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Charles Chaplin’s New York
from My Autobiography
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At ten o’clock on a Sunday morning we at last arrived in New
York. When we got off the street-car at Times Square, it was
somewhat of a let-down. Newspapers were blowing about the
road and pavement, and Broadway looked seedy, like a slovenly

5 woman just out of bed. On almost every street corner there were
elevated chairs with shoe-lasts sticking up and people sitting
comfortably in shirt-sleeves getting their shoes shined. They
gave one the impression of finishing their toilet on the street.
Many looked like strangers, standing aimlessly about the side-

10 walks as if they had just left the railroad station and were filling
in time between trains.

However, this was New York, adventurous, bewildering, a little
frightening. Paris, on the other hand, had been friendlier. Even
though I could not speak the language, Paris had welcomed me on

1severy street corner with its bistros and outside cafés. But New
York was essentially a place of big business. The tall skyscrapers
seemed ruthlessly arrogant and to care little for the convenience
of ordinary people; even the saloon bars had no place for the
customers to sit, only a long brass rail to rest a foot on, and the

20 popular eating places, though clean and done in white marble,
looked cold and clinical.

I took a back room in one of the brownstone houses off Forty-
third Street, where the Times building now stands. It was dismal
and dirty and made me homesick for London and our little flat.

2 In the basement was a cleaning and pressing establishment and
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during the week the fetid odour of clothes being pressed and
steamed wafted up and added to my discomfort.

That first day I felt quite inadequate. It was an ordeal to go into
a restaurant and order something because of my English accent—
and the fact that I spoke slowly. So many spoke in a rapid, clipped s
way that I felt uncomfortable for fear I might stutter and waste
their time.

I was alien to this slick tempo. In New York even the owner of
the smallest enterprise acts with alacrity. The shoe-black flips his
polishing rag with alacrity, the bartender serves a beer witho
alacrity, sliding it up to you along the polished surface of the bar.
The soda clerk, when serving an egg malted milk, performs like a
hopped-up juggler. In a fury of speed he snatches up a glass,
attacking everything he puts into it, vanilla flavour, blob of ice-
cream, two spoonfuls of malt, a raw egg which he deposits with 15
one crack, then adding milk, all of which he shakes in a container
and delivers in less than a minute.

On the Avenue that first day many looked as I felt, lone and
isolated ; others swaggered along as though they owned the place.
The behaviour of many people seemed dour and metallic as if to 2
be agreeable or polite would prove a weakness. But in the evening
as I walked along Broadway with the crowd dressed in their
summer clothes, I became reassured. We had left England in the
middle of a bitter cold September and arrived in New York in an
Indian summer with a temperature of eighty degrees; and as Iz
walked along Broadway it began to light up with myriads of
coloured electric bulbs and sparkled like a brilliant jewel. And
in the warm night my attitude changed and the meaning of
America came to me: the tall skyscrapers, the brilliant, gay lights,

3




the thrilling display of advertisements stirred me with hope and a
sense of adventure. “That is it!” I said to myself. “This is where I
belong!’
Everyone on Broadway seemed to be in show business; actors,
5 vaudevillians, circus performers and entertainers were every-
where, on the street, in restaurants, hotels and department stores,
all talking shop. One heard names of theatre-owners, Lee Shubert,
Martin Beck, William Morris, Percy Williams, Klaw and Erlanger,
Frohman, Sullivan and Considine, Pantages. Whether charwoman,
10 elevator boy, waiter, street-car conductor, barman, milkman or
baker, they all talked like showmen. One heard snatches of
conversation in the streets, motherly old women, looking like
farmers’ wives, saying: ‘He’s just finished three a day out West
for Pantages. With the right material that boy should make
15 big-time vaudeville.” ‘Did you catch Al Jolson at the Winter
Garden? says a janitor. ‘He certainly saved the show for Jake.’
Newspapers each day devoted a whole page to theatre, got up
like a racing chart, indicating vaudeville acts coming in first,
second and third in popularity and applause, like race-horses. We
»had not entered the race yet and I was anxious to know in what
position we would finish on the chart. We were to play the Percy
Williams circuit for six weeks only. After that we had no further
bookings. On the result of that engagement depended the length
of our stay in America. If we failed, we would return to England.



