CHAPTER 1

HE towers of Zenith aspired above the morning mist; austere towers of
eel and cement and limestone, sturdy as cliffs and delicate as silver
iyods.. They were neither citadels nor churches, but frankly and beauti-
lly office-buildings.

The mist took pity on the fretted structures of earlier generations: the
ost Office with its shingle-tortured mansard, the red brick minarets of
ulking old houses, factories with stingy and sooted windows, wooden
nements colored like mud. The city was full of such grotesqueries,
ut the clean towers were thrusting them from the business center, and -
n the farther hills were shining new houses, homes—they seemed —
for laughter and tranquillity.

Over a concrete bridge fled a limousine of long sleek hood and
oiseless engine. These people in evening clothes were returning from
an all-night rehearsal of a Little Theater play, an artistic adventure con-
siderably illuminated by champagne. Below the bridge curved a rail-
oad, a maze of green and crimson lights. The New York Flyer boomed
ast, and twenty lines of polished steel leaped into the glare.

In one of the skyscrapers the wires of the Associated Press were closing
own. The telegraph operators wearily raised their celluloid eye-shades
er a night of talking with Paris and Peking. Through the building
‘erawled the scrubwomen, yawning, their old shoes slapping. The dawn
mist spun away. Cues of men with lunch-boxes clumped toward the
mensity of new factories, sheets of glass and hollow tile, glittering
ops where five thousand men worked beneath one roof, pouring out
e honest wares that would be sold up.the Euphrates and across the
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L[] CHAPTER I

In Chancery

k. LONDON. Michaelmas Term' lately over, and the Lord Chan-
¢ cellor sitting in Lincoln’s Inn Hall." Implacable November weather.
i~ As much mud in the streets, as if the waters had but newly retired
;. from the face of the earth,’ and it would not be wonderful to meet
a Megalosaurus,* forty feet long or so, waddling like an elephantine
lizard up Holborn Hill.” Smoke lowering down from chimney-pots,
i making a soft black drizzle, with flakes of soot in it as big as full-
. grown snow-flakes — gone into mourning, one might imagine, for
~ the death of the sun. Dogs, undistinguishable in mire. Horses,
scarcely better; splashed to their very blinkers. Foot passengers,
jostling one another’s umbrellas, in a general infection of ill-
temper, and losing their foot-hold at street-corners, where tens of
thousands of other foot passengers have been slipping and sliding
since the day broke (if the day ever broke), adding new deposits to
the crust upon crust of mud, sticking at those points tenaciously to
the pavement, and accumulating at compound interest.

Fog everywhere. Fog up the river, where it flows among green

b aits’ and meadows; fog down the river, where it rolls defiled among

i * the tiers of shipping, and the waterside pollutions of a great (and
 dirty) city. Fog on the Essex marshes, fog on the Kentish heights.”
. Fog creeping into the cabooses of collier-brigs;" fog lying out on
the yards,’ and hovering in the rigging™ of great ships; fog
¢, drooping on the gunwales' of barges and small boats. Fog in the
k. eyes and throats of ancient Greenwich pensioners,” wheezing by
¥ the firesides of their wards; fog in the stem and bowl of the after-
' noon pipe of the wrathful skipper, down in his close cabin; fog
E cruelly pinching the toes and fingers of his shivering little ’prentice
. boy on deck. Chance people on the bridges peeping over the para-
' pets into a nether sky of fog, with fog all round them, as if they
L were up in a balloon,” and hanging in the misty clouds.
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242 THE ENORMOUS ROOM

The tall,impossibly tall,incomparably tall, city shoulderingly up-
ward into hard sunlight leaned a little through the octaves of its
parallel edges, leaningly strode upward into firm hard snowy sun-
light;the noises of America nearingly throbbed with smokes and
hurrying dots which are men and which are women and which are
things new and curious and hard and strange and vibrant and im-

mense, lifting with a great undulous stride firmly into immortal
sunlight...



