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Y young friend,” said the 
professor, condescendingly, 
“have you indulged in 

introspective coagitation, as it were?” 
 “Huh!” said I. 
 The professor’s benign smile 
intensified his condescension. 
 “Ah, you do not understand. I thought 
you would not,” he replied. “But to simplify, 
have you not at odd moments felt, and at once 
fulfilled, a certain odd desire to enter into 
positive ratiocinative argument with the 
negatives of your true inward self? Ah, ah—as 
it were?” 
 I picked up a heavy walnut cribbage-
board from the table, examined it with great 
interest and even thoughtfully weighed it in 
my hand. I made no other answer. Professor 
Eisenkopf’s apprehensive eye at once 
contradicted the benignance of his lips. 
Professor Eisenkopf, as is readily seen, was at 
least in this definite and practical way, and in 
spite of his conceit, at once a mind reader and 
logician. 
 His frame stiffened. My heart melted. 
 “Do you mean,” I asked, gently, 
setting down the board as I sat upon the edge 
of the heavy library table, “do you mean—

have I ever taken the trouble to worry-about 
my real secret self? To wonder where it is, and 
what it might be?” 
 Professor Eisenkopf’s eyes sparkled 
and his frame was transmuted from its oaken 
stiffness of alarm back to the relief of plaint 
aspen. He rubbed his hands happily—and 
bowed with renewed graciousness. 
 “Exactly, Mr. Hemmingway, exactly!” 
 To myself I chuckled. To the lean 
professor I said abruptly: 
 “Thanks. I have not.” 
 His eyes showed positive horror. 
 “What? You never—” 
 “Never!” I nodded. 
 His eyes widened with growing pity. 
 “You—you—” 
 “I have never had the time,” I 
explained, to soothe his wounded soul. The 
study of the “inner self” was his hobby, and I 
knew it. But I think I must have been born 
“ornery.” And here I saw a chance to tease the 
professor and have a little fun. 
 “The time!” cried the professor, raising 
his hands reproachfully. 
 “Perhaps I had better say.” I added, 
cruelly again. “the opportunity.” 
 The professor sank into a chair. 
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 “The—” 
 “Don’t take it so hard, sir. I may be 
wrong in both these statements. After all, it 
might simply be that I lack the ah—the—” 
 “Yes, yes, yes?” cried my companion, 
earnestly, and with renewed enthusiasm. 
 “The inclination, sir,” I murmured 
weakly. 
 “My God!” The professor fairly 
sobbed. “My God!” he blurted out once more. 
Then: “And you call yourself a modern man, 
even ultramodern!” Professor Eisenkopf’s 
voice rose high. 
 I nodded proudly, and answered 
gallantly, but with a certain self-effacing 
weakness which I knew would take. 
 “Your statement, sir,” I said, “ is 
correct in toto. And your perception of my 
own inward character is wonderful, 
wonderful. What need, then,” I added, with 
malicious show of interest—“what need of my 
tearing out my inner self and its secrets, and 
subjecting them to my own personal 
examination and to perhaps necessary mental 
castigation, when you so ably do the former 
for me?” 
 The dear professor rose nobly to my 
bait. 
 “I will help you—will start you at 
once, Mr. Hemmingway. I have always 
observed that you were a true man of my 
heart—did I not leave my studies to come up 
to-night simply to see you and talk with you 
on questions of the day? All this time I might 
have been working on my experiments—and 
yet I came to you—to you. And so I will help 
you to seek your true inward self. All, Mr. 
Hemmingway, your inner self—what a field 
for exploration—and even exploitation, and 
development. Your inner self, your secret self, 
your true self, your—” 
 “Myself self, to put it simply, sir?” 
 The professor’s hand switched at his 
smooth-pointed goatee. 
 “Exactly, Mr. Hemmingway, exactly.” 