Hart Crane’s New York
“To Brooklyn Bridge”
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From The Bridge

PROEM: TO BROOKLYN BRIDGE

How many dawns, chill from his rippling rest
The seagull’s wings shall dip and pivot him,
Shedding white rings of tumult, building high
Over the chained bay waters Liberty—

Then, with inviolate curve, forsake our eyes
As apparitional as sails that cross

Some page of figures to be filed away;
—Till elevators drop us from our day . . .

I think of cinemas, panoramic sleights

With multitudes bent toward some flashing scene

Never disclosed, but hastened to again,
Foretold to other eyes on the same screen;

And Thee, across the harbor, silver-paced
As though the sun took step of thee, yet left
Some motion ever unspent in thy stride, —
Implicitly thy freedom staying thee!

Out of some subway scuitle, cell or loft

A bedlamite speeds to thy parapets,

Tilting there momently, shrill shirt ballooning,
A jest falls from the speechless caravan.



Down Wall, from girder into street noon leaks,
A rip-tooth of the sky’s aéetylene;

All afternoon the cloud-flown derricks turn . . .
Thy cables breathe the North Atlantic still.

And obscure as that heaven of the Jews,

Thy guerdon . .. Accolade thou dost bestow
Of anonymity time cannot raise:

Vibrant reprieve and pardon thou dost show.

O harp and altar, of the fury fused,

(How could mere toil align thy choiring strings!)
Terrific threshold of the prophet’s pledge,
Prayer of pariah, and the lover’s cry, —

Again the traffic lights that skim thy swift
Unfractioned idiom, immaculate sigh of stars,
Beading thy path—condense eternity:

And we have seen night lifted in thine arms.

Under thy shadow by the piers I waited;
Only in darkness is thy shadow clear.
The City’s fiery parcels all undone,
Already snow submerges an iron year . ..

O Sleepless as the river under thee,
Vaulting the sea, the prairies’ dreaming sod,
Unto us lowliest sometime sweep, descend
And of the curveship lend a myth to God.

15







““Crash!”

from Only Yesterday
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The expected recovery in the stock market did not come. It
seemed to be beginning on Tuesday, October 22nd, but the
gains made during the day were largely lost during the last
hour. And on Wednesday, the 23rd, there was a perfect Niagara
5 of liquidation. The volume of trading was over six million shares,
the tape was 104 minutes late when the three-o’clock gong ended
trading for the day, and the New York Times averages for fifty
leading railroad and industrial stocks lost 18.24 points—a loss
which made the most abrupt declines in previous breaks look
w small. Everybody realized that an unprecedented number of mar-
gin calls must be on their way to insecurely margined traders,
and that the situation at last was getting serious. But perhaps
the turn would come tomorrow. Already the break had carried
prices down a good deal farther than the previous breaks of the
15 past two years. Surely it could not go on much longer.

The next day was Thursday, October 24th.

On that momentous day stocks opened moderately steady in
price, but in enormous volume. Kennecott appeared on the
tape in a block of 20,000 shares, General Motors in another of

20 the same amount. Almost at once the ticker tape began to lag
behind the trading on the floor. The pressure of selling orders
was disconcertingly heavy. Prices were going down. . . . Presently
they were going down with some rapidity. ... Before the first
hour of trading was over, it was already apparent that they were

25 going down with an altogether unprecedented and amazing
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violence. In brokers’ offices all over the country, tape-watchers
looked at one another in astonishment and perplexity. Where on
earth was this torrent of selling orders coming from?

The exact answer to this question will probably never be
known. But it seems probable that the principal cause of the break s
in prices during that first hour on October 24th was not fear.
Nor was it short selling. It was forced selling. It was the dumping
on the market of hundreds of thousands of shares of stock held
in the name of miserable traders whose margins were exhausted
or about to be exhausted. The gigantic edifice of prices was 10
honeycombed with speculative credit and was now breaking
under its own weight.

Fear, however, did not long delay its coming. As the price
structure crumbled there was a sudden stampede to get out
from under. By eleven o’clock traders on the floor of the Stock 15
Exchange were in a wild scramble to “sell at the market.” Long
before the lagging ticker could tell what was happening, word
had gone out by telephone and telegraph that the bottom was
dropping out of things, and the selling orders redoubled in
volume. The leading stocks were going down two, three, and 2
even five points between sales. Down, down, down. ... Where
were the bargain-hunters who were supposed to come to the
rescue at times like this? Where were the investment trusts, which
were expected to provide a cushion for the market by making
new purchases at low prices? Where were the big operators who 2
had declared that they were still bullish ? Where were the powerful
bankers who were supposed to be able at any moment to support
prices? There seemed to be no support whatever. Down, down,
down. The roar of voices which rose from the floor of the Exchange
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had become a roar of panic.

