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well, Jim,
are jou
scared?

T thought we'd
Journeyed through the
comet’s +ail once.

Oh, that was Halley’s.
This is a new comet, quite a stranger,
they say—wonderful, wonderful!
T saw it last vight

T want you to
9o nto the lower
vaults today.




Of course, they wanted him
to go down to the lower vaults.

I+t was too dangerous
for more valuable wmew.

Everything of value
has been moved out
since the water began
+o seep in.

But we miss +wo
volumes of old records.
Suppose you nose around
down there.

I+ isn't very
pleasant,
I suppose.













Robbery

and murder.

If they found
him here alone—

And all these
dead people—
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The comet had swept
the earth and this
was the end.

was everybody
dead?

7

He knew that
he must steady himself...
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«or he would 90 insave.

First he must go o a restaurant.

\\

| Yesterday, they would vot

have served him.
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Silent, silent all.
Was wobody—nobody—

He almos+ langhed.
No—a car.

Wy God! How could he He must rush
have forgotten? to the subway.
. | U J THET
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Of all +the sorts of men she had
pictured as coming to her rescue
she had wot dreamed of ove like him.

He had wot noticed before
that he was a Negro.
He had vot thought of her

as white.

Vesterday, he thought with bitterness,
she would scarcely have looked
at him +wice. He would have beew dirt+
beneath her silken feet.

Not that he was not human, but he dwelt
in a world so far from hers, so infinitely far,
that he seldom even entered her thought,
Vet as she looked at him curiously he seemed
quite commonplace and usual.
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Then the thought of the
dead world without rushed in.
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what
has happevned?
Tell mel

Nothing stirs.
Allis silence.

T see the dead strewn
before my window as winmowed
by the breath of God.

T had been shut up in
my dark reom developing
pictures of the comet,

whew T came out—
T saw the dead!
what has happened?

Something—comet or devil—
swept across the earth
this morving and—

are dead.

Mawny?
Very many?

T have searched and
T have seen vo other
living soul but vou.
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He started for +he office. )
Oere is i+7

In the
Metropolitan
Tower.,

Leave a vwote for him
here and come.

wltl 1LU1 M\}

First, we must
go— +o Harlem.
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There's a swifter
car in the garage
in the court.

T don't kvnow

how +o drive it.
4]
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T+ was his +urn vow to +take
the lead, and he did it quickly.

The long distance +elephone
the telegraph and the cable—
night rockets and then— fight!

He did vot look like wmen,
as she had always pictured mew;
but he acted like one
and she was content.




She kvew his burdens—
the poor, little burdens
he bore.
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The world must answer.
Would the world avswer?
Was +the world—

Silencel!

She could vot frame the thought
or say the word. T+ was
too mighty— +oo terriblel

Hope lay dead within her.
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A vew fear came into her heart.

For the first time she seemed
+o realize that she was alove

in the world with a stranger.
With something more thav a
stranger—with a man alien v
blood and culture—unknown,
perhaps unknowable.

I+ was awfall

She must escape—she must fly;
he must ot see her again,

Who knew what awful
thoughts—
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Was he looking at+ her She did vot know—
or away? she did vot care.
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She was alowe. Alowe!

Alove on the streets—alove in the
city— perhaps alove in the world!

There crept in upow her the sewnse
of deception— of creeping hands
behind her back—
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As the two, flying
and alowve, looked
upon the horror of
the world, slowly,
gradually, the sense
| of all-enveloping
death deserted
them. They seemed
+o move in a world
silewt and asleep,—
not dead. They
moved in quiet
reverewce, lest
somehow they wake
these sleeping
forms who had, at
last, found peace.
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All nature slept
until—until, and
quick with +he
same startling
thought, they
looked into each
other’s eyes— he,
ashen, and she,
crimson, with !
unspoken thought.
To both, the
vision of a mighty
beanty—of vast,
unspoken things,
swelled in their
souls,
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t+he code? G !

T kvow the call for ~
help—we used i+
formerly at +he bank,

p
—d
Long she waited. ~

26



The world lies beneath
+he waters now—




Upward they turned toward life
again, and he seized the wheel.
The world was darkeving +o
twilight, and a great, gray pall
was falling mercifully and gently
ov the sleeping dead. The
ghastly glare of reality seemed
replaced with the dream of some
vast romance.

The girl lay silently back, as
the motor whizzed alovg,
and looked half-consciously
for the elf-queewn +o wave
life into this dead world
again. She forgot +o wonder
at the quickvess with which
he had learwed +o drive her
car. T+ seemed natural.,

And then as they whirled and
swumg ivte Madison Square
and at the door of the
Wetropolitan Tower she gave
a low ¢ry, and her eyes were
great! Perhaps she had seen
the elf-queen? The maw led
her +o the elevator of the
Wetropolitan tower and
deftly they ascended.
In her father’s office they
gathered rugs and chairs,
and he wrote a vwote and laid
it on the desk; then they
ascended to the roof and
he made her comfortable.
For a while she rested and
 sank to dreamy somunolence,
watching the worlds above
and wowdering.




Have vyou had

+o work hard? I have always

been idle.

The rich and the poor
are met together.

The Lord is the
Waker of +them all.
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Yes—I was wot—
human, yesterday.

Avd how foolish
our humaw distinetions
seem—now.,

And your people
were not my people.

He was a man,—no wore; but
he was in some larger sense a
gentleman,—sensitive, kindly,
chivalrous, everything save
his hands and—his face, e+
yesterday—

Death, the leveler!
And the revealer. .










A vision of +he world had risew before
her. Slowly the mighty prophecy of
her destiny overwhelmed her.

Above the dead past hovered the
Avngel of Avnunciation. She was vo
mere woman. She was veither
high vor low, white wor black, rich
nor poor. She was primal womaw;
mighty mother of all men to come
ownd Bride of Life.

She looked upow the man beside
her and forgot all else but his
mavhood, his strong, vigorous
manhood—his sorrow and sacrifice.

She saw him glorified.

He was vo longer a thing apart, a
creature below, a strange ontcast
of another clime and blood, but her
Brother Humanity incarnate, Son
of God and great All-Father of
the race +o be.




He did not glimpse the glory
in her eyes.

Mewmories of memories stirred +o life
in the dead recesses of his mind.
The shackles seemed +o rattle and
fall from his soul.

Up from the crass and crushing and
cringing of his caste leaped the lone
majesty of kings long dead.

He arose within the shadows, tall,
straight, and sterwn, with power in
his eves and ghostly scepters
hoverivg +o his grasp.

It was as though some mighty
Pharaoh lived agaiv, or curled
Assyriav lord.




T+ was not lust;
i+ was wot love—

It was some vaster, mightier thing
that veeded veither touch of body
nor +hrill of soul.

It was a thought
divive, splendid.
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Wy darling, T thought
you were gove forever.

But vyou, how did you escape—
how have vou endured +his
horror? Are you well?




He has dared—all,
+o rescue me.

Here, my good fellow,take
that—what's your name?

well, Jim, T thavk you.
TI've always liked your
people. ITf you ever want
a job, call on me.

who was saved?

A white girl
and a N.—+here
she goes.

A N7 Where is
he? Let's lynch the

damned.
Are they alive?
Shut up!
He saved her. /

/4 Saved helll

Had wo business.
Here he comes,
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