 “And this self self?” I hinted, 
breathlessly, giving visual evidence of a great 
thirst for knowledge as well. 
 “Your true inner consciousness!” he 
cried, enthusiastically. “That part of you that 
prompts you to do things which you are 
prevented by your artificially developed 
reason from really carrying out. The part that 
would act on whim, desire, impulse. The part 
of yourself that would control your every act, 
or at least would like to so control, if your 
reasoning and cultivated mind did not exercise 
its calming power and prevent.” 
 “You mean—if I suddenly thirst for an 
egg-chocolate-malted-milk just horribly, and 
suffer for it real pain, and am just about to call 
for one, when reason says: ‘You have just 
finished your fourth, good friend. Remember, 
no matter how you thirst, it was the last drop 
that burst the camel’s tummy. Forbear for 
your own stomach’s sake! Beware the tides 
of—’ Well, that’s about it, isn’t it, sir?” 
 “Exactly, Mr. Hemmingway, exactly!” 
 “Well,” I said, “begin.” 
 Professor Eisenkopf’s jaw dropped. 
 “Begin?” 
 “Precisely, sir,” I replied, eagerly. 
 “But what shall I begin?” he cried. 
 “To set me in the right track, professor. 
To guide me in the tortuous paths of 
introspection lest I fall by the wayside and die 
in the muck of my own imagination.” 
 The professor’s hands clasped in his 
excitement. Then he calmed suddenly and 
gazed intently at me without a sign of 
emotion, stared until I almost squirmed 
beneath his scrutiny. Then, as suddenly again, 
he smiled and nodded vigorously. 
 “A man of my own heart—how ably 
expressed, Mr. Hemmingway. “Now,” he 
settled himself comfortably in my heavy 
leathered chair, “to begin. My first 
requirement is this—ah,” The professor 
paused, and gazed in abstraction at the ceiling. 
 “Well?” I hinted, after a moment. 
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 “Exactly!” he cried, fixing his eyes 
upon mine. “Your mind must be opened 
absolutely. In answering whatever questions I 
ask, you must be absolutely frank. That is my 
first condition.” 
 My face, I hope, remained sober. I 
remarked without hesitation that I would 
follow his directions. I would be frank—very 
frank. 
 “The second requirement?” I asked, 
gently. 
 “My second requirement,” said the 
professor, “is this: You must take a sheet of 
ordinary letter paper and write upon it some 
secret you have always entertained. Let it be 
something as nearly unbiased by propriety or 
custom or reason as possible. Let it be simply 
a frank and open-minded statement of the 
thing as you see it. Let it be an expression, as 
near as you can make it, of your true inner 
self.” 
 I nodded—and found the paper. 
 “I will go into the next room,” I said, 
“for privacy, and for greater secrecy in order 
to make this examination a real test,” I added. 
“I am very desirous, I assure you, Professor 
Eisenkopf, of really knowing what my inner 
mind is.” 
 I stayed in the other room several 
minutes and thought. Then I went back and 
held out the folded paper, already sealed in its 
envelope. Professor Eisenkopf waved it aside. 
 “Place the envelope under yonder 
cribbage case,” he directed. “I will not touch it 
yet. But I will endeavor, by bringing out your 
true thoughts, which represent your true inner 
self unhampered by reason, to lead those 
thoughts in such a way as to finally come to 
the very one which is written upon that paper. 
I will show you, by-analyzing your many 
minor thoughts, how one may by simple 
process of reasoning arrive at the one great 
absorbing thought which is the all-inclusive 
expression of your true inward self. Do you 

follow me?” 
 He bent his hawkish features upon me 
as I drew up another cushioned chair before 
the fire. I took the time to inhale a first 
comforting breath of the long Havana between 
my teeth. “Start right in, professor,” I said to 
myself. “You’ll think long before you 
discover what is on that paper.” 
 “So far the way is clear, sir,” I 
answered, aloud. “You will question me 
regarding my inner self. I will answer as best I 
can, very frankly, and with no evasion of the 
issue. And in the end, by a process of 
reasoning, you will discover for me the one 
real absorbing thought that is my true inner 
self. You will name what is on the paper, 
there—the true expression of my real self.” 
 “Exactly, sir, exactly.” The professor’s 
black eyes snapped. “First, now—what is the 
thought that is uppermost in your mind at this 
very instant?” 
 “I must be frank?” I reminded him. 
 He nodded gravely. “As to your 
physician, sir.” 
 “At my ranch,” I answered, slowly and 
exhaled a thin stream of blue tobacco 
smoke—“at my ranch is a sick cow.” 
 Professor Eisenkopf’s delicate brows 
rose a trifle, I fancied, at the matter of factness 
of my answer. Then, as if a thought had struck 
him as already certain, and as if my answer 
had been in accord with it, he nodded. 
 “Ah—ah,” he murmured. “At your 
ranch there is a sick cow.” 
 His voice was wondrous, now, and 
dreamy. Poor professor— he’d discover my 
true inner self, oh, yes. That paper— 
 “Deduction number one correct.” I 
approved, as I flicked my ash upon the hearth. 
Then, after a moment’s frowning silence on 
my companion’s part: “Next?” 
 “And er—er—the cow’s name?” 
 “Euphrosonie,” I promptly answered. 
 The professor’s brows knitted once 
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more. Once more he thought in silence. Then 
once more he murmured: 
 “Euphrosonie?” 
 “Deduction number two correct,” I 
declared. “Fine, fine—remarkable! And 
following that?” I am afraid I almost was rude, 
almost gave myself away. But without a word, 
the professor sank back in thought. 
 And while he thinks—let us for a 
moment philosophize. 
 Reason is a queer thing. A queerer 
thing still is reasoning. And when one reasons 
falsely the superlative of queerness may be 
reached—and the deduction, though arrived at 
by a process of reasoning, and though it 
seemed reasonable enough, yet it is not within 
reason. And when one reasons rightly the 
deduction will be correct and within reason, 
and yet queerly enough, may at the same time, 
as we think the matter over, be unreasonable. 
 Thus, in following false logic, one may 
find himself reasonable but wrong. And in 
following correct logic one may find himself 
unreasonable, but right. Therefore the 
reasonable is not always right nor is the 
unreasonable always wrong. Yet, we hear, a 
thing must be either right or wrong. Then does 
it not follow—or does it—that the reasonable 
may sometimes be the unreasonable? 
 After this brief mental hiatus the 
curtain rises in haste. 
 The professor has been thinking. The 
professor wishes to lead us to that all-
absorbing thought which is my inner self. He 
is trying to lead to the paper, in that scaled 
envelope, under that book, on my library 
table, wherein is—but we will see if he scents 
the reasonable trail, or not. 
 “You have a ranch, then, I take it?” 
 “Correct in first detail,” I replied. “But 
as to the second—you don’t.” 
 He stared at me thoughtfully a 
moment, then frowned in grim reproval. 
 “It is a dairy ranch?” 
 “It’s in the middle of the sunny San 

