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OU may recall, if you have carefully 
studied your mythology, that a group 
of young maidens who found Jupiter 

sleeping, after a hard game of golf, dropped 
about his head clusters of Burbank’s improved 
narcissuses. Awakened by the sweet smell, the 
god arose, peering into the foliage to see 
whence the flowers had come. About the time 
he spied the maidens—clad in the regulation 
American school spring lawn festival 
costume—there smote upon his nose a more 
poignant odor. 

Casting aside his godly dignity, Jupiter 
called, “Have a nectar on me at the fountain, 
girls; I’ve got to beat it up the mountain!” 
Then he flew away home, where Juno had put 
on the fragrant evening pot of steaming 
ambrosia. Doubtless you now recall the 
incident. At all events, this story simply had to 
have a Greek reference. 

With the key note of perfumery struck, it 
only remains to set the stage with Thomas 
Tom, Hank Hicks, and the Crystal Café. 

The Crystal Cafe so completely belied its 
name that not even the reason for its being 
seemed clear. It was a place where the 
presence of things drab, worn, and soiled 

seemed to indicate low prices, as the absence 
of such things is likely to indicate high ones. 
Because the kitchen at the rear was only 
separated by a curtained door; because there 
was a lunch-counter up one side, and paper 
napkins; because the table-cloths were stained 
into cubist pictures; but most of all because 
there was a large sign, “Meals Twenty-five 
Cents,” Thomas Tom was in the place. The 
pinch of late October found Mr. Tom a young 
man with thinning shoes, frayed clothing, a 
hungry look, and sad eyes. He was like a bee 
which had buzzed all summer in search of 
some sweet-honeyed flower, with no thought 
of the winter to come. And, young man of 
potentialities that he was, that is just what he 
had done. 

Mr. Tom’s depression was not too dire to 
prohibit sensitiveness, however, and when 
another man waived all the vacant tables in 
the line to sit down opposite him he was 
irritated. The greater popularity of other 
restaurants had made Mr. Tom the only table 
diner at the Crystal Cafe, and he had been glad 
of it, for he wanted to be alone. 

“If you don’t mind—” apologized the 
newcomer as he plumped down into the chair. 
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He was thick, close to fifty, bespectacled, and 
his rough clothes did not fit in with his well-
nourished person. 

“I’m incog—sort of Harun-al-Raschid-ing 
it,” he imparted, “Fellows in stories do that to 
fool the world. I do it to fool my family. 
Fellows in books dress up like hums to study 
sociology. I do it to get a decent meal! Once a 
month I want human victuals, not hashed over 
by a French chef, and handed down by a 
bulldog-faced butler. What you eating?” 

“I had thought of steak and onions,” said 
Tom with interest. His irritation against the 
man had diminished. “What are you going to 
have?” 

“Where’s the waiter?” demanded the elder 
man. “Here. Bill—gad, he’s lucky never to be 
called a garsong—give us service!” 

Angel Archangelopolis—he is our true 
reason for the Greek reference—came more 
slowly than usual. In his store-box of a 
restaurant he was not used to be ordered 
around by sober men. 

“How are your liver and onions, 
sauerkraut and pig’s feet, bologna. Lim-
burger—” 

“V’heff no cuk,” ventured Angel. 
“Well,” cried the other, “what are you 

going to do about it?” 
“I heff telephone the agency. One is on 

vay,” Angel explained. 
“Hurry it up!” admonished the thick-built 

diner, “or I’ll go back where they not only 
mistreat grub, but smuggle it in under dago 
names. My friend here wants steak and 
onions. Give me short ribs and sauerkraut. We 
both want some pie and cheese and—” 

“No dessert for me, please.” said Mr. Tom, 
in whose pocket reposed a lonesome quarter. 

“What yuh say?” growled the other man. 
“Yes, you do. Young man, tonight you’re 
dining with Hank Hicks.” 

“Indeed,” remarked Mr. Tom, just to be 
saying something. 

“My card,” said Mr. Hicks, and passed 
over a perfumed bit of cardboard inscribed: 
“Mr. Henri Hickstead.” 

“Pleased to meet you, Mr. Hickstead,” said 
Mr. Tom. 