United States Steel had opened at 205%. It crashed through
200 and presently was at 193%5. General Electric, which only a
few weeks before had been selling above 400, had opened this

5 morning at 315—now it had slid to 283. Things were even worse
with Radio: opening at 6834, it had gone dismally down through
the sixties and the fifties and forties to the abysmal price of 4415.
And as for Montgomery Ward, vehicle of the hopes of thousands
who saw the chain store as the harbinger of the new economic

1 era, it had dropped headlong from 83 to 50. In the space of two
short hours, dozens of stocks lost ground which it had required
many months of the bull market to gain.

Even this sudden decline in values might not have been utterly
terrifying if people could have known precisely what was happen-

15ing at any moment. It is the unknown which causes real panic.

Suppose a man walked into a broker’s branch office between
twelve and one o’clock on October 24th to see how things were
faring. First he glanced at the big board, covering one wall of
the room, on which the day’s prices for the leading stocks were

20 supposed to be recorded. The LOW and LAST figures written
there took his breath away, but soon he was aware that they
were unreliable: even with the wildest scrambling, the boys
who slapped into place the cards which recorded the last prices
shown on the ticker could not keep up with the changes: they

25 were too numerous and abrupt. He turned to the shining screen
across which ran an uninterrupted procession of figures from
the ticker. Ordinarily the practiced tape-watcher could tell
from a moment’s glance at the screen how things were faring,
even though the Exchange now omitted all but the final digit of

12



each quotation. A glance at the board, if not his own memory,
supplied the missing digits. But today, when he saw a run of
symbols and figures like
R WX

6.515.5.4. 9.87% 34 14 14.8.714. 7. 5
he could not be sure whether the price of “6” shown for Radio
meant 66 or 56 or 46; whether Westinghouse was sliding from
189 to 187 or from 179 to 177. And presently he heard that the
ticker was an hour and a half late; at one o’clock it was recording
the prices of half-past eleven! All this that he saw was ancient 10
history. What was happening on the floor now?

At ten-minute intervals the bond ticker over in the corner
would hammer off a list of selected prices direct from the floor,
and a broker’s clerk would grab the uncoiling sheet of paper
and shear it off with a pair of scissors and read the figures aloud 15
in a mumbling expressionless monotone to the white-faced men
who occupied every seat on the floor and stood packed at the
rear of the room. The prices which he read out were ten or a dozen
or more points below those recorded on the ticker. What about the
stocks not included in that select list? There was no way of finding 2
out. The telephone lines were clogged as inquiries and orders from
all over the country converged upon the Stock Exchange. Once
in a while a voice would come barking out of the broker’s rear
office where a frantic clerk was struggling for a telephone connec-
tion: “Steel at ninety-six!”” Small comfort, however, to know what 25
Steel was doing; the men outside were desperately involved in
many another stock than Steel; they were almost completely in the
dark, and their imaginations had free play. If they put in an
order to buy or to sell, it was impossible to find out what became
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of it. The Exchange’s whole system for the recording of current
prices and for communicating orders was hopelessly unable to
cope with the emergency, and the sequel was an epidemic of fright.
In that broker’s office, as in hundreds of other offices from
s one end of the land to the other, one saw men looking defeat in
the face. One of them was slowly walking up and down, mechani-
cally tearing a piece of paper into tiny and still tinier fragments.
Another was grinning shamefacedly, as a small boy giggles at
a funeral. Another was abjectly beseeching a clerk for the latest
1 news of American & Foreign Power. And still another was sitting
motionless, as if stunned, his eyes fixed blindly upon the moving
figures on the screen, those innocent-looking figures that meant
the smash-up of the hopes of years. . ..

GL. AWW. JMP.
15 8.7.5.2.1.90.89.7.6. 3.215. 2. 6.5.3.21.

