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Disappointment in Love Resulted Strangely in the
Life of This American Artist in Paris

A Suicide Complex

By ROBERT ALLWAYS

“ OLY catfish!”
A scuffle in the bar and a

c¢hild’s seream brought me to
my feet. Through the open door a
cognac glass hurtled past my face and
shattered against the rows of bottles lin-
ing the wall. A machine-gun chat-
ter of French and a heavy-artillery roar
of American profanity began in the bar.
The eternal Battle of Paris, still going
on four years after the armistice!

I stepped cautiously in, expecting to
find a drunken tourist suffering from a
too thorough reacquaintance with Amer-
ican mixed drinks, which since their de-
portation by Mr. Volstead have become
native of Paris. but with some surprise
I discovered Hawkins. He was nursing
8 heavily bandaged shoulder and singing
it to sleep with a lullaby of international
cusswords,

After several attempts to interrupt
him, it became clear that one of the
palron’s children had bumped the
wounded shoulder and that he had pro-
ceeded 10 kick the child out of doors.
Gradually, as Hawkins’ vocabulary ex-
hausted itself, his arm quieted down and
he concluded a discourse on the clumsi-
ness of Parisian barkeepers’ children
with an apology for the cognac gless
which had so nearly hit me. That, he
explained, was' n mere gesture, entirely
by way of emphatic punctuation.

By this time I had compnied the ap-
proximate amount of money Hawkins
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owed me (this was no simple matter, for
he had touched me several times in two
or three currencies a year or so before)
and I dragged him into the other room,
ordering two double Calvadoses and giv-
ing the pafron fifty centimes for the
broken glass to restore peace. I could
well have used the modest sum my com-
putations resulted in, but I was destined
never to get it.

““Why the mummy clothing?’' I asked
when we had settled around a three-
legged table. We . were just off the
Place St. Michel in an underground bar,
known as the Bolée de Cidre, chiefly
noted for its very hard cider and
the drawings by assorted artists of all
nationalities which roam the Quartier
Latin. These literally covered its dingy
walls. The room was half-full of barrels
of wine, though the favorite drink was
Calvados or apple-jack, and a pungent
odor of cider and sawdust filled the air.
I had fallen into the habit of dropping
into this cool, guiet place after lunch,
where I could vwrite for three or four
hours without interruption and later
join in the discussion of the latest event‘s"
and theories of the art world of Paris
with the artists who usually dropped in
for an hour before their rather late din-
ner, to sip an aperatif and talk.

“‘QOverwork,”’ replied Hawkins. ‘“‘My
foot slipped when I was painting on the
rocks up in Brittany last week and I
fell and broke my shoulder.”’
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hadn’t been
anything of
the last two
away from

“Tiens! 1 heard you
working. Haven’t seen
yours lately--nothing in
Salons. You’ve been
Parist”’

He twirled his thin-stemmed glass a
moment, frowning, and I noticed that he
was thin and haggard. Then he gulped
down the white, bitter liquid and
ordered a whole bottle. "While the waiter
was bringing it, he fidgeted around the
room, twice breaking into a little hack-
ing laugh that sounded half like a sob.

‘“No,”’ he said, finally sitting down,
‘‘that’s all a lic about falling off the
rocks in Brittany, and I haven’t touched
a'brush for a year. At present I'm work-
ing at a psychological problem—etching,
not on a copper plate but on a lwmv
soul.”’

He broke off nervously, then, leaning
across toward me and picking at my
sleeve, he continued : .

‘“I owe you something. . . well, I'll
pay-you in a story, old man, a piece of
human living that will make you shiver.
It’s what I've been doing the last nine
months. Tracking a man over half of
Europe, opening his mind and writing
across it, spreading out his soul and bit-
ing a word into it with acid: one word,
suicide!”’

Hawkins was trembling like a leaf,
his eycs starting out of their sockets, No
longer conscious of me, he was: talking
like a drug fiend, making strange short
ggstu'res with his frce hand. Then he
give that hacking, sobbing laugh again
and again.

‘‘Suicide! Ha ha ha! Suicide! Ha ha
haaaa!”’

To stop him from becoming complete-
ly hysterical, I offered him a cigarette
and filled the glasses. He calmed down
a little at the interruption, then econ-
tinued :

117

“You never knew the man. He was
my best friend. We studied together
for years, shared the -same studio,
painted the same models, and drank the
same liquors. I helped him get his start,
and many a time had to do a lot of his
work for him while he was out playing
the society game,

““In the war he left painting and went
into the infantry, while I got in the
camouflage corps and kept on studying.
After the armistice, when all of us went
back into the schools o brush up and
get back to serious pumtlng aguin, what
did he do but play around in society and
paint silly portraits of actresses and
bankers’ wives! )

“Still we stayed together, though he
was getting so stuck up that it was
pretty hard at times to live with him.
Then, after all I'd done for him, what
does he do but snake me—the skunk!
Played me dirt on the one thing that
would have made me!l

““She was one he had missed in his
highbrow parties, a stunning looking girl
and just crazy for romance, small town
beauty from somewhere in Iowa, with
lots of money and tired to death of the
ogling of a dozen local swains. Simply
fell for art and the poor, struggling
genius stuff, wanted to be priestess of
the living flame, fan it into a blaze with
her father’s greenbacks, and so forth.

