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and traditions of the neighborhood He recol
lected Rip at once and corroborated his story in
the most satisfactory manner He assured the
company that 1t was o fact handed down from
his ancestor the listorian that the Kaatshill
Mountains had always been haunted by strange
bemngs That 1t was affirmed that the great Hen
drik Hudson the first discoserer of the nver and
country hept a hind of vigil there every twenty
years with his crew of the Half moon beng
permtted n this way to revisit the scenes of his
enterprise and keep a guardian eye upon the
niver and the great city called by his name  That
lus father had once seen them m their old Dutch
dresses playmg at nine pins m a hollow of the
mountamn and that he himself had heard one
summer afternocon the sound of their balls like
distant peals of thunder

T&imake 2 long story short the company broke
up and returned to the more important concerns
of the election Rip s daughter took Tum home
to hive with her she had a snug well furnished
house and a stout cheery farmer for a husband
whom Ruip recollected for one of the urchins that
used to chmb upon lus bac!  As to Rip s son and
heir who was the ditto of himself seen leaning
agamst the tree he was employed to work on the
farm but evinced a hereditary disposition to at
rend to anything else but ms business

Rip now resumed hus old walks and habits he
soon found many of his former cromes though
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He used to tell his story to every stranger that
arrved at Mr Doolittles hotel He was ob
served at first to vary on some poits every time
he told it which was doubtless owing to hus hay
g so recently awahed It at last settled down
precisely to the tale T have related and not a man
woman or child in the neighborhood but knew it
by heart Some always pretended to doubt the
reality of 1t and msisted that Rip had been out
of lis head and that this was one point on which
he always remamned fighty 'The old Dutch n
habitants however almost unmversally gaveat full
credit Even to this day they never hear a thun
derstorm of a summer afternoon about the Kaats
Ll but they say Hendrih Hudson and his crew
are at therr game of nme pins and 1t 15 a com
mon wish of all henpeched husbands 1n the neigh
borhood when life hangs heavy on therr hands
that they mught have a quieting draught out of
Rip Van Winkle s flagon
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at song the Syrens & ng or what nam Achilles assumed
when e hid himself among womes, although pursling due & 1S are
ot b yond all conjectur omas Browne
HE mental features discoursed of as the
analytical are n themselves but httle
susceptible of analysis We appreciate
them only m their effects We hnow of them
among other things that they are always to theirr
possessor when nordmately possessed a source
of the liveliest enjoyment As the strong man
exults in his physical abiity delighting m such
exercises as call lus muscles into action so glorzes
the analyst mn that moral actinty which disen
tangles He derives pleasure from even the most
irivial oceupations brmging Ius talent mto play
He 1s fond of enigmas of conundrums hero
glyphies exhibiting in his solutions of each a de
gree of acumen which appears to the ordinary ap
prehension preternatural  ¥his results brought
about by the very soul and essence of method
have 1n truth the whole air of intuition
The faculty of resolution 1s possibly much in
wigorated by mathematical study and especially
by that highest branch of 1t which unjustly and
83
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merely on account of aits retrograde operations,
has been called, as if par excellence, analysis
Vet to caleulate 1s not 1n stscll to analyze A
chess player for example does the one, without
effort st the other It follows that the game of
chess 1 sts effects upon mental character, 13
greatly msunderstood 1 am not now wnling
a treatise but ssimply prefsang o somesshat pe
cubar narratine by observations sery much at
random T will, therefore tale oceasion to assert
that the higher powers of the reflective mtellect
are more deeidedly and more usefully tashed by
the unostentatious game of draughts than by all
the eleborate frivolity of chess  XYn this latter,
where the pieces have different and bizarre me-
tions with vanous and sanable values what 13
only complex 15 mustaken {a not unusual error}
for what 15 profound Lhe attention is here
called powerfully into play  If % flag for anm

stant an oversight 15 comnutted resultng m
myury or defeat The possible moves being not
only mamfold but mvolute the chances of such
oversights are multiphied and in nine cases out
of ten, 1t 15 the more concentrative rather than
the more acute player who conquers In
draughts on the contrary where the moves are
unque and have but httle vanation the proba

bibties of inadvertence are dimmshed and the
mere attention being left comparatively unem

ployed, what advantages are ohtamned by either
party are obtaned by superior acumen 'Fo be
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less abstract let us suppose a game of draughts
where the pieces are reduced to four hings and
where of course no oversight 1s to be expected
It 15 obvious that here the victory can be decided
(the players bemng at all equal) only by some
recherche movement the result of some strong
exertion of the intellect Deprived of ordinary
resources the analyst throws himself into the
spint of his opponent 1dentifies himself there
with and not infrequently sees thus at a glance
the sole methods (sometimes indeed absurdly sim
ple ones) by which he may seduce into error or
hurry into miscalculation

Whist has long been known for its mnfluence
upon what 1s termed the caleulating power and
men of the highest order of ntellect have been
known to take an apparently unaccountable de
Iightinit while eschewing chess as frivolous Be
yond doubt there 1s nothing of 2 sipular nature
so greatly tasking the faculty of analysis The
best chess player in Christendom may be httle
more than the best player of chess but pro
ficteney 1 whist xmplies capacity for success
all those more important undertalings where
mind struggles with mund  When I say pro
ficlency I mean that perfection 1 the game
which meludes a comprehension of all the sources
whence legitimate adiantage may be denved
These are not only mamfold but multiform and
Iie frequently among recesses of thought alto
gether iaccessible to the ordinary understand
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mg 'To observe attentively 1s to remember dis-
tmetly and so far the concentrative chess-
player will do very well at whist while the rules
of Hoyle (themselves based upon the mere
mechanism of the game) are sufficiently and gen
erally comprehensible  Thus to have a retentive
memory snd proceed by the book  are ponts
commonly regarded as the sum total of good play
g But 1t 1s mn matters beyond the hnuts of
mere rule that the shill of the analy st 1s evinced
He males m silence a host of observations and
mferences So perhaps do lus companions and
the difference 1n the extent of the information ob
tamed hies not so much m the validity of the in
ference as m the quahty of the observation The
necessars hnowledge 1s that of what to obserse
Qur player confines himself not at all nor be-
cause the game 1s the object does he reject
deductions from things external to the game
He esammes the countenance of his partner
comparing 1t carefully with that of each of lus
opponents He considers the mode of assorting
the cards in each hand, often counting trump by
trump and honor by honor through the glances
bestowed by their holders upon each  He notes
every varation of face as the play progresses
gathering a fund of thought from: the differences
mn the expression of certanty of surprise of tri
umph or chagrm  T'rom the manner of gather
mg up a trick he judges whether the person tal-
mng 1t ean make another m the st He recog
an
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nizes what 1s played through feint by the manner
with which 1t 1s thrown upon the table A casual
or madvertent word the accidental dropping or
turning of a card with the accompanying anxiety
or carelessness In regard to its concealment the
countmg of the tricks with the order of therr
arrangement embarrassment hesitation eager
ness or treprdation—all afford to his apparently
mtuitive perception 1ndications of the true state
of affairs  The first two or three rounds having
been played he 15 1n full possession of the con-
tents of each hand and thenceforward puts down
his cards with as absolute a preaision of purpose
&5 if the rest of the party had turned outward the
faces of therr own

The analytical power should not be confounded
with simple ingenutty for while the analyst 15
necessarily ingenious the mgenious man 1s often
remarkably incapable of anzlysis  The construe-
tive or combming power by which mngenmty 1s
usually manifested and to which the phrenolo
gists (I behieve erroneously) have assigned a sep
arate organ supposing it & primitive faculty has
been so frequently seen in those whose mtellect
bordered otherwise upon 1diocy as to have at
tracted general observation among writers on
morals Between ingenuity and the analytic abid
1ty there exists a difference far greater indeed
than that between the fancy and the imagination
but of a character very strctly analogous Tt will
be found n fact that the ingemous are always
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tanaiful and the truly imagmatne never other
wise than analy tic

The narratie which follows will appear to the
reader somewhat in the hight of a commentary
upon the propositions just advanced

Residing 1 Pans during the spring and part
of the summer of 18— I there became acquanted
with a Monsieur C Auguste Dupin  This young
gentleman was of an excellent ndeed of an)llus
trious family but by a vanety of untoward
events had been reduced to such poverty that the
energy of his character succumbed beneath it and
he ceased to bestir lumself in the world or to care
for the retrieval of his fortunes By courtesy of
his creditors there still remained 1n lus possession
a small remnant of us patnmony and upon the
mcome ansing from this he managed by means
of a rigorous economy to procure the necessarzes
of Iife without troubling humself about 1ts super-
fluties Books indeed were his sole luxures

Qur first meeting was at an obscure library 1n
the Rue Montmartre where the accident of outr
both being in search of the same very rare and
very remarhable volume brought us into closer
communion  We saw each other agamn and agamn
T was deeply interested in the hittle family history
which he detailed to me with all the candor which
a Frenchman indulges whenever mere self 1s the
theme I was astonished too at the vast extent
of lus reading and above all T felt my soul en

Lmdled within me by the wild fervor and the
R
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viiid freshness of his imagmation  Seehing 1
Pans the objects I then sought T felt that the
society of such 2 man would be to me a treasure
beyond price and this feeling I frankly confided
to im Tt was at length arranged that we
should Iive together durmg my stay in the aty,
and as my worldly circumstances were somewhat
less embarrassed than his own I was permitted
to be at the expense of renting and furmshing
1 a style which suited the rather fantastic gloom
of our common temper a time eaten and gro
tesque mansion long deserted through superst
tions into which we did not inquire and tottering
toaits fall in a retired and desolate portion of the
Faubourg St Germam

Had the routine of our Iife at this place been
known to the world we should have been re
garded as madmen—although perhaps as mad
men of a harmless nature Our seclusion was
perfect We admtted no visitors Indeed the
locality of our retirement had been carefully kept
a secret from my own former associates and 1t
had been many years since Dupin had ceased to
Lnow or be known in Panis  We exsted within
ourselves alone

It was a freak of fancy in my friend (for what
else shall I call 1t?) to be enamored of the might
for her own sake andinto this bizarrerie asinto
all hrs others I quetly fell giving myself up to
his wild whims with a perfect abandon The
sable divimty would not herself dwell with us



GRLATEST SIHORT STORILS

always but we could counterfeit her presence.
At the first dawn of the morning we closed all the
massy shutters of our old bwlding lighted a
couple of tapers which strongly perfumed threw
out only the ghasthest and feeblest of rays By
the aid of these we then busied our souls n
dresms—reading writing or conversing until
warned by the cloch of the advent of the true
Darhness Then we sallied forth into the streets
arm in arm contmuing the topics of the day or
roaming far and wide until a late hour seehing
amud the wild lights and shadows of the populous
aty that infimty of mental excitement which
quiet observation can afford
At such times I could not help remarhing and
adminng (although from lis rich ideahty I had
been prepared to expect 1t) a peculiar analytic
ebility 1n Dupin He seemed too to take an
eager delight mn ats exercise—if not exactly nats
display—and did not hesitate to confess the pleas
ure thus dertved  He boasted to me with a low,
chuckling laugh that most men 1n respect to
hiunself wore windows 1n therr bosoms and was
wont to follow up such assertions by direct and
very starthing proofs of his intimate knowledge
of my own s manner at these moments was
frigid and abstract his cyes were vacant 1n ex
presston while lus voice usually a rich tenor rose
mto a treble which would have sounded petulant
but for the deliberateness and entire distinctness
of the enunciation Observing lim m these
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moods X often dwelt meditatively upon the old
phulosophy of the B1 Part Sou! and amused my
self with the fancy of a double Dupm—the crea
tive and the resolvent
Let 1t not be supposed from what I have just
said that I am detailing any mystery or penmng
any romance What I have described mn the
Frenchman was merely the result of an exated,
or perhaps of a diseased intelhgence But of the
character of his remarks at the periods m ques
tion an example will best convey the 1dea
‘We were strolling one mght down a long dirty

street 1 the ity of the Palais Royal Bemng
both apparently occupted with thought neither
of us bad spohen a syllable for fifteen minutes at
least All at once Dupm broke forth with these
words

He 15 a very little fellow thats true and
would do better for the Theatre des Varietes

There can be no doubt of that I replied un
wittingly and not at first observing (so much
had I been absorbed n reflection) the extraord:
nary manner m which the speaker had chimed in
with my meditations In an instant afterward
T recollected myself and my astomishment was
profound

Dupin  said I gravely this 1s beyond my
comprehension X do not hesitate to say that X
am amazed and can scarcely credit my senses
How was 1t possible you should know I was
thinking of—?  Here I paused to ascertamn be
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-ond a doubt whether he really knew of whom I
hought

of Chantilly,’ smd he “why do you
pause? You were remarhing to yourself that lus
dimmutive figure unfitted lum for tragedy ’
That was preaisely what had formed the sub-
ject of my reflections Chantilly was 2 quondam
cobbler of the Rue St Dems who becorming
stage mad had attempted the role of Xerves m
Crebillon s tragedy so called and been notorn
ously pasquinaded for lus pans
Tell me for Heavens sahe I exclmmed
the method—if method there 1s—by which you
have been enabled to fathom my soul 1n this mat
ter In fact I was even more startled than I
would have been willing to express
It was the frutterer replied my friend * who
brought you to the conclusion that the mender of
soles was not of sufficrent height for Xerxes et 1d
genus omne
The fruiterer!—you astomsh me—I know no
fruiterer whomsoever
The man who ran up aganst you as we en
tered the street—it may have been fifteen min
utes ago
X now remembered that mn fact a fruiterer
carrying upon his head a large bashet of apples
had nearly thrown me down, by acaident as ne
passed from the Rue C~—— ito the thorough
fare where we stood but what this had to do with
Chantilly X could not possibly understand
40
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There was not a particle of charlatanene about
Dupin I wllexplam hesud and that you
may comprehend all clearly we will first retrace
the course of your meditations from the moment
m which I spoke to you untd that of the ren
contre with the frurterer in question  The larger
Iinks of the cham run thus—Chantilly Orron Dr
Nichols Lpicurus Stereotomy the street stones
the fruiterer

There are few persons who have not at some
period of their hves amused themselves in retrac
g the steps by which particular conclusions of
therr own minds have been attained The occu
pation 1s often full of interest and he who at
tempts 1t for the first time 1s astomshed by the
apparently illimitable distance and mcoherence
between the starting pont and the goa! What
then must have been my amazement when I
heard the Yrenchman speak what he had just
spoken and when I could not help acknowledg
ing that he had spolen the truth  He continued

We had been tallung of horses 1f I remember
aright just before leaving the Rue C. This
wras the last subject we discussed  As we crossed
mto this street a fruiterer with a large basket
upon his head brushing quickly past us thrust
you upon & pile of paving stones collected at a
spot where the causeway 1s undergomng repair
You stepped upon one of the loose fragments
shpped shightly stramed your ankle appesred
vexed or sulky muttered a few words turned to

PP
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Yook at the pile and then proceeded m sifence
1 was not particularly attentive to what vou did,
hut observation has become with me, of late a
speaies of necessity

Y ou hept vour eyes upon the ground—glance
g with a petulant expression at the holes and
ruts in the pavement (so that I saw 3 ou were still
tlunlang of the stones), until we reached the hittle
alley called Lamartine which has been paved by
way of expemment with the overlapping and
nveted blocks Here your countenance bright
ened up and, pereevmng your hips move I could
not doubt that you murmured the word stere-
otomy n term very affectedly applied to this
species of pavement I kmew that you could not
say to sourself stereotomy’ without bemng
brought to thmk of atomies and thus of the
theories of Ipicurus and since when we dis
cussed this subject not very long ago I men
tioned to you how singularly <t with how httle
nohice the vague guesses of that noble Greel had
met with confirmation i the late nebular cos
mogony I felt that vou conld not avord casting
your eyes upward to the great nebula in Qrion
and I certamly expected that you would do so
You did Joal up and I was now assured that I
had correctly followed your steps But m that
Intter tirade upon Chantilly whick appeared n
yesterday s Musee the satinst maling some
disgraceful allusions to the cobblers change of
name upon assuming the bushin quoted a Latn
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line about which we have often conversed. I
mean the line

Perdudit antiquum liters prima sonum,

T had told you that this was in reference to Orion
formerly written Urion and from certam pun
gencies connected with this explanation I was
aware that you could not have forgotten 1t It
was clear therefore that you would not fai to
combme the two 1deas of Ornion and Chantilly
That you did combine them I saw by the charac
ter of the smle which passed over yourhips  You
thought of the poor cobblers immolation So
far you had been stooping i your gait but now
I saw you draw yourself up to your full height
I was then sure that you reflected upon the di
mnutive figure of Chantilly At this pomt I m
terrupted your meditations to remark that as n
fact he was a very hittle fellow—that Chantilly—
he would do better at the Theatre des Vanetes

Not long after this we were looking over an
evening edition of the Gazette des Tribunaux
when the following paragraphs arrested our at
tention