Joaquin,” I answered. “And I have no 
irrigation plant.” 
 “Then this—this—what did you say 
the name was?” 
 “Euphrosonie,” I repeated. 
 “Ah—then this Euphrosonie is the 
only cow you have; only a family cow, as it 
were.” 
 “Correct, again,” I nodded, then added: 
“As it is.” 
 “And she is kept for her milk?” the 
professor went on, raising his fine brows once 
more. 
 “Only on the side,” I answered. “Her 
real purpose is architectural. Ah,” I went on, 
“in the delicious San Joaquin twilight, with 
the sun a golden orange flattening fast 
Beneath the western valley haze, and the 
coolness of the river breezes sweeping up 
from the bays below, and the stars peeping out 
in the deepening blue overhead, and a glowing 
glory reflected over all from the tinted snows 
of the far-off Sierras; ah, ’tis then that 
Euphrosonie does her part. Euphrosonie adds 
tone to the lovely scene—as well as milk. Ah, 
professor, it is wonderful what that cow can 
do. Why, she—” 
 Professor Eisenkopf’s hand stopped 
my flow. 
 “Thank Heaven,” he said, “that all 
poets are not yet driven from this earth!” Then 
he paused. 
 I started. The professor was really a 
pretty good chap, after all. And this despite his 
theories. I reached out and humbly touched his 
knees. 
 “Thank you,” I murmured. But he 
heard not—his mind was working toward that 
hidden paper and the expression upon it that 
would show my inner self. 
 “Good!” he went on. “Things progress 
admirably. You own a ranch—therefore you 
love the out of doors. The fact that you keep a 
cow shows a tendency toward domesticity, 
and a longing for home and family life. That 
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you say you keep her for her beauty as well as 
her milk, combined with your so wonderfully 
expressed appreciation of the San Joaquin’s 
evening wonders, leads me to the conclusion 
that you are at heart an artist.” 
 “An uncle of mine,” I muttered, 
“painted my windmill and my R.F.D. box.” 
 The professor ignored my frantic 
boast. 
 “And that you do not live upon the 
ranch,” he went on, “shows a love of ease and 
luxury. Good—but Eu—Euphrosonie is ill, 
you say?” 
 I nodded. I had said that the cow was 
indisposed, certainly. But how was this 
reasoning going to lead to the discovering of 
my real inner self? 
 “And that thought was uppermost in 
your mind when I asked you my first 
question? Is that not correct?” continued 
Professor Eisenkopf. “You were thinking of 
that suffering animal far up in the San 
Joaquin—and held that thought above all 
other thoughts? Is she very ill? 
 “Quite,” I answered, sadly. 
 “And is her pain great?” 
 “No sooner had I left the ranch last 
week-end than her moans mingled with the 
chirping music of the crickets in the stubble,” 
I murmured. 
 “Ah—it is sad, it is sad. And you are 
worried?” 
 I nodded again—dumbly. 
 Professor Eisenkopf eyed me gravely a 
moment, and with his elbows on the arms of 
the chair, thoughtfully tapped his fingers 
together. 
 “And to-day is Thursday—four days 
have passed since you saw her last. And yet 
still the impression made by her pain is 
uppermost in your mind. My deduction from 
this is obvious, Mr. Hemmingway. You are 
not only a lover of the great outdoors, an 
artist, but also a man of sympathy. 