“Hickstead!” the other cried. “Gimme that 
card. Matter of habit I passed it. Only good 
thing about it’s the perfume it’s dipped in. 
Hickstead—bah!—and they call me ‘Henri’—
get that—Ohnery—what did I ever do? 
Hickstead’s the idea of that administrative and 
efficiency expert I’ve hired. He claims the 
‘tead’ addition is worth half a million a year 
on a psychological basis. Henri Hickstead, née 
Hicks, that’s me. I was born in a cabin like 
Abe Lincoln, and worked as hard as him to get 
my start. Only difference between me and Abe 
is, Abe did something worth while, and I just 
made money. Hey, Bill, don’t burn that kraut. 
If there’s one thing I hate— Yes, sir, Hank 
Hicks was my name before I got into smells 
and millions!” 

“Smells?” Mr. Tom questioned. 
“Perfumery—I make it by the barrel, 

Caprice, flower of fair France, violet, breath 
of the spring woods—this is bunk my 
advertising agent springs—lilac, love’s young 
dream—” 

“Mr. Hicks,” interrupted Mr. Tom 
excitedly, “maybe your firm made some lilac 
that I—” 

“Likely we did,” said Mr. Hicks. “The 
manager of our sales department estimates 
that our yearly product would make a smell 
ten feet high and fifteen wide, which would 
reach three times around the globe. Do you 
use perfume?” 

“Not now. I’m lucky to get a handout.” 
He sighed and looked away through the 

dingy show window, enlivened only by a few 
bottles of pop and a poster advertising a long-
past outing of the ice-handlers’ union. His 
silence and depression seemed to bring to the 
mind of his companion unpleasant thoughts. 



Lilac and Lucia  
 

3

With an impatient movement the perfume 
manufacturer slapped the table and swore 
fiercely. 

“Why did I get to talking shop?” he 
lamented. “It’s enough to spoil my evening. 
No. no. not your fault. It came to my mind 
naturally enough. You bet I can’t forget. 
Making sweet odors is the bitterest business in 
the world. Every year the drummers give 
away more of our stock to waitresses. Often a 
Hungarian laborer will fall into a vat of 
perfume and there’s a dead loss. To cap things 
this morning I lost my best perfume-smeller!” 

“I— I don’t quite understand.” said Mr. 
Tom. 

“Nothing to understand. He just quit. Goes 
to the municipal garbage disposal plant—head 
sorter, identifier of conglomerates, you know. 
It’ll cripple me bad.” 

“You mean,” said Mr. Tom, “that men are 
paid for ability to identify perfumes?” 

“Why not? You’ve heard of tea-tasters. 
Determining, for instance, which is a Roman 
hyacinth perfume, and which is just a plain 
wop one, might mean a difference of a 
thousand dollars on a small quantity. Labels 
are added last at the factory, and you’ve got to 
have a man with a post-graduate nose. 

“Then there’s trade efficiency. This man 
personally investigated the shop-girl, grass 
widow, and charming barber fields, learning 
what each used by being a nose-witness. I’ve 
known him to stand in the lee of three tar-
boilers on the same street, and tell me what 
sort of a sachet was carried by a lady on the 
other side of them!” 

“Remarkable!” declared Mr. Tom. “And 
more so that I should talk to you about 
perfume, when it has had such a part in my 
lamentable experiences.” 

“Gypped by them cut-rate dealers,” 
observed Mr. Hicks. “They’re a low-lived 
gang!” 

“No,” said Mr. Tom sadly: “my 

experiences were with perfume and a lady.” 
“That’s interesting,” said Mr. Hicks. “I 

was about to ask for your story. I thought we 
could have it with grub. Here, Bill, how’s 
them orders?” 

“I forgot tell-a you,” apologized Angel. 
“The cuk a-come. Your order is a-start.” 

“Good! While we wait, give us two pops. 
Dark and light—the burgundy and champagne 
of the lunch-counter. How I used to hog that 
stuff at the old county fair. I never get 
anything as harmless to drink at home, I 
assure you!” 

After Angel had set before them two 
glasses of the bubbling puerile drink, Mr. 
Hicks proceeded: “Now, let’s hear from you.” 