Eaxtraordinary M wrders—Ths morning
about three o clock the mhahtants of the Quar-
tier St Roch were roused from sleep by a sueces
sion of ternific shrieks issuing apparently from
the fourth story of a house i the Rue Morgue
known to be n the sole occupancy of one Madame
L Espanaye and her daughter Mademoiselle
45
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Camille L Tspanaye  After some delay ocer
sioned by a fruntless attempt to procure admis
sion 1n the usual manner the gateway was brohen
m with a crowbar and eight or ten of the neigh
bors entered sccompamed by two gendarmes
By this time the cries had ceased but as the
party rushed up the first flight of stairs two or
more rough voices m angry contention were dis
tingushed and seemed to proceed from the upper
part of the house As the sccond landing was
reached thess sounds also, had ceased and
every thing remained perfectlv quet The party
spread themselves and hurried from room to
room Upon arrving at a Jarge back chamber
i the fourth story (the door of which being
found locked with the Lkey mnside was forced
open) a spectacle presented itself which struch
everv one present not less with horror than with
astorishment

The apartment was mn the w idest disorder—
the furmture brohen and thrown about in all di
rections There was only one bedstead and from
this the bed had been removed and thrown mnto
the muddle of the floor On a chair Iay a razor,
besmeared with blood On the hearth were two
or three long and thick tresses of gray human
hair also dabbled with blood and seeming to
have been pulled out by the roots Upon the
floor were found four Napoleons an carrmg of
topaz threc large silver spoons three smaller of
metal d Alger and two bags contaming nearly
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four thousand franes in gold The drawers of a
bureau which stood 1n one corner were open and
had been apparently nfled although many ar
ticles still remaned 1n them A small 1ron safe
was discovered under the bed (not under the bed
stead) It was open with the hey still in the
door It had no contents beyond a few old let
ters and other papers of httle consequence

Of Madame L, Espanaye no traces were here
seen but an unusual quantity of soot being ob
served m the fireplace a search was made in the
chimney and (hornble to relate!l} the corpse of
the daughter head downward was dragged there
from 1t having been thus forced up the narrow
aperture for a considerable distance 'The body
was quite warm  Upon examining 1t many ex
comations were percerved no doubt occasioned by
the violence with which 1t had been thrust up and
disengaged Upon the face were many severe
scratches and upon the throat dark bruises and
deep ndentations of finger nails as if the de
ceased had been throttled to death

After a thorough mnvestigation of every por
tion of the house without further discovery the
party made its way mnto a small paved yard n the
rear of the bullding where lay the corpse of the
oldlady withher throat so entirely cut that upon
an attempt to raise her the head fell off The
body as well as the head was fearfully mutilated
—the former so much so as scarcely to retam any

semblance of humamty
Ary
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To this horrible mystery there 1s not as yeb,

we believe the shightest clew ’
The next day s paper had these sdditional

particulars

The Tragedy wn the Rue DMorgue —Many
indmiduals have been examined in relation to this
most extraordinary ond fnghtful affar  [the
word affaire has not yet m Irance that lenity
of import which 1t conmveys with us] but noth
ing whatever has transpired to throw hght upon
it We gne below all the matenal testhmony
elicited

Pauline Dubourg laundress deposes that
she has known both the deceased for three years
having worked for themduring that period
The old lady and her daughter seemed on good
terms—very affectionate toward ecach other
They were excellent pay  Could not speak m
regard to their mode or means of lving Be
lieved that Madame L told fortunes for a liv
mg Was reputed to have money put bv
Never met any person n the house when she
called for the clothes or took them home Vag
sure that they had no servant in employ ‘There
appeared to be no furmture 1n any part of the
bulding except m the fourth story

Pierre Morequ tobacconst deposes that he
has been 1n the hahit of selling small quantihies
of tobacco and snuff to Madame L Lspanave
for nearly four years Was born m the neigh
borhood and has always resided there The de-
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ceased and her daughter had occupied the house
m which the corpses were found for more than
six years It was formerly occupied by a jew
eler who under let the upper rooms to varous
persons The house was the property of Madame
L She became dissatisfied with the abuse of
the premises by her tenant and moved mto them
herself refusmg to let any portion 'Lhe old
lady was cluldish  Witness had seen the daugh
ter some five or six times during the six years
The two lived an exceedingly retired hife—were
reputed to have money Had heard it sad
among the neighbors that Madame L told for
tunes—did not believe it Had never seen any
person enter the door except the old lady and
her daughter a porter once or twice and a phy
siclan some erght or ten times

Many other persons neighbors gave en
dence to the same effect No one was spol en of
as frequenting the house It was not known
whether there were any hiving connections of
Madame L and her daaghter The shutters of
the front windows were seldom opened Those
m the rear were always closed with the excep
tion of the large back room fourth story The
house was a good house—not very old

Isidore DMuset gendarme deposes that he
was called to the house about three o clock in the
morning and found some twenty or thirty per
sons at the gateway endeavoring to gain ad
mittance Torced 1t open at length with 2

a0
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bayonet—not with a crow bar  Had but hittle
difficulty n getting 1t open on account of its
being a double or folding gate and bolted neither
at bottom nor top  The shrichs were continued
until the gate was forced—and then suddenly
ceased They seemed to be screams of some
person (or persons) n great agony—were loud
and drawn out not short and quick  Witness
led the way upstairs Upon reaching the first
landing heard two toices 1n loud and angry
contention—the one a gruff voice the other
much shriller—a very strange voice Could dis
tinguish some words of the former which was
that of a Trenchman Was positive that 1t
was not o woman s voice Could distinguish the
words sacré and diable  The shnll voice was
that of a foreigner Could not be sure whether
1t was the voice of a man or of 2 woman Could
not make out what was smd bt believed the
language to be Spamish  The state of the room
and of the bodies was deseribed Ly this witness
as we described them yesterday

Hennt Dutal a neighbor and by trade a
silversmith deposes that he was one of the party
who first entered the house Corroborates the
testtmony of Muset 1 general As soon as they
forced an entrance they reclosed the door to
heep out the crowd which collected very fast
notwithstanding the Iateness of the hour The
shrill voice this witness thinks was that of an
Itahan  Was certain 1t was not French Could
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not be sure that i1t was a man s voice It might
have been 2 womans Was not acquainted with
the Ttalian language Could not distinguish the
words but was convinced by the intonation that
the speaker was an Itahan  Knew Madame L
and her daughter Had conversed with both fre
quently 'Was sure that the shnll voice was not
that of either of the deceased
Odenhermer restauratcur — This wit
ness volunteered s testmony Not speaking
French was examined through an interpreter
Is a natne of Amsterdam Was passing the
house at the time of the shrieks They lasted for
several mmutes—probably ten They were long
and loud—very awful and distressing  Was one
of those who entered the bulding Corroborated
the previous evidence in every respect but one
‘Was sure that the shrll voice was that of a man
—of a Frenchman Could not distinguish the
words uttered 'They were loud and quich—un
equal—spohen apparently in fear as well as in
anger 'The voice was harsh-—not so much shnll
as harsh  Could not call it a shnll voice The
gruff voce said repeatedly sacre diable and
once mon Dieu

Jules Mignaud banker of the firm of Mig
naud et Fils Rue Delorame Is the elder Mg
naud Madame L Espanaye had some prop
erty XHad opened an account with his banking
house m the sprmg of the year (eight years
previously) Made frequent deposits in small
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sums Tiad cheched for nothing until the third
dav before her death, when she took out m per-
son the sum of 4000 franes  Tlhis sum was paud
m gold and a clerh sent home with the money
Adolphke Le Bon clerk to Mignaud et Tils
deposes that on the day n question about noon
he accompanied Madame L Lspanaye to her
residence with the 4 000 francs put up m two
bags Upon the door being opened Mademor
selle I, appeared and took from s bands one
of the bags while the old lady reheved him of
the other He then howed and departed Ihd
not see am person m the street at the tme It
15 2 by street——very lonely
TPliam Bird tailor deposes that he was one
of the party who entered the house Is an Eng
hishman Has Ined mn Pans two sears  Was
ane of the first to ascend the stairs Heard the
voices in contention The gruff vowce was that
of a Trenchman  Could make out several words
but can not now remember all  Heard distinetly
sacre and mon Diwew  There was 2 sound at
the moment as 1f of several persons struggling
—a scraping and scuffling sound The shnlt
voice was very Joud—louder than the gruff one
Is sure that 1t was not the vorce of 1n Englhsh
man Appeared to be that of a German Aight
have been a womans vace Daes not under-
stand German
Tour of the above n1med witnesses being re
called deposed that the door of the chamber
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which was found the body of Mademoselle L.
was locked on the mside when the party reached
1t Everything was perfectly silent—no groans or
noises of any kind Upon foremg the door no
person was seen The windows both of the back
and front room were down and firmly fastened
from within A door between the two rooms
was closed but not locked The door leadmg
from the front room nto the passage was locked
with the Ley on the mside A small room 1n the
front of the house on the fourth storv at the
head of the passage was open the door bemng
aJar Ths room was crowdea with old beds
boxes and so forth These were carefully re-
moved and searched There was not an inch of
any portion of the house which was not carefullv
searched Sweeps were sent up and down the
chimneys The house was a four story one with
garrets (mansardes) A trap door on the roof
was nailed down very securely—did not appear
to have been opened for years The time elaps
mg between the hearing of the voices in conten
ton and the breaking open of the room door was
vanously stated bv the witnesses Some made
it as short as three minutes—some as long as
five The door was opened with difficults
4Ifonzo Garco undertaker deposes that he
resides 1n the Rue Morgue Is a native of Span
Was one of the party who entered the house
Did not proceed upstars  Is nervous and was
apprehensive of the consequences of agitation.
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Heard the vowces 1n contention  The gruff
otee was that of & Trenchman Could not dis
tmgush what was smd  The shrll vowe was
that of an Loglshman—is sure of thus  Does
not understand the English langusge but
judges by the mtonation

Alfonzo Garcio undertaher deposes that he
was among the first to ascend the stawrs  Tleard
the voices 1n questton  Lhe gruff voice was that
of & Trenchman Distingushed several words
The spesher sappeared to be evpostulaimg
Could nat make out the words of the shrill yoice
Spoke quek and unevenly  Thinks it the voice
of a Russian  Corroborates the general tesht
mony  Is an Itakan  Never comversed with o
natv e of Russia

Several witnesses recalled here testified that
the clumney s of all the rooms on the fourth story
were too narrow to admt the passage of g
human being By sweeps were meant cylm
drical sweeping brushes such as are emploved
by those who clean chimneys These brushes
were passed up and down esery flue in the house
There 15 no bach passage by which any one eould
have descended while the party proceeded up

tairs  The body of Mademosselle L Lspanaye

was so firmly wedged m the clumney that it
could not he got down until four or five of the
party umted their strength

Paul Dumas physteian deposes that he was
called to view the bodies about daybreal They
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were both then lymg on the sacking of the bed
stead m the chamber where Mademoiselle L
was found The corpse of the young lady was
much brutsed and excoriated The fact that it
had been thrust up the chimney would suffi
ciently account for these appearances The throat
was greatly chafed There were several deep
scratches just below the chin together with a
sertes of livid spots which were evidently the im
pression of fingers The face was fearfully dis
colored and the eyeballs protruded The tongue
had been partally bitten through A large
brise was discovered upon the pit of the stom
ach produced apparently by the pressure of a
knee In the opmion of M Dumas Mademor
selle L Espanavye had been throttled to death by
some person or persons unknown The corpse
of the mother was horribly mutilated All the
bones of the right leg and arm were more or less
shattered The left tibia much splintered as
well as all the ribs of the left side  Whole body
dreadfully bruised and discolored It was not
possible to say how the mjuries had been 1n
flicted A heavy club of wood or a broad bar of
won—a char—any large heavy and obtuse
weapon—would have produced such results if
wielded by the hands of a very powerful man
No woman could have mflicted the blows with
any weapon The head of the deceased when
seen by witness was entirely separated from the
body and was also greatly shattered ‘The
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throat had eudently been cut with some very
sharp wstrument—probably with a razor

Alexander Dhienne surgeon was called with
M Dumas to view the bodies Corroborated the
testimony and the opmions of M Dumas

MNothing further of mmportance was ehicited
although several other persens were exanuned
A murder so mystersous and so perplexmg mn all
s partiulars was never before commutted m
Paris—f mndeed a murder has been commutied
at all The police are entirelr at fault—an un
usual cecurrence 1 affmrs of this nature There
1snot however the shadow of & clew apparent

The evenmng edihion of the paper stated that
the greatest cvatement shill contnued m the
Quartier St Roch-—that the premises i ques
tion had been carefully researched and fresh
exemunations of wilnesses mstituted but all to
no purpose A postscript howeter mentioned
that Adolphe Le Bon had been arrested and
mprisoned — although nothing sppeared to
enmunate lum bevond the facts already detailed

Dupin seemed singularly nterested m the
progress of this affar—at least so I judged
from tis manner for he made no comments It
was only after the announcement that Le Bon
had been unprisoned that he ashed me mv
opmion respecting the murders

I could merely agree with all Pars m con-
sidermyg them an msoluble myster

 We must not judge of the means, sad Du
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pin by this shell of an exammation The Pa
Tisian police so much extolled for acumen are
cunming but no more There 1s no method n
their proceedings beyond the method of the mo
ment  Thev make a vast parade of measures,
but not unfrequently these are so1ll adapted to
the objects proposed as to put us in mind of
Monsieur Jourdamns callng for his robe de
chambre—pour mieve entendre la musigue The
results attamed by them are not unfrequently
surpnising but for the most part are brought
tbout by simple dihgence and actiity When
these qualities are unavathng their schemes fail

Vidoeq for example was a good guesser and a
persevering man But  without educated
thought he erred continually by the very mten

sity of his mvestigations He impaired hus vision
by holding the object too close e mght see

perhaps one or two pomts with unusual clear

ness but m so domng he necessarily lost sight of
the matter as a whole Thus there 15 such a
thing as being too profound Truth is not always
m a well In fact as regards the move 1mpor

tant knowledge I do believe that she 1s invarn

ably superfizal The depth lies m the valleys
where we seek her and not upon the mountamn

tops where she1s found The modes and sources
of this hind of error are well typified 1n the con

templation of the heavenly bodies To look at a
star by gla to view 1t 1n 2 sidelong way by
turning toward 1t the exterior portions of the
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retina (more suscephble of feeble impressions of
Tight than the mterior) 15 to behold the star dus
vnetly—is to have the best appreciation of its
lustre—a lustre which grows dim just i pro
portion as we turn our vision fully upon it A
greater number of rays actually fall upon the
eye m the latter case, but m the former there 1s
the more refined capaaty for comprehension
By undue profundry we perplex and enfeeble
thought eand 1t 15 possible to make even Venus
herself vamsh from the firmament by a scrutiny
too sustamed too concentrated or too direct
As for these murders let us enter mnto some
examinstions for ourselves before we make up
an opimon respecting them  An nquiry will
afford us amusement [T thought thus en odd
term, so applied but smd nothing]  ‘and besides
Le Bon once rendered me a service for which I
am not ungrateful We will go and see the
premises with our own eyes I know G—,
the Prefect of Police, and shall hate no difficulty
n obtaming the necessary permission
The permission was obtamed and we pro-
eeeded at once to the Rue Morgue This 15 one
of those nuserable thoroughfares which ntervene
between the Rue Richelieu and the Rue St
Roch It was Jate in the afternoon when we
reached st as this quarter 1s at a great distance
from that n which we resided  The house was
readily found for there were stll many persons
gazing uwp at the closed shutters with an ob
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Jectless curiosity from the opposite side of the
way It was an ordinary Pansian house with a
gateway on one side of which was a glazed
watch box with a shding panel i the window
indicating a loge de concierge  Before gong 1n
we walked up the street turned down an alley
and then agamn turning passed m the rear of the
bullding— Dupmn  meanwhile exammng the
whole neighborhood as well as the house witha
minuteness of attention for which I could see no
possible object

Retracing our steps we came agamn to the
front of the dwelling rang and having shown
our credentials were admitted by the agents m
charge We went upstairs—mto the chamber
where the body of Mademoiselle L Lspanaye
had been found and where both the deceased
stll lay The disorders of the room had as
usual been suffered to exist I saw nothing be
,ond what had been stated i the Gazette des
Tribunaux Dupm scrutimized everything—
not excepting the bodies of the vicims  We then
went nto the other rooms and into the yard a
gendarme panying us throughout The
exammation occupied us until dark when we
took our departure On our way home my com
panion stepped n for a moment at the office of
one of the daily papers