‘‘Believe me, I was all for it, but the
family was awful! Sausage factory or
sewer-pipe outfit, stick-in-the-muds with
a terrible zero-hour sense of morality.
You know the kind. They come over here
and carry a bottle of Vichy water
around for fear somcone will offer them
a drink. - ‘

'“Well, we had that all fixed. I knew
of a long-winded title I could buy for
nothing—Roumaenian, and it doesn’t
mean a thing but. it sounds like the
angelus put to jazz and Mother-in-law
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would have fallen and dragged the bauk
account along (you know what desperate
climbers they are in Middlewestern cross-
roads towns). Oh, it was spiked for
fair, and we were going to run away to
Vienna where you can get a fool-proof
marringe in a day. Then my friend
played his dirty trick!

‘T brought her over to the studio one
night, and as luck would have it, he was

at home. e came. he saw, and he fell.

simply lost his head. and believe me. I
enjoyed it after his.floating about snob-
bing with the .four hundreds of all
Europe. There he was at home, simply
cating out of her lovely, provineial hand,
and the next day we were to be off to
Vienna!

‘“Well, that night we had some dinner,
ate in all the French we had learned in
pix years and drank in assorted lan-
guages! - Somehow, we must have let
something drop. Anyway, he got the
idea, and it didn’t help his disposition.
Onec or twice he started to say some-
thing and nearly choked!

‘““Then her family burst upon us.
found out where I lived and followed
us! Wow! The place turned blue—
with laws. Morality spouted all over
us, Old Sausages started in with a new
Iowa edition of the Ten Commandments
that made Moses sound like a prehistoric
lullaby, and long before he had run out
Mother-in-law got her breath. It’s a
good thing we weren’t using candles, for
she would have blown every one at the
first blast.

‘‘They roared and growled and thun-
dered at us. Really, it was better than
the chorus in ‘Aida,’ and then they sur-
rounded the girl, who was scared half
to death, and dragged her back to their
hotel. I'm sure they barricaded the
doors when they got there and bribed
the entire staff of servants not to let any-
one come near that hotel for a week. At
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any rate, the uext day I couldn’t reach
her by telepiione, telegraph. or radio. I
tried to say it with flowers. candy, and
Coty's Origan. but eouldn’t get a word
through, and what wes worse, she could-
n’t reach me. I hunted her all day and
waited that night at the Gare de 1’Est
and watehed the Vienna Express pull
out, and then went home,

‘“Obviously our elopement was off
until her ancestors calmed down. so I
spent the next few days trying to find
her—haunting the Rue de la Paix and
the boulevards, shadowing half a dozen
hotels (they had chunged theirs) and
had about deeided that they had left
Paris when I read of her marriage to my
best friend. ‘

‘“The blackguard had gone over and
lalked half the night with them, dug up
everything I had ever donc and made up
a lot more. absolutely double-crossed me
with the ancients and turned his oily line
on the girl. He even had the nerve te
give her the same stuff I'd pulled about
bearing the flaming torch of genius and
being priestess of the sacred fire, told
her T was after her money and didn't
love her and then swore his disinterested
motives and eternal affection.

““The next day he rounded up half of
the French and English nobility as
references of hig angelic character and
even got a special dispensation from the
prefect of police for a speedy marriage—
and there I was without the girl and her
money! Married to my best friend,
mind you, the man I'd done everything'
for all his life. Ha ha ha!”’

AWKINS had been getting more
and more excited as he ran on, and

I tried to stop him. but he silenced me
with a gesture that was almost a threat.
‘I read the newspapers every morn-
ing now,”” he continued, his hands
clutching spasmodically. ‘‘the snicide
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column! Some day he’ll be there! Some
day soon. I've followed him from that
day to this, through Berlin, Rome,
Vienna, Florence, Munich, even to Mos-
cow, always meeting them, always send-
ing him something. He has a collec-
tion of the world’s weirdest suicide im-
plements—poisons, daggers, pistols,
ropes, everything a man could use to kill
himself. For nine months now, wher-
ever he gocs, suicide stares him in the
face. It’s working, too. It’s getting into
his soul. He's come back to Paris at
last, to kill.”’

He broke off suddenly, his whole body
twitching and his mouth open. He was
staring over my head as if he had seen
a ghost. For an interminable second
there was utter silence, than a suave
voice broke in.

‘“Hello, Hawkins! Any more curios
for my viearious collection?’’

I turned and recognized Jefferson
Southworth, whose fashionable portraits
I knew well and whom I had met once
or twice a year or more ago, standing
in the door. He was smiling half quiz-
zieally as he watched Hawkins get up,
moving painfully as if his muscles had
forgotten how to function, and fade out
of the room, still staring like a ghost.