“To begin with,” related his companion, 
“my name is Thomas Tom. Tom Tom they 
called me back in Snake Creek County, and 
my cousin, Abner Boggs—he ran away with a 
circus, now in vaudeville under the name of 
Julian St. Bourbon—always said that a fellow 
with a name like that was due for a beating. 
Fate and the movies have given it to me. I 
graduated from a centralized school, where 
they taught the stay-on-the-farm idea, and I 
determined to enter a life of honest toil raising 
the cost of living on the city man. I went to 
live with and work for Mr. Jake Sharp. I fell in 
love with his daughter, Lucia Sharp. Lucia and 
I went to spelling bees and corn shuckings 
(revived under the direction of the State Board 
of Agriculture), and riding home of nights she 
would lay that pretty head on my shoulder—
ah, she was a girl!” 

He halted, his eyes bright and not without 
trace of moisture. 

“Lucia had all that domestic science and 
make-the-farm-more-livable stuff at her 
finger-tips. She could sweep like a vacuum 
cleaner and cook like you think your mother 
used to. From the fashion-books she got 
clothes ideas that made fade-aways of the 
best-dressed girls at the county seat. 
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“She was a beautiful sort of tow-head, 
with red and gold sprinkled on, and when she 
danced, or walked, or hopped a fence she went 
like a chipmunk, she was that graceful. She 
was blue-eyed and live as a bird. Mr. Hicks, 
and I loved her—awful.” 

He stopped, and Mr. Hicks felt he was 
about to come to a less pleasant part. After a 
moment he went on: 

“We were all but engaged. She wouldn’t 
give me a direct answer, but I was waiting, 
sure that in time she would. Then she got so 
she wouldn’t talk of marriage. She was silent 
and discontented. I couldn’t get out of her 
what was the matter until one day she said, 
‘Tommy, I’ve kept track of the picture shows 
I’ve seen’—we went to maybe one or two a 
week in town—‘and in nine out of ten of them 
a country girl went to the city and became 
famous. In the tenth she married an earl.’ 

“ ‘That was because the regular scenario 
editor was sick one day,’ I told her. Then I 
looked at her and said, ‘Lucia, have you 
caught the fever that got Bob Welch and Lizzy 
Ames?’ 

“ ‘I ain’t got no fever,’ she says, ‘only I’m 
sick and tired of this little old nothing of a 
place. Not a high building, not a theater, not a 
cafe—’ 

“ ‘Um-hum,’ I said, ‘You better talk to the 
deacon, Lucia. You’re in danger. You know 
what become of Bob Welch, don’t you? He 
ran away to the city, and become a street car 
conductor. The place where his brains ought 
to have been got beat out in a strike. As for 
Lizzy Ames, she became a milliner—and 
paints!’ 

“We had a quarrel and we weren’t ever the 
same afterwards. She didn’t speak of the city 
again. I remember the night before she left. 
We were sitting on the steps of the porch at 
her home, when I got up to go. I drew her over 
the lawn a bit where there was a small forest 
of lilacs, throwing their perfume on every 

side. Lilac always had been her favorite 
perfume, and her neck and hair, right in the 
place where I used to steal my best kisses 
always smelled of it. Here we had it both 
ways, the stored-up-in-a-bottle kind, and the 
natural. I kissed her, and she kissed me, more 
warmly than usual, now that I look back on it. 
That’s why I think she’d have me, if I’d find 
her. She left early in the morning, without a 
word to me. I’ve been hunting her ever since.” 

His face, which had brightened as he 
spoke of kissing Lucia once more grew dull 
and sad, as Mr. Tom went on: “I had a little 
money when I came to the city, and did 
nothing but hunt. Then I had to get money to 
live on. When I’d get a little ahead, I’d blow 
my job, and spend all my time in hunting. I 
wouldn’t spend money for clothing—I 
begrudged it—and my suit has got so bad I 
can’t get much besides common labor. I don’t 
even look well enough to get a job driving a 
truck, or be a shipping-clerk. Outside of my 
board I’ve only spent money on one thing. 
I’ve kept a bottle of lilac perfume in my room. 
Evenings when I was real discouraged, I’d dab 
some on my handkerchief, and then lay back 
in my chair. I’d put the handkerchief over my 
face, and then try to doze, and dream I was 
back at the lilac bushes, with Lucia in my 
arms. 