I have said that the whims of my friend were
mamfold and that Je les menagms —for this
phrase there 15 no Eng};sh equivalent It was
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Tus humor now te dechne alt conversation on the
subject of the murder, unul about noon the next
day He then ashed me suddenly if I hnd ob
served anytling peeubar at the scene of the
atroaty
There was something mn tns manner of empha-
szing the word pecubiar  wlnch cansed me to
shudder without Lnowing why
No nothing peculiar  Xsmd  nothing more,
at least than we both saw stated i the paper’
The Gazette, hereplied hasnotentered, T
fear into the unusual horror of the thng But
disuss the 1dle opimons of this prnt It ap-
pears to me that thns mystery 15 considered 1n
soluble for the very reason which should ecause
it to be regarded as easy of solution—I mean
for the outre character of its features The po
lice are confounded by the seeming absence of
motive—not for the murder iself—~but for the
atroaity of the murder They are puzzled too by
the seemmg wmpossibilty of reconciling the
voices heard m contention with the facts that
no one was discovered upsturs but the assasst
nated Mademaselle L Espanave and that there
were no means of egress without the notire of the
party ascending  The wild disorder of the room
the corpse thrust with the head downward up
the elumney  the fmghtful mutilation of the body
of the old lady these considerations with those
Just menhoned and others which I need not
mention have sufficed to paralyze the powers
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by putting completely at fault the boasted acu
men of the government agents Thev have fallen
mto the gross but common error of confound
g the unusual with the abstruse But it 1s by
these deviations from the plane of the ordmnary
that reason feels its way 1f at all 1n 1its search
for the true In imestigations such as we are
now pursumng 1t should not be so much asked
what has occurred? as what has occurred that
has never occurred before? In fact the facihity
with which I shall arnve or have arrived at the
solution of this mystery 1s m the direct ratio of
1ts apparent insolubility 1n the eyes of the police
T stared at the speaker in mute astomshment.
I am now awating continued he looking
toward the door of our apartment— I am now
awaiting a person who although perhaps not the
perpetrator of these butchertes must have been
1 some measure mmplicated m their perpetra
tion Of the worst portion of the crimes com
mutted 1t 1s probable that he 1s mnocent I hope
that I am right m this supposition for upon it I
build my expectation of reading the entire riddle
I looh for the man here—in this room—esery
moment It 1s true that he may not arrive but
the probabihity 15 that he will Should he come
1t will be necessary to detam him Here are
pistols and we both know how to use them
I took the pistols scarcely knowmng what T
did or believing what I heird while Dupin went
on very much as if 1n a soldoquy I have al



GRTATLST SHORT STORIES

ready spoken of his abstract manner at such
times Ihs discourse was addressed to myelf
but isvoice although by no meansloud had that
mtonation which 1s commonly employed n
speabang to some one at a great distance  Ihis
eyes vneant i expression regarded only the
wall
That the vorces heard 1n contentron  he smd
by the party upon the stairs were not the voices
of the women themselves was fully proved by
the evidence  This reheves us of all doubt upon
the question whether the old lady could have first
destroyed the daughter and afterward have com
mitted swerde T apeak of thus pont cluefly for
the sahe of method for the strength of Madame
L Espanaye would have been utterly unequal to
the tash of thrusting her daughter s corpse up
the chumney as it was found and the nature of
the wounds upon her own person entirely pre
cludes the idea of self destruction  Murder
then has been commtied by some third party
and the vorces of this third party were those
beard i contention Let me now adsert—not
to the whole testimony respecting these 1 o1ces—
but to what was peculiar n that testimony  Ihd
you obserse anythmg pecubar about #t?
I remarhed that while sll the witnesses sgreed
In supposing the gruff vowce to be that of a
Trenchman there was much disagreement m re

gard to the shridl or as one ndnidual termed it,
the harsh voice
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That was the evidence itself sad Dupin,
“but 1t was not the pecuharity of the evidence
You have observed nothing distinctne  Yet
there was something to be observed The wit
nesses as you remarh agreed sbout the gruff
vorce they were here unammous But m re
gard to the shrill voice the peculiarity 15—not
that they disagreed—but that while an Itahan
an Englishman 2 Spamard a Hollander and a
Frenchman attempted to describe 1t each one
spoke of 1t as that of & foreigner Each 1s sure
that 1t was not the voice of one of lis own coun
trymen Each likens it—not to the voice of an
mdividual of any nation with whose language he
1s conversant—but the converse The French
wan supposes 1t the voice of a Spamard and
might have distinguished some words had he
been acquainted with the Spanish  The Dutch
man mamtains 1t to have been that of a I'rench
man but we find 1t stated that not understand
g Trench this witness was examined through
an mterpreter The Englishman thinks 1t the
yoice of 2 German and does not understand
German The Spamiard 1s sure that it was that
of an Englishman but judges by the intonation
eltogether as he has no knowledge of the Eng
Lish  The Itahan believes 1t the vorce of a Rus
sian but has never comversed with a native of
Russia A second Frenchman differs more
over with the first and 1s positive that the voice
was that of an Italilan but not bemng cognizant
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of that tongue 15 hhe the Spamard convinced
by the mtonstion  Now how strangely unusual
must that vowe have really been about winch
such testimony as ths could have been ehatedl—
in whose tones even denwens of the five great
dmnisions of Europe could recopnwe nothing
famidiar! You will say that st mught have been
the varee of an Asiahic—of on Afncan  Nesther
Asiaties nor Afnieans sbound m Pans but with
out denying the inference I will now merely call
your attention to three pomts The vowce 15
termed by one witness harsh rather than shnil
It 13 represented by two others to have been
quick and unequal  No words——no sounds re-
semblng words—were by any witness men-
tioned as distinguishable
T know not contmued Dupm  what 1m
pression I may have made so far upon your own
understandmg  but I do not hesitate to say that
legitimate deductions even from this portion of
the teshmony~—4ihe portion respecting the gruff
and shrll voices—are mn themsel es sufficient to
engender & suspraon which should give direction
to all further progress m the mvestigation of the
mystery Ismd legitimate deduchions but my
meamng IS not thus fully expressed ¥ demigned
1o umply that the deductions are the sole proper
ones and that the suspieron anises mesitably
from them as the smgle result What the sus
preton s, howerer I will not say gust yet I
merely wish vou to bear n mund that with my
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self 1t was sufficiently foreible to give a definite
form— to my mnquiries 1n thechamber

Let us now transport ourselves n fancy to
this chamber What shall we first seek here?
The means of egress employed by the murderers
Tt 15 not too much to sav that neither of us be
heves in preternatural events Madame and
Mademoiselle L Espanaye were not destroved
by spirits  The doers of the deed were materal
and escaped materrally Then how? Tortu
nately there 1s but one mode of reasoning upon
the pomt and that mode must lead us to a defi
mte deassion Let us exarne each by each the
possible means of egress It 1s clear that the
assassins were i the room where Mademorselle
L Espanaye was found or at least in the room
adjoming when the party ascended the stairs
Tt 1s then only from these two apartments that
we have to seek 1ssues  The police have ‘aid bare
the floors the ceilling and the masonry of the
walls 1 every direcion No secret 1ssues could
have escaped therr vigilance But not trusting
to ther eyes I examined with my own There
were then no secret issues Both doors leading
from the rooms nto the passage were securely
locked with the heys inside  Let us turn to the
chimneys These although of ordinary wdth
for some exght or ten feet above the hearths will
not admit throughout therr extent the body of
a large cat The impossibiity of egress by
means already stated bemng thus absolute we
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are reduced to the windows Through those of
the front Toom no one could have escaped with
out notice from the crond m the street  The
nuarderers must have passed then through those
of the back room Novw, brought to this con-
clusion 10 5o unequiscesl o manner a8 we ave, 1t
15 not our part as reasoners to reject it on nc
count of npparent impossibilities 1t 15 only left
for us to prove that these apparent impossibil
sties are mn reabty not such

There are two windows n the chamber One
of them 1s unobstructed by furmiture and s
wholly visible The lower portion of the other
15 lndden from view by the head of the unwieldy
bedstead which is thrust close up agamst it The
former was found securely fastened from within
Tt resisted the utmost force of those who endear
ored to rase it A large gimlet hole had heen
prerced m its frame to the left and a verv
stout nail was found fitted theremn nearly to
the head

Upon exammmg the other window 2 simular
nal was seen sumiarly fitted mnat and o vigorous
attempt to raise this sash fatled also  The police
were now eatirely satisfied that egress had not
been m these directions  And therefore 1t was
thought 2 matter of supererogation to withdraw
the nails and open the nindoss

My own examinabion was somewbat more
particular and was so for the reason I have just
gven—because here 1t was I hnew that all ap
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parent impossibilities must be proved to be not
such in reality

I proceeded to think thus—a posteriort The
murderers did eseape from one of these windows
This being so they could not have refastened the
sashes from the inside as they were found fast
ened the consideration which put a stop through
1ts obviousness to the serutmy of the police
this quarter Yet the sashes were fastened
They must then have the power of fastemng
themselves There was no escape from this con
clusion I stepped to the unobstructed casement
withdrew the nail with some difficulty and at
tempted to raise the sash It resisted all my ef
forts as I had anticipated A concealed spring
must I now hnew exist and this corroboration
of my idea convinced me that my premuses at
least were correct however mysterious still ap
peared the circumstances attending the naills A
careful search soon brought to hight the idden
sprng I pressed it and satisfied with the dis
covery forbore to uprase the sash

I now replaced the nail and regarded 1t at
tentively A person passing out through this
window might have reclosed 1t and the spring
would have caught—but the nail could not have
been replaced The conclusion was plain and
again narrowed 1n the field of my mnvestigations
The assassins must have escaped through the
other window Supposing then the springs upon
each sash to be the same as was probable, there
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must be found a dsfference between the nmls or
at least between the modes of their fixture Get
ing upon ihe sacking of the bedstead, X loohed
aver the head board minutely at the second case-
ment Passing my hand down belund the board
I readily discovered and pressed the spring
whuch was, as I had supposed identical in char
acter with 1ts neighbor I now looked at the nasl
Yt was as stout as the other and apparently fitted
mn the same mauner—driven i nearly up to the
head
Wou will say that X was puzzled but »f you
thunk so you must have misunderstood the na-
ture of the ;nduchons  To use a sporting phrase
I had not been once ‘at fault  The seent had
never for annstant been Jost  There was no flaw
m any hiok of the chan I had traced the seeret
to 1ts ultimate result—and that result was the
nad Ithad Xsay m every respect the appear
ance of 1ts fellow m the other window  Dut this
fact was an sbsolute nullity (conclusive as it
mght seem to be) when compared with the con
sideration that here at this pont termmated the
clen  There must be sometling wrong I saud,
about thenal Y touched it and the head with
about 2 quarter of an mch of the shank, came off'
inmy fingers 'The rest of the shank was in the
gunlet hole where 1t had been broken off The
frac ure was an old one (for 1ts edges were 1n
crusted with rust) and had apparently been ac
somphished by the blow of & hammer which had
2]
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partially imbedded 1n the top of the bottom sash
the head portion of the naill I now carefully re
placed this head portion in the identation
whence I had taken 1t and tne resemblance to a
perfect nail was complete—the fissure was n
vistble Pressing the spring I gently raised the
sash for a few inches the head went up with 1t
remamning firm in its bed X closed the window
and the semblance of the whole nail was agamn
perfect

This nddle so far was now unriddled The
assassin had escaped through the window which
looked upon the bed Dropping of its own ac
cord upon his exat (or perhaps purposely closed)
1t had become fastened by the spring and 1t was
the retention of this spring which had been mus
taken by the police for that of the nail—further
nquiry being thus considered unnecessary

The next question 1s that of the mode of de
scent Upon this pomt T had been sahisfied m
my walk with you around the building About
five feet and a half from the casement in question
there runs a hghtmng rod From this rod it
would have been 1mpossible for any one to reach
the window 1tself to say nothing of entering 1t
I observed however that the shutters of the
fourth story were of the pecuhar hind called by
Parisian carpenters ferrades—a 11nd rarely em
ployed at the present dav_but frequently seen
upon very old manstons at Lyons and Bordeaux
They are m the form of an ordmary door (a
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single not a foldng door) except that the lower
half s latticed or worhed m open trelis—thus
affording an excellent hold for the hands In
the present instance these shutters are fully three
feet gnd a hall broad WWhen we saw them
from the rear of the house they were both about
half open—that 1s to sny they stood off at mght
angles from the wall It is probable that the
police as well as myself evanuned the back of
the tenement, but 1f so m looking at these
ferrades in the line of thar breadth (as they
must have done) they did not percenve this great
breadth itself or, at all events fmled to take st
mto due consideration In fact having once
satisfied themsehes that po egress could have
been made m this quarter they would naturally
bestow here a very cursorv examumation It was
clear to me however, that the shutter belonmng
to the window at the head of the bed would if
swung fully back to the wall reach to within two
feet of the hightming rod It was also evident
that by exertion of a very unusual degree of ac-
ity and courage an entrance into the window

from the rod rmght have been thus effected By
reaching to the distance of two feet and o half
{we now suppose the shutter open to is whole
extent) a robber mght have taken o firm grasp
upon the rod placing lus feet securely sgamnst
upon the trellis work  Lettng go then, Ins hold
the wall and springing boldly from it he might
have swung the shutter so as to close at, and, 1f
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we imagne the window open at the time mght
even have swung hinself into the room

‘I wish you to bear especially n mmnd that I
have spoken of a very unusual degree of activity
as requisite to success 1 so hazardous and so
difficult a feat It 1s my design to show you first,
that the thing might possibly have been accom
plished but secondly and chiefly, I wish to 1m
press upon your understanding the very extraor
dinary the almost preternatural character of that
agility which could have accomphshed 1t

You will say no doubt using the language of

the law that to make out my case I should
rather undervalue than nsist upon a full est
mation of the actiity required mn this matter
This may be the practice m law but 1t 15 not the
usage of reason My ultimate object 1s only the
truth My immediate purpose 1s to lead you to
place m Juxtaposition that very unusual activity
of which T have just spoken with that very pe
culiar shrill (or harsh) and unequal voice about
whose nationality no two persons could be found
to agree and in whose utterance no syllabifiea
tion could be detected

At these words & vague and half formed con
ception of the meamng of Dupin flitted over my
mind I seemed to be upon the verge of com
prehension  without power to comprehend—as
men at times find themselves upon the brink of
remembrance without being able 1n the end to
remember My friend went on with his discourse
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You will see’ he smd  that I have shfted
the question from the mode of egress to that of
mgress It was my design to convey the 1den
that both were effccted m the same manner at
the same pomnt  Let us now revert to the nterior
of the room Let us survey the appesranecs
here ‘The drawers of the bureau 1t 1s smd have
been nfled although many articles of apparel
still remamed within them The conclusion here
15 absurd It 1s a mere guess—a very silly one—
and no more How are we to Lknow that the ar-
ticles found in the drawers were not all that these
drawers had ongnally contaned? Madame
L Lspanave and her danghter Iived an exceed
ingly retired hfe—saw no company—seldom
went out—had hitle use for numerous changes of
habihment Those found were at least of as good
quahity as anv hkely to be possessed by these
ladies If a thief hid taken anv why did he not
take the best—why did he not take all? In s
word why did he abandon four thousand francs
m gold to mcumber himself with a bundle of
hnen? The gold was bandoned Nearly the
whole sum mentioned by Monsieur Migneud the
banler was discosered 1n bags upon the floor
I vush vou therefore, to discard from your
thoughts the blundering 1dea of motne en
gendered i the brams of the pohee by that por-
tion of the ewidence wiich speabs of money
dehvered at the door of the house Comecidences
ten times as remarhable as this (the delivery of
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the money, and murder commtted within three
days upon the party receiving 1t), happen to all
of us every hour of our lives without attracting
even momentary notice Cowncidences 1 gen-
eral are great stumbling blocks i the way of
that class of thinhers who have been educated to
know nothing of the theory of probabilities—
that theory to which the most glonous objects of
human research are mndebted for the most glor-
wus of dlustrations  In the present nstance
had the gold been gone +he fact of its delivery
three days before would have formed something
more than a comadence It would have been
corroborative of this 1dea of motive But under
the real eircumstances of the case 1if we are to
suppose gold the motive of this outrage we must
also 1magine the perpetrator so vaailating an
1diot as to have abandoned his gold and ks mo-
tive together

Keeping now steadily in mind the pomts to
which I have drawn your attention—that pe-
cuhar voice that unusual agihty and that start-
Iing absence of motive n & murder so singularly
atrocious as this—let us glance at the butchery
tself Here 15 2 woman strangled to death by
manual strength and thrust up a chimney head
downward Ordinary assassins employ no such
mode of murder as this Least of all do they
thus dispose of the murdered In the manner of
thrusting the corpse up the chumney you will
admt that there was somethmg excessively ouire
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“You will «ee, he sud that T have shifted
the question from the mode of egress to that of
mgress. It was mv design o convev the 1des
that both were effected 1n the same manner at
the same pomt. Let us now revert to the interior
of the room. Let us survev the appearances
here. The drawers of the bureau 1t1s sud have
been nfled 2lthough manv arhcles of apparel
still rernamed withm them. The conclasion here
1 sbsurd It 15 2 mere guess—a verv sillv one—
2nd no more. How are we to know that the ar-
ficles found m the drawers weze not all that these
drawers kzd ongmsllv contamned? Madame
L Espanave and her dzanghter bved an exceed-
mglv retred bfe—saw no companv——<eldom
went out—had hittle use for nurerous changes of
habliment. Those found vere 2t least of 2s good
qusbty 2s anv lkelv to be possessed bv these
lad.es. Xf a thief had taken anv whv did he not
tke the best—whv did ke no* tzke all? In s
word, whv did he abandon four thous.nd franes
m gold to mcumber humself with a bundle of
Imen? The go'd was abendoned. Nearlv the
whole sum mrenhoned by Monsieur Mignaud the
banker was d.scovered 1n bags, upon the floor
I woh vou thereore, to discard from your
thoughts the blundenng 1dez of motive em-
gendered 1 the brams of the police bv that por-
tion of the evidence vhich spesks of monev
delrvered at the door of the house. Comadences
ten tmes 2s remarhzble as this (the delivers of

72



MURDERS IN THL RUL MORGUE

the money and murder commutted within three
days upon the party recerving 1t) happen to all
of us every hour of our lives without attracting
even momentary notice Comcidences m gen-
eral are great stumbling blocks in the way of
that class of thinhers who have been educated to
Lnow nothing of the theory of probabihties—
that theory to which the most glorious objects of
human research are indebted for the most glor-
wus of lustrations In the present mstance
had the gold been gone the fact of 1ts delvery
three days before would have formed something
more than a comedence It would have been
corroborative of this 1dea of motive But under
the real circumstances of the case if we are to
suppose gold the motive of this outrage we must
also 1magine the perpetrator so vacillating an
1diot as to have abandoned his gold and hus mo-
tive together

Keeping now steadily in mind the ponts to
which I have drawn vour attention—that pe-
cuhar voice that unusual agihity and that start
ling absence of motive mn a murder so smgularly
atrocious as this—let us glance at the butchery
itself Here 1s & woman strangled to death by
manual strength and thrust up a clhumney head
downward Ordinary assassins employ no such
mode of murder as this Least of all do they
thus dispose of the murdered In the manner of
thrusting the corpse up the chumney jou will
admnt that there was something excessively outré
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—something altogether wrreconailable with our
common netions of human action cven when we
suppose the actors the most depraved of men
Think too how great must have bcen that
strength which could have thrust the body up
such an aperture so forcibly that the umted
vigor of several persons was found barely suffi
cient to drag 1t down!