 I gravely exhaled a whirling flood of 
good Havana smoke. 
 “Obviously,” I repeated. Then lower: 
“The darn she-cattle cost me sixty-five 
bucks!” 
 “And yet,” continued the professor, his 
black eyes searching mine, “and yet with all 
this trouble and anxiety and temperament, you 
can sit here calmly and do your best to aid me 
in teaching you how to look into your true 
inner self! It is wonderful—and I am almost 
arrived at my goal. In but one moment more I 
will name that inmost thought that is 
yourself—and you will understand, and see, at 
last! And to think—the mention of this simple 
cow has brought me to my conclusion. The 
science of logical reasoning is, indeed, 
wonderful, wonderful.” 
 I nodded. Maybe it was. But I doubted 
it. The professor’s reasoning was reasonable 
enough—that I had to admit. But, then, he 
might be like the chicken thief, who was very 
careful and quiet as he entered the roost shed. 
And very cautious as he felt of the chickens as 
they cluck-clucked in their dreams. And 
entirely reasonable in seizing one which 
displayed a singular sleekness to the touch. 
But wrong in conclusion—for the thing he 
seized was a fat-fed pole cat bent upon an 
errand similar to his. And the professor’s 
conclusion might be just as er—ah—bad. 
 The professor was very, very calm 
now. I could see that what he had said was 
true- he was approaching the climax of his 
logic. He would soon tell me what was on that 
sheet of paper. He would divulge to me my 
true inner self! 
 I was learning rapidly—wonderfully! 
My true inner self! The secret would be out! 
Inwardly I helped myself to a hearty, and I 
must say, a conceited chuckle. “The higher we 
soar,” I reminded the professor, in the depths 
of my silent thought, “the harder the fall.” 
Poor professor! But, then, I was here to learn. 
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 The professor’s eyes, seeming all 
pupil, fixed themselves upon mine—and my 
inward chuckle then threatened again to break 
out. But I restrained myself—and wondered to 
what conclusion Professor Eisenkopf would 
arrive. Quite suddenly he leaned forward and 
tapped upon my knee. I leaned for the shock—
my inner self—and steadied my features to 
sphinxlike gravity. 
 “I have it!” he cried, enthusiastically. 
“I have it! Listen! The thought that was 
uppermost in your mind, of this unfortunate 
Euphrosonie, this cow, has given it to us. 
Listen!” 
 I looked into his eye—and then I 
listened. What was this the professor was 
saying? What—was his reasoning so truly-
logical? Had he come really to a reasonable 
conclusion? Was— And would the paper in 
that envelope prove—  
 “Listen, you!” he cried. 
 “You bought a ranch, not a farm—but 
to boast about. You are too lazy to run it 
yourself—so found a man who’d take the 
trouble. You bought a cow because the man 
you hired to run the ranch out of debt for you 
has a growing family, and for that reason only. 
Your cow is ill, if she is ill at all, because you 
cut her rations and raised Cain about her feed, 
when you so honored your ranch with a visit 
this last week-end. 
 “You have no poetry in your heart 
because in place of a heart you have a 
throbbing lump of rotten and iconoclastic 
cynicism. You made a mock of something I 
would do to really draw you from your self-
dug pit of miring conceit and asininity— and 

scoffed at my earnestness in my very face; and 
I your guest at your very hearth.” 
 The professor rose, his eyes flashing. 
 “And your entire self is so absorbed in 
your entire self, in your own complete 
selfishness and conceit, that your inner self, 
your true self, rasps through as raggedly, and 
as raucously, as a broken tooth-saw through a 
knot-holed timber. You are an egotistical 
nonentity, a know-nothing—and you know it 
not. And my conclusion, easily arrived at, I 
assure you, sir, is that your true inner self is an 
absolute blank.” 
 I jumped for the envelope wherein lay 
the folded paper. But he beat me to it. He 
raised the cribbage board, and seized the 
envelope. I sank down into my chair, and 
covered my eyes with my hands and groaned. 
 The professor was very, very silent 
after I heard him rustle that paper open. Then 
suddenly he burst into a peal of ironic and 
sneering laughter—and I trembled in my 
shame and exposure. 
 The professor was right—and my own 
act had proved it. For the paper, itself, was 
absolutely blank. 
 Dimly I heard the professor move 
toward the hall. Quickly I jumped to my feet, 
and took, him by the arm and lead him back, 
and held out my prime Havanas, and sizzled 
something in a glass. 
 “Sit down,” I pleaded. “I want to 
learn—to learn how to make something out of 
nothing.” 
 And, Heaven be praised, the professor 
was the man that I was not—and sat. 

 