“She’s here somewhere, Mr. Hicks. Her 
sister writes me every week she hasn’t come 
home. I’m certain she’s too strong for city life 
to ever go to a smaller place. Furthermore 
she’d stick here to the end of time rather than 
to go back and admit she was wrong about the 
city. I’ll see her some day, riding down the 
avenue all in silks, and so fine I won’t dare 
even speak to her. She’ll belong to another 
man. Men simply can’t help loving her!”  

The pause this time was longer, and Mr. 
Hicks queried: “What are your plans?” 

“I’ll stay here and continue to look,” said 
Tom. “Maybe I’ll be fortunate enough to find 
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her before some other fellow does. I won’t go 
back to the country for the country’s sake. The 
city isn’t bad. The people here won’t do you 
any harm—if you watch them. I can get jobs 
enough, if I can manage to get some new 
clothes, and I can hold them, if I can keep my 
mind on them. But one thing bothers me. I’m 
broke and my bottle of perfume’s empty. It 
was such a help. To-night I was so 
discouraged I felt I’d just have to have some 
lilac perfume. I had fifty cents. So I decided to 
spend half on a shave with lilac, and half on 
supper. I got into the chair and began to dream 
of Lucia. The barber said something, and I—
thinking of her—said ‘Yes.’ The ivory- dome 
slaps on rose water! What could I say?” 

“We can fix you,” said Hicks. “I need a 
night watchman at the plant. You could sleep 
in the lilac room. You’d have to sleep 
somewhere, you know. All night watchmen 
do.” 

“I wouldn’t know how to thank you, Mr. 
Hicks. Honestly, it may sound strange, but I 
am sincere on this lilac matter. Whenever I 
inhale the sweet odor of that delightful flower, 
I am nearer my little lost sweetheart. When its 
dear odor comes through my nostrils, seeming 
to penetrate my very soul, a wonderful 
happiness—it is heaven—comes over me. If I 
never find her, Mr. Hicks, I shall always sniff 
lilac, and remember her. Lilac and she are 
inseparable. That unseen tie—that delectable 
fragrance—is the most potent thing which 
holds me to her, and to her memory. If I ever 
find her it shall be through it. Lilac and 
Lucia!” 

He sank back into his chair, a look of 
glorifying reminiscence upon his face. Hicks 
sat there, silent in respect. He was touched at 
the devotion of this stripling to a girl to whom 
he was bound by such a romantic and unusual 
tie. It was something ethereal, something from 
an elevated plane, something one does not 
meet in the prosaic every-day world. 

He looked at the thin, spiritual face before 
him, flushed and earnest after this soul-felt 
speech. Then, as he watched, a strange light 
came into the eyes of Mr. Tom. A faint breath 
was moving through the place. Some one at 
the back, perhaps, had opened the outer door, 
allowing the air to move forward. Thomas 
Tom leaned toward the breath like a person in 
a dream. His nostrils were expanded, his eyes 
were brightening. His whole being was 
drawing into an attitude of expectancy. Hicks 
watched, spellbound. 

Then Thomas Tom rose, slowly, steadily, 
like one impelled by a hypnotist. Nose first, he 
stepped with a deliberate, almost mechanical, 
stride, toward the kitchen. He paid no 
attention to Mr. Hicks, none to the bent figure 
or two at the counter; none to Angel 
Archangelopolis, whom he met at the door. 
Toward the kitchen he went, with quickening 
step. Faster—He ran—he leaped through the 
door! 

There was a sharp feminine shriek, and a 
hissing sound, like some one had spilled hot 
grease on a stove. Hank Hicks, no longer 
immobile, was at the heels of Thomas Tom. 
Passing through the door he saw a wondrous 
sight. 

In the arms of Thomas Tom was a slender 
girl. Upon his shoulder was a golden head, 
flame-sprinkled. Mr. Tom was squeezing 
hard, and the girl in his arms was snuggling 
close. 

Some time passed. Then Mr. Tom saw Mr. 
Hicks, and said: “Did you notice the odor of 
that steak and onions, Mr. Hicks? I knew who 
was beside the skillet the moment I caught a 
whiff. Nobody can fry steak and onions like 
my Lucy!” 

“Mr. Tom,” said Mr. Hicks, in the tones of 
business, “My head perfume smeller, who just 
left, drew fifty dollars a week. Would you care 
to sign a year’s contract at the same rate?” 

 