A few minutes after noon, some of the more alert members
of a crowd which had collected on the street outside the Stock
Exchange, expecting they knew not what, recognized Charles
E. Mitchell, erstwhile defender of the bull market, slipping

2 quietly into the offices of J. P. Morgan & Company on the op-
posite corner. It was scarcely more than nine years since the
House of Morgan had been pitted with the shrapnel-fire of the
Wall Street explosion; now its occupants faced a different sort
of calamity equally near at hand. Mr. Mitchell was followed

25 shortly by Albert H. Wiggin, head of the Chase National Bank;
William Potter, head of the Guaranty Trust Company; and
Seward Prosser, head of the Bankers Trust Company. They
had come to confer with Thomas W. Lamont of the Morgan
firm. In the space of a few minutes these five men, with George
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F. Baker, Jr., of the First National Bank, agreed in behalf of
their respective institutions to put up forty millions apiece to
shore up the stock market. The object of the two-hundred-and-
forty-million-dollar pool thus formed, as explained subsequently
by Mr. Lamont, was not to hold prices at any given level, but s
simply to make such purchases as were necessary to keep trading
on an orderly basis. Their first action, they decided, would be to
try to steady the prices of the leading securities which served as
bellwethers for the list as a whole. It was a dangerous plan, for
with hysteria spreading there was no telling what sort of débdcle 10
might be impending. But this was no time for any action but the
boldest.

The bankers separated. Mr. Lamont faced a gathering of
reporters in the Morgan offices. His face was grave, but his
words were soothing. His first sentence alone was one of thes
most remarkable understatements of all time. “There has been
a little distress selling on the Stock Exchange,” said he, “and
we have held a meeting of the heads of several financial institutions
to discuss the situation. We have found that there are no houses
in difficulty and reports from brokers indicate that margins are 20
being maintained satisfactorily.”” He went on to explain that what
had happened was due to a “technical condition of the market”
rather than to any fundamental cause.

As the news that the bankers were meeting circulated on the
floor of the Exchange, prices began to steady. Soon a briskzs
rally set in. Steel jumped back to the level at which it had opened
that morning. But the bankers had more to offer the dying bull
market than a Morgan partner’s best bedside manner.

At about half-past one o’clock Richard Whitney, vice-presi-
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dent of the Exchange, who usually acted as floor broker for the
Morgan interests, went into the “steel crowd” and put in a bid
of 205—the price of the last previous sale—for 10,000 shares
of Steel. He bought only 200 shares and left the remainder of

5 the order with the specialist. Mr. Whitney then went to various
other points on the floor, and offered the price of the last previous
sale for 10,000 shares of each of fifteen or twenty other stocks,
reporting what was sold to him at that price and leaving the
remainder of the order with the specialist. In short, within the

10 space of a few minutes Mr. Whitney offered to purchase something
in the neighborhood of twenty or thirty million dollars’ worth of
stock. Purchases of this magnitude are not undertaken by Tom,
Dick, and Harry; it was clear that Mr. Whitney represented the
bankers’ pool.

15 The desperate remedy worked. The semblance of confidence
returned. Prices held steady for a while; and though many of
them slid off once more in the final hour, the net results for the
day might well have been worse. Steel actually closed two points
higher than on Wednesday, and the net losses of most of the other

w leading securities amounted to less than ten points apiece for
the whole day’s trading.

All the same, it had been a frightful day. At seven o’clock
that night the tickers in a thousand brokers’ offices were still
chattering; not till after 7: 08 did they finally record the last sale

s made on the floor at three o’clock. The volume of trading had
set a new record—12,894,650 shares. (“The time may come
when we shall see a five-million-share day,” the wise men of the
Street had been saying twenty months before!) Incredible rumors
had spread wildly during the early afternoon—that eleven specu-
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My Autobiography