Turn now to other mdications of the em-
ployment of a vigor most marvelous On the
hearth were thick tres very thiek tress
of gray human hair  These had been torn out
by the roots You are aware of the great force
necessary 1n teaning thus from the head even
twenty or thirty hairs together You saw the
locks 1n question as well as myself  Thewr roots
(= lideous sight) were clotted with fragments of
the flesh of the scalp—sure tohen of the pro-
digious power which had been exerted 1n uproot
ing perhaps half a million of hairs at a ime  The
throat of the old lady was not merely cut but the
head absolutely severed from the body the n
strument was 2 mere razor I wish you also to
look at the brutal ferocity of these deeds Of
the bruises upon the body of Madame L, Tspa
naye 1 do not speak  Monsieur Dumas and his
worthy coadjutor Monsieur Etienne have pro
nounced that they were mflicted by some obtuse
nstrument and so far these gentlemen are very
correct  The obtuse mstrument was clearly the
stone pavement in the yard upon which the vic
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tim had fallen from the window which looked m
upon the bed This 1dea however simple 1t may
now seem escaped the police for the same reason
that the breadth of the shutters escaped them—
because by the affair of the nails therr percep
tions had been hermetically sealed agamst the
possibibity of the windows having ever been
opened at all

If now m addition to all these things you
have properly reflected upon the odd disorder of
the chamber we have gone so far as to combine
the 1deas of an agility astounding a strength
superhuman a ferocity brutal a butchery with
out motive a grotesquerie m horror absolutely
alien from humamity and a voice foreign in tone
to the ears of men of many nations and devord
of all distinct or mtelligible sy llabificatton  What
result then has ensued? What impression have
I made upon your fancy?

I felt a creeping of the flesh as Dupin asked
me the question A madman I said has
done this deed—some raving mamac escaped
from a neighbormg Mason de Sante

In some respects he repled your idea 1s
not wrrelevant  But the voices of madmen even
mn therr wildest paroxysms are never found to
tally with that pecular voice heard upon the
stairs  Madmen are of some nation and thewr
language however mncoherent in 1ts words has
always the coherence of syllabification  Besides
the hair of a madman 1s not such as I now hold in
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myhand ¥ disentangled this hittle tuft from the
nmdly clutched fingers of Madame L Lspanaye.
Tell me what you can make of 1t

Dupin! I 'sud completels unnerved  this
hair 1s most unusual—ths 15 no human hair

1 have not asserted that it1s smd he  but
before we decide this pomnt I wish you to glance
at the Iittle shetch I have here traced upon this
paper It 1s o fac simle drawing of what has
been described 1n one portion of the testimony
as darh bruses and deep indentations of finger
nails upon the throat of Mademaselle L Es
panaye and n another (by Messrs Dumas and
Ltienne) as a sertes of lnid spots evidently the
impression of fingers

You will percene continued mv friend
spreading out the paper upon the table before
us  that this drawing gives the 1dea of a firm
and fived hold There 1s no shtpmng apparent
Lach finger has retained—possibly until }
death of the yictim—the fearful grasp bv w
1t oniginally mbedded itself Attempt no
place sll vour fingers at the same time 1
respective ympressions 1s you see {

I made the attempt m vun

We are possibly not giving th
trial hesaid  The paper s spr up
plane surface but the human th Iin
cal Here s a illet of wood th re
of which 1s about that of the thr P
drawing around st and try the exp
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I did so but the difficulty was even more ob
vious than before This X said 1s the mark
of no human hand’

Read now replied Dupmn  this passage
from Cuvier

It was a mmute anatommcal and generally de
scriptive account of the large fulvous Orang
Outang of the East Indian Islands The gigantic
stature the prodigious strength and sctivity the
wild feroaity and the mmtative propensities of
these mammalia are sufficiently well known to
all I understood the full horrors of the murder
at once

The description of the digits said I as I
made an end of the reading 1s m exact accord
ance with this drawmg I see that no ammal but
an Orang Outang of the species here mentioned
could have mmpressed the indentations as you
have traced them This tuft of tawny hair too
15 identical 1 character with that of the beast of
Cuvier But I can not possibly comprehend the
particulars of this frightful mystery Besides
there were two voices heard m contention and
one of them was unquestionably the voice of a
Frenchman

True and you will remember an expression
attributed almost unammously by the evidence
to this voice—the expression mon Dieu! This
under the circumstances has been justly char
acterized by one of the witnesses (Montam: the
confectioner) as an expresson of remonstrance
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or expostulation  Upen these two words there
fore I have munly built my hopes of a full so-
lution of the nddle A Trenchman was cognt
zant of the murder It 1s possible—indeed 1t 18
far more than probable—that he was nnocent of
all partierpation i the bloody transactions which
took place The Orang Outang may have es
caped from him He may have traced 1t to the
chamber but under the agitating circumstances
which ensued he could never have recaptured 1t
Tt 1s sl at large I will not pursue these
guesses—for I have no night to call them more—
since the shades of reflection upon whch they are
based are scarcely of suffient depth to be ap
preciable by my own intellect and since I could
not pretend to make them ntclhigsble to the un-
derstanding of another We will call them
guesses then and spealk of them as such  If the
Frenchman 1n question 1s mdeed as I suppose
mnocent of this atroaty this advertisement
wiich I Jeft Iast mght upon our return home at
the office of Le Monde (a paper devoted to the
shipping interest and much sought by satlors)
will bring him to our residence
He handed me a paper and I read thus

Caverr—In the Bois de Boulogne early sn
the morning of the — nst (morning of the mur
der) avery large tawny Orang Outang of the
Bornese species  The owner (who 15 ascertaned
to be a smlor belonging to a Maltese vessel) may
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have the ammal agmn upon wdentifying st sahs
factonly and paying a few charges ansing from
tts capture and heepng  Call at No — Rue
—— Faubourg St German—au troséme

How was it posstble T asked that you
should know the man to be a sailor and belong
g to a Maltese vessel?

I do not know 1t said Dupm I am not
sure of 1t IHere however 1s a small prece of
ribbon which from its form and from its greasy
appearance has evidently been used mn tying the
hair 1n one of those long queues of which sailors
are so fond Moreover this knot 1s one wiich
few besides sailors can tie and 1t 1s pecular to
the Maltese I picked the ribbon up at the foot
of the ightning rod It could not have belonged
to either of the deceased Now if after all I
am wrong m my induction from this ribbon that
the I'renchman was = sailor belonging to a Mal
tese vessel still I can have done no harm in say
ing what I did in the advertisement If Tamm
error he will merely suppose that I have been
misled by some circumstance mto which he will
not take the trouble to inquire But if I am
right a great pomnt 1s gamed Cognizant al
though mnocent of the murder the I'renchman
will naturally hesitate about replying to the ad
verbisement — about demandmng the Orang
Outang He will reason thus — I am innocent
I am poor my Orang Outang s of great value~
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to one 1 my circumstances a fortune of itselt
«why should X Jose 1t through 1dle apprehensions
of danger? Hereits within my grasp It was
found m the Bois de Boulogne—at a vast dis

tance from the scene of that butchery How can
it ever be suspected that a brute beast should
have done the deed? The polce are at fault—
they have failed to procure the shghtest clew
Should they even trace the ammal 1t would be
mpossible to prove me cogmzant of the murder
or to mmplicate me mn gwlt on account of that
cognzance Above all T am known The ad-
vertiser designates me as e possessor of the
beast I am not sure to what it his knowledge
may extend Should I avoid clamung o property
of so great value which 1t 1s known that I pos

sess I will render the ammal at least hable to
suspicion It 1s not my pohey to attract atten~
tion erther to myself or to the beast T will an

swer the advertisement get the Orang Qutang

and 'k’eep it close until this matter has blown
aver

At this moment we heard n step upon the
stars
Be ready  said Dupm, with your pstols,

but nesther use them nor show them until at &
signal from mnyself

The front door of the house had been left apen
and the visitor had entered without ringing and
advanced several steps upon the stairease  Now
however he seemed to hesitate  Presently we
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heard hum descending Dupin was moving quickly
to the door when we agamn heard him coming up
He did not turn back 2 second time but stepped
up with decision and rapped at the door
Come m  smd Dupin in a cheerful and
hearty tone
A man entered He was a sailor evidently—
o tall stout and muscular looking person with
a certamn dare-devil expression of countenance
not altogether unprepossessmg His  face
greatly sunburned was more than half ludden by
whisher and mustachio He had with hm a
huge oaken cudgel but appeared to be otherwise
unirmed He bowed awkwardly and bade us
good evening m French sccents which al
though somewhat Neufchatelish were still suf
ficiently indicative of a Pansian ongin
Sit down my friend smd Dupm X sup
pose you have called about the Orang Outang
Upon my word I almost envy you the possession
of him a remarhably fine and no doubt a very
valuable amimal How old do you suppose lim
to be?
The satlor drew a long breath with the ar of
2 man relieved of some mtolerable burden and
then replied 1n an assured tone
I have no way of tellmg—but he cant be
more than four or five years old Have you got
him here?
Oh no we had no conveniences for heeping
hun here He 15 at a livery stable m the Rue
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Dubourg just by You can get him 1n the
morning  Of course you are prepared to iden
tify the property?
To be sure 1 am sr
I shall be sorrv to part with hum, sad
Dupin
1 dont mean that you should be at all this
trouble for nothing sir’ smd the man
Couldn't expect 1t Am very willing to pay a
reward for the finding of the ammal-~that 1s to
say, anything n reasop
Well  rephed my friend *that 15 sll very
far to be sure Let me thmhl—what should T
have? Ol T will tell you My reward shall be
this  You shall give me all the nformation in
your power sbout these murders m the Rue
Morgue
Dupm sawd the last words 1n a very low tone
and very quietly  Just as quetly too he walked
toward the door locked it and put the Ley 1n hus
pocket He then drew a pistol from lis bosor,
ana placed 1t upon the table
The sailor s face flushed up as 1f he were strug
gling with suffocation  He started to his feet
and grasped lus cudgel but the next moment he
fell back nto s seat trembling violently and
with the countenance of death itself He spoke
notaword I pitied hun
My friend  sard Dupin 1n g lund tone  you
are alarmmg yourself unnecessarily—jyou are 1n
deed We mean you no harm whatever I
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pledge you the honor of a gentlemen and of
Frenchman that we mntend you no mjury I
perfectly well hnow that you are mnnocent of the
atrocities i the Rue Morgue It will not do
however to deny that you are in some measure
mpheated in them Trom what I have already
said you must know that I have had means of
mformation about this matter—means of which
you could never have dreamed Now the thing
stands thus  You have done nothing which you
could have avorded—nothing certainly which
renders you culpable You were not even
gulty of robbery when you might have robbed
with impunity  You have nothing to conceal
You have no reason for concealment On the
other hand you are bound by every prmaiple of
honor to confess all you know An mnnocent
man 1s now impnisoned chirged with that cime
of which you can pomt out the perpetrator

The sailor had recovered his presence of mmnd
n a great measure while Dupm uttered these
words but his boldness of bearing was all gone

So help me God! said he after a brief pause

T zall tell you all T know about this affar —
but T do not expect you to believe one half I say
I would be a fool mdeed 1f I did Still I am
}nnocent and I will make a clean breast 1f I die

or 1t

‘What he stated was m substance this He
had lately made a voyage to the Indian Archi
pelago A party of which he formed one landed
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at Borneo and passed into the interior on an ex-
cursion of pleasure Iimself and a compamon
bad captured the Orang Qutsng This com
panion dying the ammal fell wto his own ex-
clusie possession  After great trouble oc
casioned by the ntractable feroaty of lus captive
during the home voyage he at length succeeded
0 lodging 1t safely at lus own residence in Pans
where not to attract toward lumself the un-
pleasant curiosity of s neighbors he hept i
carefully secluded umtil such time as 1t should
recover from a wound n the foot recened from
a splinter on board ship

Returning home from some satlors frohe on
the mght or rather m the mormng of the mur
der he found the beast occupying his own bed
room mto which 1t had broken from 2 closet
adjoming where it had been as was thought se
curely confined Razor in hand and fully lath
ered it was sittmg before a looking glass at
tempting the operation of shaving n which 1t
had no doubt previously watched its master
through the Leyhole of the closet Ternfied at
the sight of so dangerous & weapon m the pos
sesston of an amimal so ferocious and so well able
to use 1t the man for some moments was at a
Yoss what to do  He had been accustomed how
ever to quet the creafure even in 1ts fiercest
moods by the use of n whip and to this he now
resorted  Upon sight of 3t the Orang Ontang
sprang at once through the door of the chamber
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down the stairs and thence through a window,
unfortunately open nto the street.

The Frenchman followed i despair the ape,
razor still m hand occasionally stoppiny, to look
back and gesticulate at his pursuer until the
latter had nearly come up with 1t It then agamn
made off In this manner the chase continued
for @ long time The streets were profoundly
queet gs 1t was nearly three o cloch m the morn
g In passing down an alley 1n the rear of the
Rue Morgue the fugitives attention was ar
rested by a light gleaming from the open window
of Madame L Espanaye s chamber 1n the fourth
story of her house Rushing to the bulding it
percewved the lightning rod clambered up with
nconcesvable aglity grasped the shutter which
was thrown fully back agamst the wall and by
1ts means swung itself directly upon the head
board of the bed The whole feat did not occcupy
a mimute The shutter was kicked open agan
by the Orang Outang as 1t entered the room

The sailor in the meantime was both rejoiced
and perplexed He had strong hopes of now re
capturing the brute as 1t could scarcely escape
from the trap into which 1t had ventured except
by the rod where 1t might be mntercepted as 1t
came down On the other hand there was much
cause for anviety as to what 1t might do n the
house This latter reflection urged the man still
to follow the fugitive A Dhghiningrod 18
ascended without difficulty especially by a sailor
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but when he had arrived as hugh as the window,
whch lay far to hus Jeft Ius career was stopped
the most that he could accomplsh was to reach
over 0 as to obtan a ghmpse of the mtenor of
the room At this glimpse he nearly fell from
his hold through excess of horror Now 1t was
that those ludeous shrichs arose upon the mght
which had startled from slumber the mmates of
the Rue Morgue Madame L Espanaye and her
daughter habited in therr mght clothes, had ap
parenth been occupied it arranging some papers
m the mwon chest already mentioned wiuch had
been wheeled mto the middle of the room It was
open and 1ts contents lay beside st on the floor
The vichms must have been sitting waith thew
bachs toward the window and from the time
elapsing between the ingress of the beast and the
sereams 3t seems probable that 1t was not imme
dately percenved

As the saijor loohed mn the giganhic amumal had
seized Madame L Lspanave by the har {wiuch
was Joose, as she had been combng 1t) and was
floursshing the razor about her face i ymtation
of the motions of a barber The daughter lay
prostrate and motionless she had swooned The
sereams and struggles of the old lady (during
which the hair was torn from her head) had the
effect of changing the probably pamfic purposes
of the Orang Ontang nto those of wrath With
one determined sweep of its wmuscular arm 1t
nearly severed her head from her body The
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sight of bleod mflamed its anger into frenzy
Gnashing its teeth and flashing fire from its eyes
1t flew upon the body of the girl and imbedded 1ts
fearful talons mn her throat, retaning 1ts grasp
untl she expired Its wandering and wild
glances fell at this moment upon the head of the
over which the face of its master rigid with

horror was just discermble The fury of the
heast who no doubt bore still in mind the dreaded
whip was nstantly converted mnto fear Con
seious of having deserved pumshment 1t seemed
desirous of concealing 1ifs bloody deeds and
shipped about the chamber 1n an agony of nerv
ous agitation throwmng down and breahing the
furmiture as st moved and draggmg the bed from
the bedstead In conclusion 1t seized first the
corpse of the daughter and thrust it up the chim
ney asat was found then that of the old lady
which 1t hurled through the window headlong

As the ape approached the casement with rts
mutilated burden the sailor shrank aghast to the
rod and rather ghiding than clambermng down 1t
hurried at once home—dreading the consequences
of the butchery and gladly abandoning in his
terror all sohcitude about the fate of the Orang
Outang  ‘The words heard by the party upon the
staircase were the Frenchman s exclamations of
horror and affright led with the fiendish
Jabberings of the brute

I have scarcely anything to add  The Orang
Outang must have escaped from the chamber by
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the rod just before the breaking of the door Tt
must have closed the window as 1t passed through
it Tt was subsequently caught by the owner him-
self who obtamed for 1t a very large sum at the
Jardin des Plantes Le Bon was imstantly re-
Yeased upon our narration of the aircumstances
(with some comments from Dupin} at the bureau
of the Prefect of Police This functionary how-
ever well disposed to my friend could not alto~
gether conceal his chagrin 8t the turn which
affairs had taker and was fain to indulge m &
sarcasm or two about the propriety of every per-
son minding his own business

Let him tallk  said Dupin who had not
thought 1t necessary to reply  Let him dis-
course 1% will ease lus conscience T am satisfied
with having defeated lim mn his own castle
Nevertheless that he failed in the solution of this
mjystery 1s by no means that matter for wonder
which he supposes it for in truth our friend the
Prefect 15 somewhst too cunning to be profound
Inhis wisdom 15 no stamen  Itis all head and no
body, like the pictures of the Goddess Laverna—
or at best all head and shoulders like a codfish
But he 15 a good creature after all T ke him
especially for one masterstrohe of cant by which
he has attamned Ins reputation for ingenumity I
mean the way he has de mer ce qui est et d ex
phquer ce qui nest pas  *

Roussean— Nouvelle Helolse
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THE GREAT STONE FACE

BY NATHANIEL HAWTHORNE

NE afternoon when the sun was gomng
down a mother and her Iittle boy sat at
the door of their cottage talhing about

the Great Stone I'ace  They had but to lift their
eyes and there 1t was plamnly to be seen though
miles away with the sunshine brightening all ats
features

And what was the Great Stone Face?