‘““Too bad, that case,’”” Southworth
continued as he came over to the table
and shook hands with me, ‘‘One of
these days he'll kill himself if somebody
can’t help him.’’

.. He tapped his shoulder significantly,
holding his arms as if in a sling.

‘“He tried it a couple of weeks ago
but didn’t have the nerve. Drove up to
the American Hospital in a taxi late one
night and shot, but only splintered the
shoulder blade. Too bad, too bad, for
he had talent.”’

‘“What's eating him, Southworth?’’ I
asked. ‘‘He’s been telling me a strange
gtory. Said it was in payment of a debt,
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and went so fast I couldn’t stop him to
ask for the money, And the way he went
out just now! You knew him pretty
well§"’

‘‘Lived with him for years before my
marriage last year. Not a pleasant chap,
but he showed too much promise to let
him go to the dogs. He loved only two
things, money and painting. But he
seems to love money most lately. He has
borrowed from everyone. Don’t think
yourself singled out by fortune. He not
only borrows from his own friends, but
from mine as well, which keeps me
pretty constantly in scrapes. Oh, well,
life’s little habits.”’

He waved his hand as if dismissing
the matter,

‘““He told you the story of his best
friend 1"’

I nodded.

‘‘Me,”” he said after a pause. ‘‘But
you know the girl could not be sacrificed
even to his pictures. It was perfectly
clear that once he got her money she
would never see him again.”

Then he added very gently, as if
speaking to himself, ‘‘Besides, we loved
each other.’’ '

He looked at his watch.

““By the way, you’ll meet her. She
should drop in here soon to meet me—my
wife, you know.’’ :

He interrupted himself to order two
iced aperatifs and then went on, speak-
ing slowly and with absolute sincerity.

“‘It set him off, losing the money after
he’d lived pretty close for so long, and
this ‘suicide obsession gets worse and
worse. I have tried to help him, in-
directly of course, because the fixed idea
has fastened on me and I am the last
person who could help him directly.

‘‘The most eminent physicians merely
shake their heads and refer me to the
psychiatrists, who talk about the prob-
ability of his committing suicide, but
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can offer no definite suggestions.
seems a fairly common case, his sub-
conscious mind always suggesting suicide
to him and his conscious always trans.
ferring the idea to some vietim. I hap-
pen to be the victim, but if he ever loses
his head and the subconscious gets con-
trol, they prediet he will carry out its
wishes: suicide, Poor devil!’’

He stopped and sat a moment study-
ing the frosted glasses. Then he looked
up as the door by which bhe had entered
the room, opened. At the same moment
the peculiar sobbing laugh came from
the bar, With a shudder we both recog-
nized Hawkins’ hysterical voice. I
turned and caught sight of a beautiful
girl standing in the doeor, her large eyes
fixed on the passage into the bar. Her
face was slightly flushed and her rapid
breathing showed that she, too, recog-
nized that langh.

SOUTHWORTH laid a restraining
hand on my erm, but before he conld
speak a weird figure stood framed in the
door. The bandage wes torn. and here
and there spots of blood mottled its sar-
face, Hawkins was herdly recognizable
—his black hair was disheveled and hung
in strands like prison bars across the
dead white face. The eyes, burning like
live coals, protruded from their sockets
and the eyebrows were litted high on the
forehead, giving him a raeking look of
indecision as if his very sonl was torn
between two impulses. But strangest of
all was the mouth, like a gash in his
face. curved at the corners into the
strangest of smiles, as if the knife that
cnt it had slipped.
Tt was the face of an idiot or a demon,
bat for a second it gave us all the im-

It
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pression of a frightened child abont to
cry. Then he moved, and we all saw the
automatic he held in his free hamd. His
eyes shifted back and forth comstantly
between Southworth and the beautifaul
girl in the doorway. Neither of them
moved perceptibly. but the hand on my
arm tightened like a vise.

Slowly the automatic pistol came up,
wavered across me until it ecovered
Southworth, lingered an eternal moment
ob him, then crossed slowly back across
me until it covered the girl. Then it re-
traced its silent path back across me to
Southworth. wavering a little. ¥ could
see the veins at Hawkins’ wrist and
hand swollen as if they would burst.
Back and forth it traveled. and still no
one moved. The only sound was the
rasping cough of Hawkins’ breathing.

At last he began to talk. whispering
hoarsely to himself. Broken phrases
reached us. '

“Kill him! Pall—the—trigger. Kill
her—there she is. Sui—eide!! Stop it!
Hold—still. Now—pull—the—trigger.
Su. . su .

Beads of sweat broke out upon his
forehead. His eyes seemed bursting
from his head, and the gun moved as if
it weighed thousands of pounds. The
hoarse whisper became entirely unintel-
ligible and changed gradually into that
hacking. sobbing laugh, and suddenly he
bowed his head and vanished!

T tried to leap after him, but for a
moment my body would not move.
Southworth sent the table spinning as
he strode toward the girl and then I
started down the passageway. but there
was a shriek of laughter and a clatter of
glass, drowned by the crash of the auto-
matic!] Hawking had paid his debts.