Charles Spencer Chaplin (1889-1977)
1889%Em v FrickEEhn s, WERMHE. SR ERRLE RE,T, SIKT
RETLL, THCRREE, BLAOY Fo=— L ERICRELND. FIEAR
58T, IBENCBEUERICERY, Fr—F— v, ORE, Frry—my 7 &k
— AR OFY—PERFEHEL S, AL —HEicFREDKICLIMDD, EED
B, $xoFEAEYERT 5. 18EOR, ARTET vy K- o—BiTib
D, BOBRTF ¥ v 7Y v EEL I LI ZREREITRNICAS. 205, 21—/
— B I EE MR, 235 FE2EEOEXT, TAVIORENRE S mT 2
—F Dy 7 Ry MBI EHEMN, 2B TAY Ty FAY. Bx04ERE
B B, HEROLERLD L ORIEREY < VIET. 1940EK, AT 27 2
Y BizhoT, HOERLEMIABUROOLIALRY, BEltbic a3k
FEGTEREAN D OO LRI LS, 195267 2 ) hEEE»EE LD
BB R ST, AL R, v—FrIRBEEDS. 19724, ~V Uy FIRffFs
H, 208ERD T A Y B OLE e 19774, 88T AL RIZTHE.
Page Line
2 2 Times Square <1y ZHREOESTT v— F v oA BGEHOHL.
e 324 5K - ENVICETe4. of. circus THEOEE
3 somewhat of a let-down TW < BAKHEL NIRRT
4 seedy=shabby.
a slovenly [slivonli] woman just out of bed 726 LAz WKOEREEDN LD
7’IJ
6 elevated chairs with shoe-lasts sticking up ¥R D >V F OB WET
7 getting their shoes shined T#t% EE,¥Tv 5 cof have a purse stolen T
A78ELND]
8 their toilet TH{L/-<
15 bistros and outside cafés (BN T =T T A |
19 a long brass rail to rest a foot on T Z{RKD DEVES (55) DL — g
22 aback room (HOIE, of rear window MILZ
23 the Times building 54 V4 v K- H -« X 7 X 58EY.
25 a cleaning and pressing establishment 7 J —= 737" L AD]E |
ordeal [o:df:l] T L W igBk
I was alien to=1 was not accustomed to.
with alacrity [olékriti] TTEEE &
shoe-black (3&) T#tEEE AL of (k) bootblack
12 an egg malted milk THIA Y DEIFI NI
a hopped-up juggler TTER—ARDFHIHI
20 as if to be agreeable ...a weakness T3 CEHI LV TEE -2V
THRLRVWABILROALLTHLNI X5IT,
25 Indian summer FKOKZOFWENPVHOZ L.
26 myriads of=a lot of.

O 0o W

70



4 9
11
13

14
15

16

17

21

charwoman [tfd:wumon] TR ,

snatches of conversation T&EE OIS

three a day out West for Pantages (X5 W Cit v 7 — U ROBIT/NE
ClH3IEOET, 7V rd—  Avy—9(-1936) BX Y v 74
hOBR—-FEY Ty -BfFE V7ML I Y T40=T~LHED 25
o, HZ7 73w TCHARRIEL .

With the right material TWWH LI E2o» Y 2 THiE S

big-time (CR{E) D,

Al Jolson (1886-1950) 7 A Y h DEF - . vV T o2& ¥ KEEND
B, FREILCARTIRE BEHF—F—TOx X vty
(1927) Tz E -2 5.

He certainly . . . for Jake. TH DB DO BHIF CHOERBIKHLATNED
=3

devoted a whole page to theatre "% T _XCERICE Wi

got up like a racing chart TEEOBARLIINVIKE -2TWS

Percy Williams circuit T —3— « 7 4 U7 AXROBE

To Brooklyn Bridge

Hart [Harold] Crane (1899-1932)
FoALFMOEENR. RF7V—T 50 FOr —SMEEST, @BbFEok. 7
VA VIEERTEL BLFHEENTOWEY, FEORSEL X Ocniz, FEIPET
WMo TLEole. RETOEFEZT R -7ORB, FALLTOZvAViRiZX
Dol EbhTns, 1TFECoa—a— It TRMER Eh, FojEiicn {on
RN En D, ROORE TRV, (White Buildings) (1926) SRR S TH
LIEEMEINZIOND XY, PR TER Ty (The Bridge) (1929) ¥, HAR

Ehs.

LBLT v Fond IRETAZR Y a~fToTHEE L TWBRIZT Y

NMIDPEDIRFY DML LHERITFTHEATLES.

6 HIAFZVY: FEALELT, ZOEPHHOLMEOLIAE3E->T=xa
— I — Z I Ao T LFEBHPRS.

1

how many dawns T{i[E bR e 2 83 5 BIFA.

chill from his rippling rest X SE BT ORBBFT T 2 T, chill from ~
T~T¥z Ty, hisTHEAD,L

the seagull’s wings Z DR & ¥ DxEE.

shall dip and pivot him THE A& WL T, HFREEXLIS®BZIILESH
shall=will.

shedding white rings of tumult T 3EWREERIEY 3 TR £EIX
the seagull’s wings ©, #E A BRATWBERTFREIN TS,

building high . . . Liberty =over the chained bay waters (with) Liberty building
high.