Embosomed among a family of lofty moun
tains there was a vallev so spacious that 1t con
tamed many thousand imnhabitants Some of
these good people dwelt in log huts with the
black forests all around them on the steep and
difficult hillsides  QOthers had thewr homes m com
fortable farmhouses and cultivated the rich soil
on the gentle slopes or level surfaces of the val
ley Others agam were congregated nto popu
lous willages where some wild highland rivulet
tumbling down from its birthplace i the upper
mountain region had been caught and tamed by
human cunning and compelled to turn the ma
chimery of cotton factories The nhahitants of
this valley 1n short were numerous and of many
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modes of hfe But all of them grown people and
children had a kind of famihanty with the Great
Stone Tace although some possessed the gift of
distinguishing this grand natural phenomenon
more perfectly than many of their neighbors

The Great Stone T ace then was a work of
Nature m her mood of majestic playfulness
formed on the perpendicular side of a mountain
by some mmmense rochs which had been thrown
together m such a position as when viewed at a
proper distance preasely to resemble the fea
tures of the human countenance It seemed as 1f
an enormous gant or a Titan had sculptured
s own Likeness on the precipice  There was the
broad arch of the forehead a hundred feet m
height the nose with its long bridge and the
vast lips, which 1f they could have spoken would
have rolled their thunder accents from one end of
the valley to the other True 1t 1s that 1f the
spectator approached too near he lost the outhne
of the gigantic visage and could discern only a
heap of ponderous and gigantic rochs piled in
chaotic rum one upon another TRetracing hus
steps however the wondrous features would
agam be seen and the further he withdrew from
them the more hle a human face with all 1its
onginal dinimty ntict did they appear until as
1t grew dim m the distance with the clouds and
glonified vapor of the mountams clustering about
it the Great Stone T'ace seemed positively to be
alive
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It was a happy lot for children to grow up to
manhood or womanhood with the Great Stone
T'ace before therr eyes for all the features were
noble and the expression was at once grand and
sweet asif 1t were the glow of a vast warm heart
that embraced all mankind in 1its affections and
had room for more It was an education only to
look atit  According to the belief of many peo
ple the valley owed much of its fertility to this
bemgn aspect that was conhinually beammng over
1t and mfusing 1ts tenderness into the sunshine.

As we began with saying a mother and her
Iittle boy sat at their cottage door gazing at the
Great Stone Face and talhing about 1t The
child s name was Ernest

Mother said he while the Titame visage
smiled on him I wish that it could speak for it
looks so very hmdly that 1ts voice must needs be
pleasant If I were to see a man with such a
face I should love tum dearly

If an old prophecy should come to pass an
swered lus mother we may see 2 man some time
or other with exactly such a face as that

What prophecy do you mean dear mother
eagerly inguired Lirnest  Pray tell me all
about 1t!

So his mother told lum a story that her own
mother had told to her when she herself was
younger than httle Ernest a story not of things
that were past but of what was yet to come a
story nevertheless so very old that even the In
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dians who formerly inhabited this valley had
heard 1t from their forefathers to whom as they
affirmed 1t had been murmured by the mountain
streams and whispered by the wind among the
tree tops The purport was that at some future
day a child should be born hereabouts who was
destined to become the greatest and noblest per

sonage of his time and whose countenance mn
manhood should bear an exact resemblance to
the Great Stone Tace Not & few old fashioned
people and young ones likewise 1n the ardor of
their hopes still chenshed 1n enduring faith 1n
this old propheey But others who had seen
more of the world had watched and waited till
they were weary and had biheld no man with
such a face nor any man that proved to be much
greater or nobler than his neighbors concluded 1t
to be nothing but andle tale At 2ll events the
great man of the prophecy had not yet appeared

Oh mother dear mother! cried Ernest clap

pmng his hands above his head I do hope that I
shall live to see im!

His mother was an affectionate and thoughtful
woman and felt that it was wisest not to dis
courage the generous hopes of her little boy Se
she only said to him  Perhaps you may

And Ernest never forgot the story that s
mother told him It was always i his mind
wheneser he looked upon the Great Stone T'ace
He spent his childhood 1n the log cottage where
ke was born and was dut:ful to his mother, and
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helpful to her in many things assisting her much
with lus hittle hands and more with his loving
heart In this manner from a happy yet often
pensive child he grew up to be a mild quiet un
obtrusive boy and sun browned with labor in the
fields but with more mtelligence brightening his
aspect than 1s seen m many lads who have been
taught at famous schools Yet Ernest had had
no teacher save only that the Great Stene Face
became one to him  When the toil of the day
was over he would gaze at it for hours until he
began to imagine that those vast features recog
nized him and gave him & smle of hindness and
encouragement responsive to his own Jook of ven
eration We must not take upon us to affirm that
this was a mistake although the I'ace may have
looked no more kindly at Ernest than at all the
world besides But the secret was that the boy s
tender and confiding simplieity discerned what
other people could not see and thus the love
meant for all became his peculiar portion

About this time there went a rumor throughout
the valley that the great man foretold from ages
long ago who was to bear a resemblance to the
Great Stone I'ace had appeared at last 1t seems
that many years before a young man had mu
grated from the valley and settled at 2 distant
seaport where after getting together a lttle
monev he had set up as a shopkeeper His name
—but I could never learn whether 1t was his real
one or a mckname that had grown out of s
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habuts and success in hfe—was Gathergold Be
mg shrewd and actne and endowed by Prov
dence with that inscrutable faculty which devel
ops itself in what the world calls Juch be became
an exceedingly mich merchant and owner of 2
whole fleet of bulky bottomed shps All the
countries of the globe appeared to join hands for
the mere purpose of adding heap after heap to
the mountammous accumulation of this one mans
wealth  The cold regons of the north almost
within the gloom and shadow of the Arctic Circle
sent him their tnbute in the shape of furs hot
Africa sifted for um the golden sands of her
rivers and gathered up the wvorv tusks of her
great elephants out of the forests the East came
bringing him the rich shawls and spices and teas
and the effulgence of diwmonds and the gleam
mg purnity of large pearls 'The ocean not to be
belindhand with the earth yielded up her mghty
whales that Mr Gathergold might sell their ol
and make a profit on it Be the orginal com
modity what it might 1t was gold within his
grasp It mught be said of him as of Mdas in
the fable that whatever he touched with s fin
ger immediately glistened and grew yellow and
was changed at once into sterling metal or which
suited hum stil better into piles of com  And
when Mr Gathergold had become so verv nich
that 1t would have taken him a hundred years
only to count his wealth he bethought himseif of
tus native valley, and resolved to go back thither
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and end his days where he was born  With this
purpose inview he sent a shilful architect to build
him such a palace as should be fit for & man of
his vast wealth to live n

As I have said above 1t had already been
rumored i the valley that Mr Gathergold had
turned out to be the prophetic personage so long
and vamly looked for and that lus visage was the
perfect and undeniable simiitude of the Great
Stone Face People were the more reads to be
lieve that this must needs be the fact when they
beheld the splendid edifice that rose asif by en
chantment on the site of his father s old weather
beaten farmhouse The exteror was of marble
so dazzlingly white that 1t seemed as though the
whole structure might melt away 1n the sunshine
Iike those humbler ones which Mr Gathergold
m his young playdays before his fingers were
gfted with the touch of transmutation had been
accustomed to build of snow It had a richly or
namental portico supported by tall pillars be
neath which was a lofty door studded with silver
knobs and made of a kind of variegated wood
that had been brought from beyond the sea The
windows from the floor to the celling of each
stately apartment were composed respectively
of but one enormous pane of glass so transpar
ently pure that 1t was said to be a finer medium
than even the vacant atmosphere Hardly any
body had been permutted to see the imnterior of
this palace but 1t was reported and with good
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semblance of truth to be far more gorgeous than
the outside insomuch that whatever was iron or
brass in other houses was silver or gold in this and
Mr Gathergold s bedchamber especially made
such a ghittering appearance that no ordinary man
would have been able to close his ey es there

In due time the mansion was fimshed next
came the upholsterers with magmficent furm
ture then a whole troop of blacl and white serv
ants the harbmgers of Mr Gathergold who mn
his own majestic person was expected to arrive
at sunset Our friend Lrnest memwhile had
been deeply stirred by the idea that the great
man the noble man the man of prophecy after
so many ages of delay was at length to be made
mamifest to ns native valley He knew bov as
he was that there were a thousand ways in which
Mr Gathergold with s vast wealth might
transform himself into an angel of beneficence
and assume a control over human affairs as wide
and bemgnant as the smile of the Great Stone
Face Tull of faith and hope Ernest doubted
not that what the people said was true and that
now he was to behold the living Itheness of those
wondrous features on the mountain side  While
the boy was still gazing up the valley and fancy
g as he always did that the Great Stone Tace
returned his gaze and looked hindly at lim the
rumbling of wheels was heard approaching
swiftly along the winding road

Here he comes! cried 2 group of people wha
08
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were assembled to witness the armival  Here
comes the great Mr Gathergold!

A carriage drawn by four horses dashed round
the turn of theroad Withm 1t thrust partly out
of the window appeared the phy siognomy of the
old man with a shin as yellow as if lus own Midas
hand had transmuted1t He had a low forehead
small sharp eyes puchered about with mnumer
able wrinkles and very thin hps which he made
still thinner by pressing them forably together

The very mmage of the Great Stone Facel
shouted the people Sure enough the old
prophecy 15 true and here we have the great man
come at last!

And what greatly perplexed Ernest they
seemed actually to believe that here was the hike-
ness which they spoke of By the roadside there
chanced to be an old beggar woman and two little
beggar children stragglers from some far off
region who as the carriage rolled onward held
out therr hands and lifted up therr doleful voices
most pitecusly beseeching charity A vellow
claw—the very same that had clawed together so
much wealth—poked 1tself out of the coach win
dow and dropped some copper comns upon the
ground so that though the great mans name
seems to have been Gathergold he mught just as
sutably have been nichnamed Scattercopper
Still nevertheless with an earnest shout the peo-
ple bellowed He 1s the very image of the

Great Stone I'sce!
00
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But Ernest turned sadly from the wr nkled
shrewdness of that sordid visage and gazed up
the valley, where amid a gathering mist gilded
by the last sunbeams he could still distinguish
those glomous features which had impressed
themselses mto s soul Thewr aspect cheered
Tum  What did the bemgn hips seem to say?

He wil come! Fear not, Ernest the man
will come!’

The years went on and Ernest ceased to be a
boy He had grown to be a young man now
He attracted little notice from the other snhab
itants of the valley for they saw nothing remark
able 1n his way of hife save that when the labor
of the day wis over le still loved to go apart and
gaze and meditate upon the Great Stone Face
According to their idea of the matter 1t was a
folly indeed but pardonable inasmuch as Lirnest
was mdustrious kind and neighborly and neg
Iected no duty for the sake of indulgmg this 1dle
hatit  They 1 new not that the Great Stone Face
had become a teacher to lum and that the sent:
ment which was expressed in 1t would enlarge the
young mans heart, and fill 1t with wider and
deeper sympathies than other hearts Thev knew
not that thence would come a better wisdom than
could be learned from boohs and a better hife
than could be molded on the defaced example of
other humanInes Neither did Ernest know that
the thoughts and affections which came to lum so
naturally in the fields and at the firesde and
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wherever he communed with himself were of a
higher tone than those which all men shared with
him A simple soul—simple as when his mother
first taught him the old prophecy—he beheld the
marvelous features beaming adown the valley
and stll wondered that therr human counterpart
was so long in making ns appearance

By this time poor Mr Gathergold was dead
and buried and the oddest part of the matter
was that s wealth which was the body and
spint of his existence had disappeared before his
death leaving nothing of him but a living shele
ton covered over with a “vrinhled yellow skin
Since the melting away of lis gold 1t had been
very generally conceded that there was no such
stribing resemblance after all betwixt the 1g
noble features of the rumed merchant and that
majestic face upon the mountan side  So the peo
ple ceased to honor im during his Iifetime and
quietly consigned him to forgetfulness after s
decease Once 1 a while 1t1s true his memory
was brought up m connection with the magmifi
cent palace which he had bult and which had
long ago been turned into a hotel for the ac
commodation of strangers multitudes of whom
came every summer to visit that famous natu
ral curiosity the Great Stone Face Thus
Mr Gathergold bemng discredited and thrown
mto the shade the man of prophecy was yet
to come

It so happened that a native born son of the
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valley many years before had enlsted as a sol
dier and after a great deal of hard fighting had
now become an 1illustrious commander What
ever he may be called in history he was known mn
camps and on the battlefield under the nickname
of Old Blood and Thunder This war worn vet
eran, being now mnfirm with age and wounds and
weary of the turmoil of a military hife and of the
roll of the drum and the clangor of the trumpet
that had so long been nngmng m Jus ears had
lately signified 2 purpose of returming to lus na
tive valley hoping to find repose where he re-
membered to have left it The nhabitants his
old neighbors and their grown up children were
resolved to welcome the renowned warrior with a
salute of cannon and & public dinner and all the
more enthusiastically 1t bemng affirmed that now
at Jast the likeness of the Great Stone I'ace had
actually appeared An aid de camp of Old
Blood and Thunder traveling through the val
ley was said to have been struck with the resem
blance  Moreover the schoolmates and early
acquamtances of the general were ready to
testify on oath that to the best of their recollec
tion the aforesmid genersl had been exceedingly
tike the majestic image, even when a boy only
that the 1dea had never occurred to them at that
period  Great therefore was the excitement
thronghout the valley and many people who had
never once thought of glanaing at the Great
Stone Face for years before, now spent their time
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in gazing at it for the sahe of knowing exactly
how General Blood and Thunder looked

On the day of the great festival Ernest with
all the other people of the valley left their work
and proceeded to the spot where the sylvan ban
quet was prepared As he approached the loud
voice of the Rev Dr Battleblast was heard be
seeching a blessing on the good things set before
them and on the distingwshed friend of peace n
whose honor they were assembled The tables
were arranged n a cleared space of the woods
shut i by the surrounding trees except where 2
vista opened eastward and afforded a distant
view of the Great Stone Face Over the gen
eral s charr which was a rehe from the home of
‘Washington there was an arch of verdant boughs
with the laurel profusely intermuxed and sur-
mounted by his country s banner beneath which
he had won his victomes Our friend Ernest
raised himself on his tiptoes 1n hopes to get a
ghmpse of the celebrated guest but there was a
mughty crowd about the tables anxious to hear
the toasts and speeches and to catch any word
that might fall from the general n reply and a
volunteer company domg duty as a guard
priched ruthlessly with their bayonets at any par
ticularly quet person among the throng So
Ernest bemg of an unobtrusive character was
thrust quite mto the background where he could
see no more of Old Blood and Thunder s phys:
ognomy than if 1t had been still blazing on the
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pattlefield 'To console humself, he turned toward
the Great Stone T'ace which like a faithful and
long remembered friend looked back and smiled
upon lum through the vista of the forest Mean
time however he could overhear the remarhs of
various ndividuals who were comparing the fea-
tures of the hero with the face on the distant
mountan side
Tis the same face to a hairl’ cried one man

Wonderfully Iike thats a fact! responded
another

TLake! why I call 1t Old Blood and Thunder
himself 1n a monstrous looking glass! cried a
third  And why not? Hes the greatest man
of this or any other age beyond a doubt’

