khaki-colored blanket was slightly puffy.
He seemed prnsperaus, extrsmaly married and unrnmantu:,
and altog u pp d this sleeping-porch,

which d on one sizable elm, two resp legrass-
plots, acement driveway, and a corrugated iron garage.
Yet Babbitt was again dreaming of the fairy child, adream
more romantic than scarlet pagodas by a silver sea. For
years the fairy child had come to him. Where others saw
but Georgie Babbitt, she discerned gallant youth. She
waited for him, in the darkness beyond mysterious groves.
When at last he could slip away from the crowded house

6 PT

Thara was nothing of the giant in the aspect of the man who was
b ingto on the sleeping-porch of a Dutch Colonial house
in thnt rusu.'lantul district of Zenith known as Floral Heights. His name
was George F. Babbitt. He was forty-six years old now, in April, 1920,
and he made nothing in particular, neither butter nor shoes nor poetry,
but he was nimble in the calling of selling houses for more than people
could afford to pay. His large head was pink, his brown hair thin and
dry. His face was babyish in despite his and the red
spectacle-dents on the slopes of his nose. He was not fat but he was
exceedingly well fed; his cheeks were pads, and the unroughened
hand which lay upon the khaki.
puj_fy Hs d prosp )y ly ied and ic;and
icapp d this sleeping-porch, which looked

onone sizable elm, two respectable grass-plots, a cement driveway,
and a corrugated iron garage. Yet Babbitt was again dreaming of the
fairy child, adream more godas by a silver
sea. Foryears the f:lry child had come to him. Whers others saw but

itt, she di d gallant youth. She waited for him, in
the dnrknsss beyond mysterious groves. When at last he could slip
away from the crowded house he darted to her. His wife, his clamoring
friends, sought to follow, but he escaped, tha girlfleet beside him,
and they gether on ashadowy ide. She was so slim, so
white, so eager! She cried that he was gay and valiant, that she would
wait for him, that they would sail—Rumble and bang of the milk-truck.
Babbitt moaned; turned over; struggled back toward his dream. He
could see only her face now, beyond misty waters. The furnace-
man slammed the basement door. A dog barked in the next yard. As

was slightly

icthanscarletf

he darted to her. His wife, his clamoring friends, htto

itt sank blissfully into a dim warm tide, the paper-carrier went
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