71




72

FTLAEZUF . BREOEVF-V2FHROLSCHEZOREENS, EHEHR
TIREEZ DT TV B EFEROE~EBEITH > T L.

5 with inviolatecurve T: ERBZZ L OARWEBEE- T,
forsake our eyes TFH X DEBER TT, AP OLJEES 1o Ty FFEIT
the seagull’s wings.

6 as apparitional as sails that cross T(ERZ) #8120 X 5 s
cross X THEAZHEIS ) & TERENEBCESZENS O 2 >0OF%%
DT TWB LI THS.

7 some page of figures TEFEOENTH DEHDL—
to be filed away (EFERLE) BEANRTHRET S,

8 till elevators drop us from our day HHEEMN 1 HOHAEF &1z TRSBET.

HEIRFZUY D ELRIUFOBMEDFEDA A —Uhb, BEFIZY — V2

B5. BN RABEE, LA LBEOERILALEY, LWHEAMNA A —

9 panoramic sleights T3/ S <HEDELDL Y |

10 multitudes (% DEE,
some flashing scene TH B v —1

11 never disclosed, but hastened to again T(BRE D 3 — > OFEBRN) 2L THH
Ehivd, BUCAWTEEFZBERT S,

12 foretold to other eyes "D A % iiZBEN S 3B

FTLARFUF D ZLTHRWIVWIHBERTOAS., KXEFEO LEHE L

Wi RS ICHEREBORT RIS,

13 thee M, HWHET Ty KIEUNTE L TWAS, of. thy, thine
silver-paced TEREDEE L -7z B 0BT

14 as though the sun took step of thee %7z KEEXED L2 Bz X 5icy
yetleft .. .stride "L b HDBACREDZLORWEISZEL T, 15
OEBEPIEZZDH B LI ETTHRL, BIE2BRLEERLDICR-T
WAHZ EERLTNS.

16 implicitly thy freedom staying thee! ZDHj& % freedom L\ 5 EHETHD
L, U2LEh&E ik implicit 072 L k<5,

BSAREUY D V=ridbo LEEMCE T, MTHOAN LSO HTEIE

AP L HEET, BRABTIE B> TWAHHEICKS.

17 subway scuttle FHITEDO AN scuttle & T/E, 7225, HALEBLOX
HERESHTHS.
cellor loft T(7.%— D) /MREB, %5 Thh-2bBRERE,

18 bedlamite (%) T$EA, Crane IR,
parapets T

19 shrill shirt ballooning THWBLRE —fic v %+ V2 5L 628 Ty Crane ®
&% ¢, with a shrill cry & with his shirt ballooning & % % L » TEHL
TwWa.

20 ajestfalls...caravan TEZEDALXPLTTRDP LS5 LTHELS, BT T
BT L jest ) DIIES O A& DO



T BEORFVY . HLIZLHBEOAS A=V LT, BAITEAH L ST

~.

1

4

ELTT2oRETHEERO X 5 546, FOMI 5 0R~ALEHNTD L.
down Wall T — 5% Fo Ty Wallix Ty 4 — g
noon leaks TEOYERLNTET) ZORFZUFOHBDO 24F0OFE+T)

.

a rip-tooth of the sky’s acetylene FZE0> 7 & F L L EOMOFiVEE, noon
leaks DIFFEFHETE WP L TN B,

the cloud-flown derricks TEXREU R 5 EEE, BT 20 0BTV BET
EEEBICCLZT, TOoERRIHBNEERD 3, LV iEsoicHkiea
A—=TEELLERTYL.

breathe TFER3 % 722%, & & Cid thy cables ko gk L¥ALL T
Wa. TERTEEEZ LT 5 & RSERIRATY ST,

HIAZ Y T eI BERHLN, RORE (33)), EEOBA, k¥
EVWHEBRETELNTYL.