And then all three of the speakers gave a great
shout which communicated electrieity to the
crowd and called forth a roar from a thousand
voices that went reverberating for miles among
the mountams until you might have supposed
that the Great Stone Tace had poured 1ts thun
der breathinto the cry ~ All these comments and
this vast enthusiasm served the more to interest
our friend nor did he think of questioning that
now at length the mountan visage had found
its human counterpart It is true Ernest had
mnagmed that this long looked for personage
would appear in the character of a man of peace
uttering wisdom and doing good and making
people happy But talung an habitual breadth
of view with all lis ssmpherty he contended that
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Providence should choose 1ts own method of bless
g mankind and could concewve that this great
end might be effected even by a warror sliould
mscrutable wisdom see fit to order matters so
The general! the general! was now the cry
Hush!silence! 01d Blood and Thunder s gomng
to make a speech
Even so for the cloth bemg removed the
general s health had been druph amid shouts
of applause and he now stood upon s
feet to thank the company Ernest saw hin
There he was over the shoulders of the
crowd from the two glttering epaulets and
embrordered collar upward beneath the arch
of green boughs with ntertwmed laurel and
the banner drooping as if to shade s brow!
And there too visible in the same glance through
the vista of the forest appeared the Great Stone
Tace!l And was there indeed such a resemblance
as the crowd had testified? Alas Ernest could
not recogmize 1t! He beheld a war worn and
weather beaten countenance full of energy and
expressive of an wron will but the gentle wisdom
the deep broad tender sympathes were alto
gether wanting in Old Blood and Thunder s vis
age and even if the Great Stone Face had
assumed his look of stern command the milder
traits would still have tempered 1t
This 15 not the man of prophecy sighed
Ernest to hunself as he made his way out of the
throng  And must the world wait Jonger yet?
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The musts had congregated about the distant
mountan side and there were seen the grand and
awful features of the Great Stone Tace awful
but bemgnant as if a mughty angel were sitting
among the hills, 2nd enrobing himself m a cloud
vesture of gold and purple Asheloohed Ernest
could hardly bebieve but that & smule beamed over
the whole visage with & radiance stil bnighten
mg slthough without motion of the hps It was
probably the effect of the western sunshine melt
mg through the thinly diffused vapors that had
swept between him and the object that he gazed
at  But-—as it always did—the aspect of s mar
velous friend made Ernest as hopeful s if he had
never hoped m vawm

Fear not Ernest, smid lus heart even asof
the Great I'ace were whispermmg to him— fear
not Ernest he will come

More vears sped swifthy and tranquilly anay
Lrnest stilt dwelt 1n hus natne valley and was
now a man of mddle age By imperceptible de~
grees he had become known among the people
Now as heretofore, he Iabored for his bread and
was the sume simple-hearted man thet he had al
wavsheen Dut hehad thought and felt so much
he had given so manv of the best hours of lus hife
to unworldly hopes for some great ¢ood to man
hind that )t seemed as though he had been talling
with the angels and had imbibed a portion of
thewr wisdom unawares Tt wasvisible m the calm
and well considered beneficence of hus daily life,
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the quiet stream of which had made a wide green
margin all along its course  Not a day passed by
that the world was not the better because this
man humble as he was had Ined He never
stepped aside from Ius own path jet would al
ways reach a blessing to his neighbor  Almost
mvoluntarily too he had become a preacher
The pure and high simphaty of his thought
which as one of 1ts mamfestations took shape m
the good deeds that dropped silently from his
hand flowed also forth m speech He uttered
truths that wrought upon and molded the lives
of those who heard im  His auditors 1t may be
never suspected that Ernest therr own neighbor
and famibar friend was more than an ordinary
man Jeast of all did Ernest humself suspect 1t
but ievitably as the murmur of a rivulet came
thoughts out of lus mouth that no other human
lips had spoken

‘When the people s runds had had a little time
to cool they were ready enough to acknowledge
therr mistake 1n 1magining 2 smmlarty between
General Blood and Thunder s truculent physt
ognomy and the bemgn visage on the mountain
side But now agam there were reports and
many paragraphs m the newspapers affirming
that the hikeness of the Great Stone Tace had ap
peared upon the broad shoulders of a certam
eminent statesman He like Mr Gathergold and
Old Blood and Thunder was & native of the val
ley but had left 1t in his early days and taken
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up the trades of law and polities Instead of the
rich man s wealth and the warrior s sword he had
but a tongue and 1t was mightier than both to
gether  So wonderfully eloquent was he that
whatever he rught choose to say Ius auditors had
no choice but to believe lum  wrong looked like
night and nght hhe wrong for when 1t
pleased hum he could make & kind of illu-
mumnated fog with his mere breath and ob

scure the natural daylight with it His
tongue 1ndeed was a magic nstrument

sometimes 1t rumbled like the thunder sometimes
1t warbled like the sweetest music It was the
blast of war—the song of peace and 1t seemed
to have a heart m1t when there was no such mat

ter In good truth he was a wondrous man and
when his tongue had scquired him all other
maginable success—when 1t had been heard n
halls of state and i the courts of princes and
potentates—after 1t had made him known all over
the world even as a voice erying from shore to
shore—t finally persuaded his countrymen to
select hun for the Presidency  Before this time
—indeed, as soon as he began to grow celebrated
—Mis admirers had found out the resemblance be

tween him and the Great Stone T'ace and so
much were they struch by 1t that throughout the
country this dishinguished gentleman was known
by the name of Old Stony Phtz  The phrase was
considered as giving a highly favorable aspect to
s pohitical prospeets for as s bhewise the case
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with the Popedom nobody ever becomes Pres:
dent without taking a name other than his own

While his friends were domg their best to make
him President Old Stony Phiz as he was called
set out on & visit to the valley where he was born
Of course he had no other object than to shake
hands with his fellow citizens and nesther thought
nor cared about any effect which s progress
through the country might have upon the election
Magmificent preparations were made to recetve
the illustrious statesman a cavaleade of horse-
men set forth to meet im at the boundary line of
the State and all the people left their business
and gathered along the wayside to see hum pass
Among these was Ernest Though more than
once disappomted as we have seen he had such
a hopeful and confiding nature that he was al
ways ready to believe m whatever seemed beau
tiful and good He Lept his heart contmually
open and thus was sure %o catch the blessing from
on high when 1t should come S0 now agamn as
buoyantly as ever he went forth to behold the
likeness of the Great Stone Face

The cavalcade came prancing along the road
with a great clattering of hoofs and a mighty
cloud of dust which rose up so dense and high
that the visage of the mountamn side was com
pletely hidden from Ernest s eyes  All the great
men of the neighborhood were there on horse
back militia officers 1n umform the member of
Congress the sheriff of the county the editors
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of newspapers and many a farmer too had
mounted his patient steed with lus Sunday coat
upon lisback  Ttreally wasa very brilliant spec
tacle cspecially as there were numerous banners
flaunting over the cavaleade on some of which
were gorgeous portraits of the illustrious states
man and the Great Stone Tace smuling famiharly
at one another hke two brothers If the pictures
were to be trusted the mutual resemblance it
must be confessed was marvelous We must not
forget to mention that there was a band of muste
which made the echoes of the mountams ring and
reverberate with the loud triumph of its strans
so that ary and soul thnihng melodies brohe out
among all the heights and hollows as if every
nook of lus native valley had found a voice to wel
come the distingwished guest But the grandest
effect was when the far off mountan prectpice
flung bach the music for then the Great Stone
Face 1tself scemed to be swelling the trrumphant
chorus 1 acknowledgment that at length the
man of prophecy was come

All this while the people were throwmg up
therr hats and shouting with enthusiasm so con
tagious that the heart of Ernest hindled up and
he likewise threw up ns hat and shouted as
loudly as the loudest Huzza for the great man!
Huzza for Old Stony Pliz!  But as yet he had
not seen him

Here he 1s now! cried those who stood near
Emest. Therel There! Look at Old Stony Phiz
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and then at the Old Man of the Mountain and
see 1f they are not as like as two twin brothers!

In the mdst of all this gallant array came an
open barouche drawn by four white horses and
in the barouche with lis massive head uncovered
sat the illustrious statesman Old Stony Phiz
himself

Confess 1t  said one of Ernest s neighbors to
him  the Great Stone Face has met 1ts match at
last!

Now 1t must be owned that at s first ghimpse
of the countenance which was bowing and smml
g from the barouche Ernest did fancy that
there was a resemblance between 1t and the old
famliar face upon the mountan side  The brow
with 1ts massive depth and loftiness and all the
other features indeed were boldly and strongly
hewn as 1f m emulation of a more than heroie of
a Titame model But the sublimity and statel
ness the grand expression of a divine sympathy
that lluminated the mountain visage and ethe
realized 1ts ponderous gramte substance mto
spirit might here be sought 1n vamn  Something
had been onginally left out or had departed
And therefore the marvelously gifted statesman
had always a weary gloom in the deep caverns of
his eyes as of a child that has outgrown its play
things or & man of mighty faculties and Iittle
armms whose Ife wath all its high performances
was vague and empty because no lugh purpose
had endowed 1t with reality
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Stil Ernest s neighbor was thrusting us elbow
mto his side and pressing lum for an answer
Confess! confess! TIs not he the very picture
of your Old Man of the Mountain?
No! smd Lrnest bluntly I see litile or no
likeness
Then so much the worse for the Great Stone
Facel answered s neighbor
But Ernest turned away melancholy, and al
most despondent for this was the saddest of his
disappointments to behold a man who rught have
fulfilled the propheey and had not willed to do
50 Meantime the cavalcade the banners the
music and the barouches swept past him with
the vociferous crowd in the rear Jeaving the dust
to settle down and the Great Stone Face to be
revealed again
Lo here T am Ernest! the bemgn lps
seemed to say I have waited longer than thou
and 2m not yet weary I'ear not the man wil
come
The years hurried onward treading m their
haste on one another s heels  And now they be
gan to bring white hairs and scatter them over
the head of Ernest they made reverend wrinkles
across his forehead and furrows n his cheeks ¥e
was an aged man  But not 1n vain had he grown
old more than the white hairs on his head were
the sage thoughts in huis mind Ins wrinhles and
furrows were inscriptions that Time had graved,
and m which he had wntten legends of wisdom
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that had been tested by the tenor of a hfe And
Ernest had ceased to be obscure  Unsought for
undesired had come the fame which so many seek
and made him known mn the great world beyond
the Limits of the valley in which he had dwelt so
quietly College professors and even the active
men of cities came from far to see and converse
with Ernest for the report had gone abroad that
thus simple husbandman had 1deas unhke those of
other men not gamned from books but of a higher
tone—a tranquil and familiar majesty as if he
had been talking with the angels as his daily
friends Whether 1t were sage statesman or
philanthropist Ernest received these visitors with
the gentle sincenty that had characterized lum
from boyhood and spoke freely with them of
whatever came uppermost or lay deepest in his
heart or their own  While they talked together
s face would Lindle unawares and shine upon
them as with a mld evening ight  Pensive with
the fulness of such discourse his guests took leave
and went therr way and passing up the valley
paused to look at the Great Stone Tace 1magin
g that they had seen its likeness 1n a human
countenance but could not remember where
While Ernest had been growing up and grow
mg old a bountiful Providence had granted a
new poet to this earth e hihewise was a natve
of the valley but had spent the greater part of
his hife at a distance from that romantic region
pouring out hus sweet musie anud the bustle and
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din of eties  Often however did the mountams
which had been familiar to hum 1n Jus chtdhood
Rft their snowy peahs mto the clear atmosphere
of s poetry  Neither was the Great Stone T'ace
forgotten for the poet had celebrated it mn an ode,
which was grand enough to have been uttered by
1ts own majestic ips  This man of gens we
may say had come down from heaven with won
derful endowments If he sang of a mountan,
the eyes of all mankind beheld a mightier gran
deur reposing on 1ts breast or soaring to 1ts sum
mit than had before been seen there If hus
theme were o Jovely lake 2 celestial smile had
now been thrown over 1t to gleam forever on 1its
surface If it were the vast old sea even the deep
immensity of 1ts dread hosom seemed to swell the
higher as if moved by the emotions of the song
Thus the world 2ssumed another and « better as
pect from the hour that the poet blessed 1t wath
his happy eyes The Creator had bestowed him,
as the last best touch to lus own handiwork  Cre-
ation was not finished till the poet came to nter-
pret and so complete 1t

The effect was no less high and beautiful when
his human brethren were the subject of his verse
The man or woman sordid with the common dust
of life who crossed his daily path and the httle
child who played i 1t were glorified 1f he beheld
them n is mood of poetic faith  He showed the
golden links of the great chain that mtertwined
them with an angelic kindred he brought out the
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hidden traits of a celestial birth that made them
worthy of such hin  Some indeed there were
who thought to show the soundness of their judg
ment by affirming that all the beauty and digmty
of the natural world existed only in the poets
fancy Let such men speah for themselves who
undoubtedly appear to have been spawned forth
by Nature with a contemptuous bitterness she
having plastered them up out of her refuse stuff
after all the swine were made As respects all
things else the poet s 1deal was the truest truth

The songs of this poet found therr way to Er
nest He read them after his customary toil
seated on the bench before his cottage door
where for such a length of time he had filled h1s
repose with thought by gazing at the Great Stone
Face And now as he read stanzas that caused
the soul to thnll he Lifted his eyes to the vast
countenance beaming on him so benignantly

Oh majestic friend he murmured address

g the Great Stone I'ace 1s not this man
worthy to resemble thee?

The Face seemed to smile but answered not a
word

Now 1t happened that the poet though he
dwelt so far away had not only heard of Ernest
but had meditated much upon his character until
he deemed nothmg so desirable as to meet this
man whose untaught wisdom walked hand n
hand with the noble simphaity of lus ife  One
summer morning therefore he took passage by
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the salroad and, m the dechine of the afternoon,
ahighted from the cars at no great distance from
Tirnest s cottage The great hotel swhich had for
merly been the palace of Mr Gathergold was
elose at hand but the poet with s carpetbag on
Jus arm inquired at onee where Drnest dwelt, and
was resolved to be accepted as his guest

Approaching the door he there found the
good old man holding a yolume sn s hand
which alternately he read and then with a finger
between the leaves looked lovingls at the Grest
Stone Tace

Good evemng  smd the poet * Canyougne
a traveler 2 mght s lodgmg?

Willngly answered Ernest snd then he
added smimg, Methinks I never saw the Great
Stone Fate look sa hospitably at a stranger

The poet sat down on the bench beside hum,
and he and Ernest talked together Often had
the poet beld intercourse with the wittiest and the
wisest but never before with a man like Ernest
whose thoughts and feehngs gushed up wath such
a natural freedom and who made great truths 50
famsbiar by hus simple utterance of them Angels,
as had been 5o often said seemed to have wrought
with hum at bis Iabor mn the fields angels seemed
to have sat with hum by the fireside and dwell
g with angels #s friend with friends he had m
Iabed the sublimity of their ideas and smbued 3t
with the sneet and lowly charm of household
words  So thought the poet And Ernest on
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the other hand was moved and agitated by the
living 1mages which the poet flung out of his
mind and which peopled all the air about the cot
tage door with shapes of beauty both gay and
pensive The sympathies of these two men 1n
structed them with a profounder sense than either
could have attained alone Therr minds accorded
mto one stram and made dehghtful music which
neither of them could have claimed as all his own
ror distingwished his own share from the other s
They led one another as 1t were mto a high pa
vilion of therr thoughts so remote and hitherto
so dim that they had never entered 1t before and
50 beautiful that they desired to be there always
As Lrnest listened to the poet he imagmed
that the Great Stone Face was bending forward
to histen too  He gazed earnestly mto the poet s
glowing eyes
Who are you my strangely gifted guest? he
said
The poet 1aid his finger on the volume that Er
nest had been reading
You have read these poems said he  You
know me then—for I wrote them
Again and still more earnestly than before
Ernest exammed the poet s features then turned
toward the Great Stone Face then back with an
uncertamn aspect to his guest But his counte
nance fell he shook his head and sighed
Wherefore are you sad? nquired the poet
Because repled Ernest, all through hfe I
<y
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have avaited the fulfilment of a propheey and,
when I read these poems I hoped that it might
be fulfilled n you

Youhoped answered the poet fantly sl
ing  to find in me the likeness of the Great Stone
Tace And you are disappomnted as formerly
with Mr Gathergold and Old Blood and Thun
der and Old Stony Phiz  Yes Iirnest 1t 1s my
doom Y ou must add my name to the illustrious
three, and record another failure of your hopes
Tor—-n shame and sadness do I speah 1t Ernest
—TI am not worthy to be typified by yonder be
mgn and majestic image

And why? ashed Ernest He pomnted to the
solume  Are not those thoughts divine?

They have a strmn of the Divimty ' rephed
the poet Y ou can hear in them the far off echo
of a heavenly song But ms hife dear Ernest,
has not corresponded with my thought I have
had grand dreams but they have been only
dreams because I have Ived—and that too by
my own chorce—among poor and mean reahties
Sometimes even—shall T dare to say 1t?—I lach
farth m the grandeur the beauty and the good
ness which my own works are said to have made
more evident mn nature and i human hife  Why,
then, pure seeker of the good shouldst thou hope
to find me 1 yonder mmage of the divine?

The poet spohe sadly and his eyes were dim
with tears  So likewise, were those of Ernest
At the hour of sunset as had long been his fre-
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quent custom Ernest was to discource to an
assemblage of the neighbormng inhaltants 1n the
openair Me and the poet armn arm shill talk-
g together as they went along proceeded to the
spot It was a small nool among the hills with
2 gray precipice behind the stern front of which
was relieved by the pleasant follage of many
creeping plants that made a tapestry for the
naked rock by hanging ther festoons from all
1is rugged angles At a small elevation above the
ground set n a rich frameworl of verdure there
appeared a mche spacious enough te admit a
human figure with freedom for such gestures as
spontaneously accompany earnest thought and
genume emotion Into this natural pulpt Tr
nest ascended and threw a look of famubiar hind
ness around upon his audience Thev stood or
sat or yechned upon the grass as seemed good
o each with the departing sunshmne falling ob
liquely over them and mmghng its subdued
cheerfulness with the solemnity of o grove of
ancrent trees beneath and amid the boughs of
which the golden rays were constrained to pass
In another direction was seen the Great Stone
Tace with the same cheer combmed with the
same solemmty m its bemgnant aspect

Ernest began to speal. giving to the people of
what was 1n his heart and mind  His words had
power because they accorded with hus thoughts
and his thoughts had reality and depth because
they harmomzed with the Iife which he had al
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have awaited the fulfilment of a prophecy and,
when I read these poems I hoped that 1t might
be fulfilled 1n you

Youhoped answered the poet famntly smil
mg to find 1n me the likeness of the Great Stone
Face And vou are disappomnted as formerly
with Mr Gathergold and Old Blood and Thun
der and Old Stony Pluz  Yes Ernest 1t s my
doom  You must add my name to the illustrious
three and record another failure of your hopes
For—in shame and sadness do I speak 1t Lrnest
~T am not worthy to be typified by yonder be
nign and majestic image

And why? ashed Ernest He pointed to the
volume  Are not those thoughts divine?

They have a stramn of the Dty ’ rephed
the poet Y ou can hear in them the far off echo
of a heavenly song  But my lfe dear Ernest,
has not corresponded with my thought I have
had grand dreams but they have been only
dreams because I have hved—and that too by
my own choice—among poor and mean realities
Sometimes ¢ven—shall T dare to say 1t?—1I lack
farth i the grandeur the beauty and the good
ness which my own works are said to have made
more evident in pature and 1n human hfe Why
then pure seeker of the good shouldst thou hope
to find me m vonder image of the divine?

The poet spoke sadly and his eyes were dim
with tears  So Iihewise were those of Trnest
At the hour of sunset as had long been s fre
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THE LADY, OR THE TIGER?

BY FRANK R STOCKTON

N THE very olden time there lived & serm
barbarie king whose 1deas though somewhat
polished and sharpened by the progressive-

ness of distant Latin neighbors were still large
florid and untrammelled as became the half of
him which was barbane He was a man of
exuberant fancy and withal of an authorty so
uresistible that at his will he turned hus varied
fancies mto facts He was greatly given to self
commumng, and when he and himself agreed
upon anything the thing was done When everv
member of his domestic and political systems
moved smoothly n 1its appomnted course his
nature was bland and gemal but whenever there
was a little nich and some of his orbs got out
of their orbits he was blander and more genial
shil for nothing pleased hin so much as to make
the crooked straight and crush down uneven
places

Among the borrowed notions by which his bar
barism had become semified was that of the pub
lic arena m which by exhibitions of manly and
beastly valor the minds of his subjects were
refined and cultured

Copyright, 1884 by Chatles Seribner’s Sous.
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But even here the exuberant and barbame
fancy asserted 1tself The arena of the hing was
built not to give the people an opportumty of
hearing the rhapsodies of dyng gladittors mor
to enable them to view the inevitable conclusion
of & conflict between rehgious opimons and
hungry jaws but for purposes far better adapted
to widen and develop the mental energies of the
people This vast amphitheatre with its encirel
g galleries 1ts mystenous vaults and its unseen
passages was an agent of poetic Justice, 1n which
crime was punished or virtue rewarded, by the
decrees of an impartial and mcorruptible chance

‘When a subject was accused of a crime of
sufficent importance to mnterest the ling public
notice was given that on an appomted day the
fate of the accused person would be decided m
the hings arena —a structure which well de
served its name for although its form and plan
were borrowed from afar its purpose emanated
solely from the brain of this man, who every
barleycorn a hing, knew no traditron to which he
owed more allemance than pleased s fancy,
and who ngrafted on every adopted form of
Buman thought and action the rich growth of hus
barbanc 1dealism

When all the people had assembled in the
gallertes and the king surrounded by hs court;
sat hugh up on his throne of royal state on one
side of the arena he gave a signal s door beneath
hun opened and the sceused subject stepped cul
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mto the amphitheatre Directly opposite hm ¢~
the other side of the enclosed space were two
doors exactly alike and side by side It was the
duty and the privilege of the person on tnal to
walk directly to these doors and open one of
them He could open either door he pleased
he was subject to no gudance or influence but
that of the aforementioned unpartial and ncor
ruptible chance If he opened the one there
came out of 1t a bungry tiger the fiercest and
most cruel that could be procured which imme-
diately sprang upon him and tore hum to pieces,
as a pumshment for s guilt The moment that
the case of the crimmal was thus deaded doleful
won bells were clanged, great wals went u
from the hired mourners posted on the outer
rm of the arena and the vast audience with
bowed heads and downeast hearts wended slowly
ther homeward way mournng greatly that gne
so young and fair or so old and respected shoy]q
have mented so dire a fate

But 1f the accused person opened the other
door there came forth from it a lady the mog
sutable to his years and station that hys majest,
could select among hus far subjects and to thig
lady he was immediately married a5 g Tewarq
of lis mnocence It mattered not that he mght
alrcady possess a wife and family or thatgh
affections mught be engaged upon an ohject x;
Tus own selection the king allowed no such, Sﬂbo:
dhnate arrangements to interfere with his great
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scheme of retribution and reward The exercises,
as 1n the other instance took place immediately,
and m the arena Another door opened beneath
the lung and a prest followed by a band of
chonsters and danaing maidens blowing joyous
airs on golden horns and treading an epithalamic
measure advanced to where the parr stood side
by side end the weddmg was promptly and
cheerily solemnized Then the gay brass bells
rang forth their merrv peals the people shouted
glad hurrshs and the mnocent man preceded by
children strewing flowers on Ins path led s
bride to lus home

This was the 1ings serm barbaric method of
admimstering  justice Its perfect fairness 1s
obvious The ermunal could not know out of
which door would come the ladv he opened
either he pleased without having the shghtest
1dea whether m the next mstant he was to be
devoured or married On some occasions the
tiger came out of one door and on some out
of the other The deasions of this tribunal were
not only far they were positively determinate
the accused person was instantly pumshed if he
found hunself gnlty and 1f mnocent he was
rewarded on the spot whether he 1l ed 1t or not
There was no eseape from the Judgments of the
king’s arena

The mstitution was a very popular ocne When
the peonle gathered together on one of the great
trial days they never Lnew whether they were
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to witness & bloody slaughter or a hilarious wed
ding Ths element of uncertainty lent an inter
est to the oceasion which 1t could not otherwise
have attained Thus the masses were entertamed
and pleased and the thinking part of the com
mumty could bring no charge of unfairness
agamnst this plan for did not the accused person
have the whole matter i s own hands?

This semu barbarte hing had a daughter as
blooming as his most flond fancies and with a
soul as fervent and impertous as his owvn  As s
usual m such cases she was the apple of lus eye
and was loved by him above all humamty Among
his courtters was a young man of that fineness
of blood and lowness of station common to the
conventional heroes of romance who love royal
madens This royal mmden was well satisfied
with her lover for he was handsome and brave to
a degree unsurpassed in all this hingdom and
she loved him with an ardor that had enough
of barbansm m 1t to make 1t exceedingly warm
and strong This love affair moved on happily
for many months until one day the kang hap
pened to discover its existence He did not hest
tate nor waver n regard to his duty m the
premuses The youth was mmediately cast mto
prison and a day was appomnted for his trial
the hing’s arena  This of course was an espe-
aally important occasion and s majesty as
well as 1! the people was greatly interested
the workings ana development of this tral.
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Never before had such a case occurred never
before had a subject dared to love the daughter
of a hing In after years such things became
commonplace enough but then they were mn no
shght degree novel and startling

The tiger cages of the hingdom were searched
for the most savage and relentless beasts from
which the fiercest monster might be selected for
the arena and the ranls of marden youth and
beauty throughout the land were carefully sur-
veyed by competent judges n order that the
young man mght have a fitting bride 1n case fate
did not determme for him a different destiny
Of course everybody Lnew that the deed with
which the accused was charged had been done
He had loved the princess and neither he she
nor any one else thought of denying the fact,
but the hing would not think of allowing any
fact of this hind to mterfere with the worlungs
of the tribunal m which he took such great de-
light and satisfaction  No matter how the affair
turned out the youth would be disposed of and
the king would take an aesthetic pleasure
watching the course of events which would deter
mne whether or not the young man had done
wrong n allowing himself to love the princess

The appomted day arrived From far and
near the people gathered and thronged the great
galleries of the arena and crowds unable to gmin
admittance massed themselves against its outside
walls The king and s court were 1 their
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places opposite the twin doors—those fateful
portals so terrible i their similanty

All was ready 'The signal was given A door
beneath the royal party opened and the lover of
the princess walked imnto the arena Fall beaut1
ful farr s appearance was greeted with a low
hum of admration and anxiety Half the aud:
ence had not known so grand a youth had lived
among them No wonder the princess loved hum!
‘What a terrible thing for lum to be there!

As the youth advanced mnto the arena he
turned as the custom was to bow to the kang
but he did not think at all of that royal person-
age his eyes were fixed upon the princess who
sat to the right of her father Had 1t not been
for the moiety of barbarism 1n her nature 1t 15
probable that lady would not have been there;
but her intense and fervid soul would not allow
her to be absent on an occasion 1 which she was
so terribly interested From the moment that the
decree had gone forth that her lover should de-
cide his fate in the king s arena she had thought
of nothing might or day but this great event
and the various subjects connected with 1t Pos
sessed of more power Influence and force of
character than any one who had ever before been
interested 1n such a case she had done what no
other person had done—she had possessed herself
of the secret of the doors She Lnew i which of
the two rooms that lay behind those doors stood
the cage of the tiger with its open front and
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1 which waited the lady Through these thich
doors heawily curtained with shans on the mside
1t was impossible that any noise or suggestion
should come from within to the person who
should approach to rase the latch of one of them,
but pold and the power of a womans will had
brought the secret to the princess

And not only did she know m which room stood
the lady ready to emerge all blushing and rads
ant should her door be opentd but she knew who
the lady was It was one of the fawrest and
loveliest of the damsels of the eourt who had
been selected as the reward of the accused youth
should he be proved mnocent of the erime of
aspiring to one so far above lum  and the princess
hated her Often had she seen or imagimed that
she had seen this fair creature throwing glances
of admiration upon the person of her lover and
sometimes she thought these glances were per-
cewed and even returned Now and then she had
seen them talling together it was but for a
moment or two but much can be said 1n a brief
space 1t may have been on most umimportant
toptes but how could she know that? The girl
was lovely but she had dared to raise her eyes
to the loved one of the princess and with all
the mtensity of the savage blood transmtted to
her through long lines of wholly barbane ances
tors she hated the woman who blushed and
trembled belind that silent door

‘When her lover turned and lool ed at her and
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s eye met hers as she sat there paler and whiter
than any one 1n the vast ocean of anxious faces
about her he saw by that power of quick per
ception which 1s given to those whose souls are
one that she knew behind which door crouched
the tiger and behind which stood the lady He
had expected her to know 1t He understood her
nature and hs soul was assured that she would
never rest untu she had made plam to herself this
thing hidden to all other lookers on even to the
king The only hope for the youth i which there
was any element of certainty was based upon
the success of the prmeess 1 discovermg ths
mystery and the moment he looked upon her
he saw she had succeeded as m his soul he knew
she would succeed

Then 1t was that hus quick and anxious glance
ashed the question  Which? It was as plam
to her as 1f he shouted 1t from where he stood
There was not an instant to be lost The question
was ashed m a flash 1t must be answered m
another

Her might arm lay on the cushioned parapet
before her She raised her hand and made a
shght quich movement toward the ight No one
but her lover saw her Eiery eye but his was
fixed on the man in the arena He turned and
with a firm and rapid step he walked across the
empty space Every heart stopped beating
every breath was held every eye was fixed 1m-
movably upon that man Without the shighvest
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hesitation he went to the door on the nght and
opened 1t

Now the pomt of the story 1s this Did the
tiger come out of that door, or did the lady?
The more we reflect upon this question the
harder 1t 1s to answer Xt i olves o study of the
human heart which leads us through devious
mazes of passion out of which 1t 1s difficult to
find our way Think of it fair reader not asif
the decsion of the question depended upon your
self but upon that hot blooded semu barbame
princess her soul at a white heat beneath the
combined fires of despair and jealousy She had
lost lum but who should have hin?

How often 1n her walang hours and 1n her
dreams had she started in wild horror and cov
ered her face with her hands as she thought of
her lover opemng the door on the other side of
which waited the cruel fangs of the hgerl

But how much oftener had she seen im at
the other door! How in her grievous reveries had
she gnashed her teeth and torn her hair when
she saw hus start of rapturous delight as he
opened the door of the lady? How her soul had
burned m agony when she had seen him rush
to meet that woman with her flushing cheel and
sparhling eye of triumph when she had seen lnm
lead her forth lus whole frame hindled with the
Joy of recovered fe when she had heard the
glad shouts from the multitude and the wild
ringg of the happy bells when she had scen
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the priest with hus joyous followers advance to
the couple and male them man and wife before
her very eyes nnd when she had seen them walk
away together upon therr path of flowers fol
lowed by the tremendous shouts of the hilarious
multitude 1n which her one despainng shriek
was lost and drowned!

‘Would 1t not be better for him to die at once
and go to wait for her m the blessed regions of
sem: barbarie futurity ?

And yet that awful tiger those shnieks that
blood!

Her decision had been mndicated mn an mstant
but 1t had been made after days and mghts of
anguished deliberation She had known she
would be ashed she had decided what she would
answer and without the shghtest hesitation she
had moved her hand to the right

The question of her decision 15 one not to be
Iightly considered and 1t 1s not for me to pre-
sume to set myself up as the one person able to
answer 1t And so I leave 1t with all of you
‘Which came out of the opened door—the lady or
the tiger?
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THE DIAMOND LENS
BY FITZ JAMES O BRIEN
I
I \ROM & very early period of my hfe the en

tire bent of my mchinations had been to
ward microscopic mvestigations When I
was not more than ten jyears old a distant
relative of our famly hoping to astonish mv in
expertence constructed a simple microscope for
me by drilling n a dish of copper a small hole in
which a drop of pure water was sustamed by
capllary attraction This very primitive ap
paratus magmfymg some fifty diameters pre
sented 1t 1s true only ndistinet and mmperfect
forms but still sufficiently wonderful to work
up my magmation to a preternatural state of
excitement
Seemg me so mterested mn this rude mstru
ment my cousin explaned to me all that he knew
about the principles of the miscroscope related
to me a few of the wonders which had been ac
complished through its agency and ended by
promising to send me one regularly constructed
immediately on his return to the eity I counted
the days the hours the minutes that mtervened
between that promise and his departure
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Meantime T was notdle Esery transparent
substance that bore the remotest resemblance to
a lens I eagerly seized upon and employed n
vamm attempts to realize that nstrument the
theory of whose construction I as yet only
vaguely comprehended  All panes of glass con
taming those oblate spheroidal hnots farmharly
known as bull s eyes were ruthlessly destroyed
mn the hope of obtmimng lenses of marvelous
power I even went so far as to estract the
cerystalline humor from the eyes of fishes and
anmals and endeavored to press 1t mto the
mucroscopic service I plead guilty to having
stolen the glasses from my Aunt Agatha s spec
tacles with a dim 1dea of grinding them mto
lenses of wondrous magmfving properties~—n
schich attempt 1t 1s searcely necessary to say that
I totally faled

At last the promised instrument came It was
of that order known as Ields simple micro
scope and had cost perhaps about fifteen dollars
As far as educational purposes went 2 better
apparatus could not have been selected Ac
companying it was a small treatise on the micro-
seope—its histors uses and discoveries I com
prehended then for the first time the ‘Arabian
Nights Entertmnments  The dull veil of or
dinary euistence that hung across the world
seemed suddenly to roll away and to lay bare a
land of enchantments I felt toward my com
pamons as the seer might feel toward the ordi

138



THE DIAMOND LENS

nary masses of men T held conversations with
nature m a tongue which they could not under
stand I was mn datly communication with lising
wonders such as they never imagmed m thewr
wildest visions I penetrated beyond the external
portal of things and roamed through the sanctu
aries VWhere thev beheld only a drop of ramn
slowly rolling down the window glass I saw a
umverse of beings ammated with all the passions
common to physical Iife and convulsmg then
mumute sphere with struggles as fierce and pro
tracted as those of men In the common spots
of mould which my mother good housekeeper
that she was fiercely scooped away from her
Jjam pots there abode for me under the name of
mildew enchanted gardens filled with dells and
avenues of the densest foliage and most astomsh
mg verdure while from the fantastic boughs of
these microscopic forests hung strange frts
glittering with green and silver and gold