5

6

8

that heaven of the Jews T=4# ¥ ADOKE, HEBEOREDOSL A—UD
Xowk, LHIERLT, BEAFRREFERIL TS,

thy guerdon . . . thou dost show thy guerdon M DEE | Hod L vWHKE
THRANFEIEHT L TWA, DFiX #0880 ¢, thou bestow ac-
colade of anonymity (which) time cannot raise % L “C thou dost show
vibrant reprieve and pardon X <. Wb 5.

accolade . . . of anonymity TEZ DB, #HE BRLEL DELDO AL
LE Iz TWS,

vibrant reprieve and pardon TIEh ZHE L L AREZEMERL TV S
KAECHE RTHBERIES 5 5.

BERAFUY . FHNA A-VURELIZESL THENWTY L.

9

10

11

12

harp and altar, of the fury fused TBJEDIT & - R LLH =i
Hhy.

align thy choiring strings TR OBHE Tk 5% Fx 5, harp, strings D &
ST, BOBROBIBETFEEBOA AV TLLZ TS,

terrific threshold of the prophet’s pledge M FEHDREOBAL WAL B
FEOFRDOA A -,

prayer of pariah, and the lover’s cry TTFEEOH D LBT5 A0,
WXHOFHTHI/BEABEOOER D PRERTVEDES S,

BIRZUY ! KOBOAA—Y. BERBLIHEPEDCS A FPLEDEDHY
~&, EBL HERIZEEN - T L.

13

14
15

the traffic lights that skim thy swift unfractioned idiom o @ {BEh 3
TLORWEEEPTHITEOWHY y HEBEOBES KL E TLTER
E— Rz o 1D A A=,

immaculate sigh of stars T2 b DLV E

beading thy path TLDBEEBETHIS, beading (34087 G, lights, sigh of
stars 23EBR_ EOEFE. BEMAHIOA A —Jik e F I FORED A £ —
UWRERB.
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16 andwe...inthinearms 7% L ThhbhEEI OBz 12 EiIFbh
ZOERTER) ZOFOPTRLFLELA AV, EAMoPIOEXRE,
RELIBRRINSD.

BIORAZF . BAORYE, HOohho Rz HARBOLE. FLTL, Bk

B BOE., LrLEARMEFTO.

18 Only in darkness is thy shadow clear=Thy shadow is clear only in darkness.

17478 & F Ui .

19 the City’s fiery parcels all undone i DM % 5 GAAE T TR ELNTY

fiery parcels i¥ = = — 3 — 7 OIFEBLFHOZ L. TAPBEIENT
Bl o T3,

20 aniron year T8kD4E, BMXHIZI - TREBLTWAHEL, T THA
ARBEEZTVAFADLBIOEEIIRIENTWS,

FBlUREZY . BUBICEOENNT DX, BIZRP-TOHRI BESH

THEHRKEDS.

22 vaulting the sea, the prairies’ dreaming sod 3 } K EE 0ER 3tz hH
Dy vault DFFERDIBAAE. ThbHEREA A—V.

23 unto us lowliest Thhbh{EEFHF/-H~, unto=to. us & lowliest {Z[Fl#%.

24 and of the curveship lend a myth to God % D g ot 2 & EICHEL R
#, curveship ik THIB > TnBZ &) HowBROBEREE, ABOF>
BRSO X > TEYHEh B ERETL BB, TOET, #EEE, LT
BERORT TOBAXZHEMOA ATk B2 X ERURT TW 5.

Crash!

Frederick Lewis Allen (1890-1954)

AR b OHEEERESR. Atlantic Monthly, Century, Harper’s Magazine 1. ¥ O
TREEICHED D, T2l Y ki “Crash!” 12 192045457 # U b O HAEIFZE L LTIt
EIROEEL Ebh T3 Only Yesterday (1931) 0E S EDO—WThH 5. BiFEL
LTk 1930 4% % - 7z Since Yesterday (1940) 35 5.

10
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1 the expected recovery in the stock market T FHE I TW R THE O [H
5, 10829 HEBMc BRI Z » Thieds, A& i3B8inrE - 7.
4 a perfect Niagara of liquidation T 7 H 5 DD X 5 ke KB 71 B D
R
S over six million shares 6007 8:EL E
10 margin calls TjX DR
14 the previous breaks = W ¥ CORE
18 Kennecott Kennecott Copper Corporation o Z &. MiFHRE KD MTr=
By SRS .
20 the ticker tape TF v b —nb BEIMIKH T 27T —73 F oy b —idk
K%, =a—AR KT - KEBMCHITET 2 EEZERO T L.