It was no scientific thirst that at this time filled
my mund It was the pure enjoyment of a poe!
to whom a world of wonders has been disclosed
X talked of my solitary pleasures to none Alone
with myv microscope I dimmed my sight day
after day and mght after night poring over the
marvels which it unfolded to me I was like one
who having discovered the ancient Eden still
existing 1n all its prinmtive glory should resolve
to enjoy 1t n sohtude and never betrav to mor
tal the secret of 1ts Jocality The rod of my Life

139



GREATEST SHORT STORIES

was bent at this moment I destmed myself to
be a microscopist

Of course like every novice I fancied myself
a discaverer I was 1gnorant at the time of the
thousands of acute mtellects engaged n the same
pursuit as myself and with the advantage of 1n
struments a thousand tunes more powerful than
mine The names of Leeuwenhoek Williamson
Spencer Ehrenberg Schultz Dujardin Schact
and Schlerden were then entwrely unknown to
me or if known I wasignorant of their patient
and wonderful researches In every fresh spea
men of eryptogama which I placed beneath my
mstrument I beheved that I discovered wonders
of which the world was as yet 1ignorant X re
member well the thnll of delight and admiration
that shot through me the first time that I dis
covered the common wheel ammaleule (Rotifera
vulgars) expanding and eontracting 1ts flexible
spokes and seemingly rotatng through the
water Alas!as I grew older and obtained some
worhs treating of my favorite study I found
that T was only on the threshold of s seience to
the nvestigation of which some of the greatest
men of the age were devoting therr lives and 1n
tellects

As X grew up my parents who saw but hittle
likelihood of anything practical resulting from
the exammation of hits of moss and drops of
water through a brass tube and a piece of glass
were anxious that I should choose a profession
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It was therr desire that I should enter the count
mg house of my uncle Ethan Blake a prosperous
merchant who carried on busmess in New York
This suggestion I deaisively combated T had no
taste for trade I should only make a failure m
short I refused to become a merchant

But 1t was necessary for me to select some
purswmit My parents were staid New England
people who msisted on the necessity of labor
and therefore although thanks to the bequest of
my poor Aunt Agatha I should on commg of
age mhent a small fortune sufficient to place me
above want 1t was decided that nstead of wait
g for this T should act the nobler part and em
ploy the intervening years in rendering myself
ndependent

After much cogitation I complied with the
wishes of my family and selected a profession
I determned to study medicine at the New York
Academy Ths disposttion of my future suited
me A removal from my relatives would enable
me to dispose of my time as I pleased without
fear of detection As long as I paxd my Acad
emy fees I might shirk attending the lectures if
I chose and as I never had the remotest mnten
tion of standing an examnation there was no
danger of my being pluched Besides a me
tropolis was the place for me There I could
obtain excellent mstruments the newest publica
tions inhmacy with men of purswits Lindred
with my own—in short 2ll thmgs necessary to
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ensure a profitable devotion of my hfe to my
beloved science I had an abundance of money
few destres that were not bounded by my 1illu
mingting murror on one side and my object glass
on the other what therefore was to prevent mv
becoming an illustrious mvestigator of the veiled
worlds? It was with the most buoyant hope that
T left my New Fngland home and established
myself m New York

II

My first step of course was to find smtable
apartments These T obtamed after a couple of
days search in Tourth Avenue o very prettv
sccond floor unfurmished contaming sitting
room bedroom and a smaller apartment wich I
mtended to fit up as a laboratory I furmshed
my lodgings simply but rather elegantly and
then devoted all my energies to the adornment
of the temple of my worship I sisited Pike the
celebrated optictan  and passed in review s
splendud collection of microscopes—Tield s Com
pound Hmghams Spencers Nachet s Binocu
lar (that founded on the principles of the stereo
scope) and at length fixed upon that form
known as Spencers Trunmon Microscope as
combming the greatest number of improvements
with an almost perfect freedom from tremor
Along with this I purchased every possible acces
sory—draw tubes micrometers a camera lucida
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lever stage achromatic condensers white cloud
luminators prisms paribolic condensers po
larizing apparatus forceps aquatic boxes fish
mg tubes with a host of other articles all of
which would have been useful m the hands of an
expenenced mucroscopist but as I afterward
discovered were not of the shghtest present
value to me It tal es years of practice to know
how to use a complicated mcroscope The op
tre1an looked susprciously at me as I made these
valuable purchases He evidently was uncertam
whether to set me down as some scientific celeb
nty or a madman I thnk he was mclned to
the latter behef I suppose X was mad Every
great genms 15 mad upon the subject m wlich
he 1s greatest 'The unsuccessful madman 1s dis
graced and called a lunatic

Mad or not I set myself to work with a zeal
which few scientific students have ever equaled
I had every thing to learn relative to the delicate
study upon which I had embarked—a study n
volving the most earnest patience the most ngnd
analytic powers the steadiest hand the most un
tiring eye the most refined and subtle manipu
lation

For a long time half my apparatus lay n
actively on the shelves of my laboratory which
was now most amply furmshed with every pos
sible contrivance for faalitating my nveshiga
tions The fact was that I did not know how to
use some of my scientific 1mplements — never
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having been taught mucroscopics—and those
whose use I understood theoretically were of
hitle sl until by prachice T could attam the
necessary delicacy of handhing  Stdl such was
the fury of my ambiton such the untiring perse
verance of my expenments that difficuls of
credit as 1t may be i the course of one yeir I
became theoretically and prachically an accom
phshed mucroscopist

During this period of my labors, m which I
submitted specimens of every substance that
eame under my observation to the action of my
lenses I became a discoverer—m a small wav
it 1s true for I was very young but still a dis
coverer It was I who destroyed Threnbergs
theory that the Foltow globator was an ammal
and proved that lus monads with stomachs and
eyes were merely phases of the formation of a
vegetable cell, and were when they reached thewr
ature state ncapable of the et of conjugation
or any true gencrative act without which no
argamsm nsng to any stage of hfe gher than
vegetable can be sud to be complete Yt was ¥
who resolved the singular problem of ratation it
the cells and hawrs of plants into cilary attrac
tion 1 spite of the assertions of Wenham and
others that my explanation was the result of an
optical sllusion

But notwithstanding these discaveries labort
ously and pamfully made as they were I felt
horribly dissatisfied At every step I found my
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self stopped by the imperfections of my mstru
ments Like all active meroscopists I gave my
magmation full play Indeed it 15 a common
‘complamt against many such that they supply
the defects of therr instruments with the crea
tions of their bramns I imagmed depths beyond
depths in nature which the limited power of my
lenses prolubited me fiom explormg I lay
awake at mght constructing imagnary micro
scopes of mmmeasurable power with which I
seemed to pierce through all the envelopes of
matter down to its original atom How I cursed
those imperfect mediums which necessity through
ignorance compelled me to use! How I longed
to discover the secret of some perfect lens whose
magmfying power should be Iimited only by the
resolvability of the object and which ot the same
time should be free from spherical and chromatie
aberrations—mn short from all the obstacles over
which the poor mucroseopist finds himself con
tnually stumbling! T felt convinced that the
simple microscope composed of a single lens of
such vast yet perfect power was possible of con
struction  To attempt to bring the compound
microscope up to such a pitch would have been
commencing at the wrong end ths latter being
sunply a partially successful endeavor to remedy
those verv defects of the simplest mstrument
which if conquered would leave nothing to be
desired

3t was m this mood of mind that I became a
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constructrve mucroscopist  After another year
passed 1n this new pursmt experimenting on
every Imagmable substance—-glass gems flints
erystals artficial crystals formed of the alloy of
various vitreous materials—m short having con
structed as many vanieties of lenses as Argus
had eyes—I found myself precisely where 1
started with nothing gamed save an extensne
knowledge of glass making I was almost dead
with despar My parents were surprised at my
apparent want of progress in my medical studies
(I had not attended one lecture since my arrval
m the city) and the expenses of my mad pursuit
had been so great as to embarrass me very ser
ously

I was 1 this frame of mind one dav experi
menting n my laboratory on a small diamond—
that stone from its great refracting power hav
mg always occupied my attention more than any
other—when 2 young T'renchman who hved
on the floor above me and who was m the
habit of oceasionally vistting me entered the
room

Tthml that Jules Simon was 2 Jew  ITe had
msny traits of the Hebrew character a love of
Jewelry of dress and of good living There was
something mysterious about hun  He always
had something to sell and yet went mto excellent
societs  When I say sell I should perhaps have
sud peddle for Ins operations were generally
confined to the disposal of single articles—a pic
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ture for nstance or a rare carving inwory ora
pair of duelling pistols or the dress of a Mexz
ean caballero  When I was first furmshing my
rooms he pmd me a visit which ended in my
purchasing an antique siver lJamp winch he as
sured me was a Cellin—it was handsome enough
even for that—and some other knick knacks for
my sittng room Why Simon should pursue
this petty trade I never could magmme He ap
parently had plenty of money and had the
entrée of the best houses i the aity—taking care
however I suppose to drive no bargamns within
the enchanted circle of the Upper Ten I came
at length to the conclusion that this peddling was
but a mash to cover some greater object and
even went so far as to believe my 3 oung acquamt
ance to be impheated 1n the slave trade That
however was none of my affar
On the present occasion Simon entered my

room 1n a state of considerable excitement

Ah! mon amsl’ he cried before I could even
offer lum the ordinary salutation 1t has oc
curred to me to be the witness of the most aston
1shing things m the world I promenade my self
to the house of Madame—— How does the
Iittle ammal—le rerard—name himself m the
Latm?

Vulpes I answered

Ah! yes—Vulpes I promenade myself to
the house of Madame Vulpes

The spint medium?
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‘Yes the great medum  Great heavens!
what 2 woman! I wnite on a slip of paper many
of questions concerming affairs of the most secret
—affairs that conceal themselves in the abysses
of my heart the most profound and behold by
example what occurs? This devil of 2 woman
makes me replies the most truthful to all of
them  She talks to me of things that I do not
love to talk of to myself What am I to think?
T am fixed to the earth!

Am I to understand you M Simon that ths
Mrs Vulpes rephed to questions secretly written
by you whieh questions related to events Lunown
only to yourself?

Ahl more than that more than that he an
swered with an air of some alarm  She related
to me thngs— But he added after a pause,
and suddenly changing s manner why oc
cupy ourselves with these follies? Tt was all the
biology without doubt It goes without saying
that 1t has not my credence But why are we
here mon ami? It has oceurred to me to dis
cover the most beautiful thing as you ean m
agine—a vase with green hzards on 1t composed
by the great Bernard Pabssy It ism my apart-
ment let us mount T go to show it to you

I followed Simon mechanieally  but my
thoughts were far from Palissy and s enam
eled ware although X like hum was seehing 1
the darh 2 great discovery  Thus casual mention
of the spiritualist Madame Vulpes set me on o

148



THE DIAMOND LENS

new track What if through communication
with more subtle orgamisms than my own I
could reach at a smgle bound the goal which
perhaps a Ife of agomzing mental toil would
never enable me to attain?

While purchasing the Palissy vase from my
friend Simon I was mentally arranging a visit
to Madame Vulpes

III

Two evenings after this thanhs to an arrange-
ment by letter and the promise of an ample fee
I found Madame Vulpes awaiting me at her
residence alone  She was a coarse featured
woman with heen and rather cruel dark eyes
and an exceedingly sensual expression about her
mouth and under jaw  She received me m per
fect silence n an apartment on the ground
floor very sparsely furmished In the centre of
ihe room close to where Mrs Vulpes sat there
was 4 common round mahogany table If I had
come for the purpose of sweeping her chvmney
the woman could not have looked more indiffer
ent to my appearance There was no attempt
to mspire the visitor with awe Everything bore
a simple and practical aspect Tlis mtercourse
with the spiritual world was evidently as fa
rmhar an occupation with Mrs Vulpes as eating
her dinner or riding m an ommbus

You come for a commumeation Mr Xin
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ley? sad the medum n a dry busmnesshhe
tone of vorce

By appomtment—yes

What sort of communication do you want—
a written one?

Yes T wish for a written one

T'rom anv particular spirit?

Yes

Have you ever known this spit on this
earth?

Never He died long before I was born 1
wish merely to obtam from him some nforma
tion which he ought to be able to give better
than any other

Will you seat yourself at the table Mr Lan
ley said the medum and place yoir hands
upon 1t?

I obeyed Mrs Vulpes bemng seated opposite
to me with her hands also on the table We re
mamed thus for about 2 minute and a half when
& violent succession of raps came on the table
on the back of my chair on the floor immediately
under my feet and even on the window panes
Mrs Vulpes smiled composedly

They are very strong to mght she re
marled  You are fortunate  She then con

tinued Wil the spmts communicate with this
gentleman?
Vigorous affirmative
Will the particular spmit he desires to speak
with communicate?
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A very confused rapping followed this ques-

tion
I know what they mean smd Mrs Vulpes

addressing herself to me  they wish you to write
down the name of the particular spirit that you
desire to converse with  Is that so? she added
speaking to her invisible guests

That 1t was so was evident from the numerous
affirmatory resprnses Whle this was going on
I tore a shp frr m my pochet book and scribbled
a name under the table

Will this spirit communicate 1n writing with

this gentleman? ashed the medium once more

After 2 moment s pause her hand seemed to
be seized vith a violent tremor shaking so for
cibly that the table vibrated She said that a
spirt had seized her hand and would wnte I
handed her some sheets of paper that were on
the table and a penel The latter she held
loosely m her hand which presently began to
move over the paper with a singular and seem
mgly mvoluntary motion After a few moments
had elapsed she handed me the paper on which
I found wnitten 1 a large uncultivated hand
the words He 1s not here but has been sent
for A pause of a minute or so ensued during
which Mrs Vulpes remamed perfectly silent
but the raps continued at regular intervals
‘When the short period I mention had elapsed
the hand of the medium was again seized with its
convulsive tremor, and she wrote under this
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strange influence a few words on the paper,
which she handed to me They were as follows

T am here Question me
LELpuwWENHOER ’

I was astounded The name was identical
with that I had wntten beneath the table and
carefully Lept concealed Neither was 1t at all
probable that an uncultnated woman hike Mrs
Vulpes should know even the name of the great
father of mcroscopies It may have been bio
fogy but this theory was soon doomed to be
destroyed I wrote on my shp—still conceahing
it from Mrs Vulpes—a series of queshons
which to avoid tediousness I shall place with
the reponses n the order m which they occurred

I—Can the mcroscope be brought to per
fection?

Sprit —Yes
I—Am I destined to accomplish this great
tash?

Spnt—You are

I —I wish to know how to proceed to attam
thisend T or the love which you bear 1o stience,
help mel

Smrit—A diamond of one hundred and forty
carats submitted to electro magnetie currents
for a long penod will experience a rearrange
ment of its atoms snter ¢ and from that stone
you will form the universal Jens
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I —Will great discoveries result from the use
of such a lens?

Spirit —So great that all that has gone before
1s as nothing

I —But the refractive power of the diamond
1s so immense that the image will be formed
within the lens  How 1s that difficulty to be sur
mounted?

Smrit —Pierce the lens through its axais and
the difficulty 1s obviated The image wil be
formed n the pierced space which will itself
serve as a tube to looh through Now I am
called Good mght

I can not at all describe the effect that these
extraordinary commumcations had upon me
felt completely bewildered No biological theory
could account for the discovery of the lens The
medum mght by means of biological rapport
with my mind have gone so far as to read my
questions and reply to them coherently But
biology could not enable her to discover that
magnetic currents would so alter the erystals of
the diamond as to remedy its previous defects
and admut of its being polished mto a perfect
lens Some such theorv may have passed
through my head 1t1s true butif so I had for
gotten 1t  In my evated condition of mmd
there was no course left but to become a convert
and 1t was 1n a state of the most panful nervous
exaltation that I left the medium s house that
evenmg She accompamed me to the door hop
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mg that I was satisfied The raps followed us
as we went through the hall sounding on the
balusters the flooring and even the hintels of the
door I hastily expressed my satisfaction and
escaped lurmedly imto the cool mght ar X
walked home with but one thought possessing
me—how 10 obtamn o diamnond of the wnmense
size requred My entire means multiphed 2
hundred times over would have been madequate
to its purchase Besides such stones are rare,
and become historical I could find such enly 1n
the regaliz of Eastern or European monsrchs

v

There was a hight n Simons room as I en
tered my house A vague impulse urged me to
visit lnm  As T opened the door of his sitting
room unannounced he was bending with his
back toward me over a Carcel lamp appurently
engaged m -minutely examming some object
wihich he held in Ins hands  As T entered he
started suddenly thrust lus hand into lus breast
pocket and turned to me with a face erimson
with confusion

What! I cried poring over the mimature
of some fair lady? Well dont blush so much,
I wont asl to seeat

Sunon laughed awkwardly encugh but made
none of the negative protestations usual on such
oceastons  He asked me to take o seat,
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Smon  said I I have just come from
Madame Vulpes

This time Srmon turned as white as a sheet
and seemed stupefied as if a sudden electne
shock had smuitten him He babbled some mn
coherent words and went hastily to a small
closet where he usually kept his Iiquors Al
though astomished at his emotion I was too pre
occupied with my own idea to pay much atten
tion to anything else

You sav truly when you call Madame Vulpes
a devil of a woman I contnued  Simon she
told me wonderful thmgs to-mght or rather was
the means of telling me wonderful things Ah!
1if T could only get a diamond that weighed one
hundred and forty carats!

Scarcely had the sigh with which I uttered
this desire died upon my hips when Smmon with
the aspect of a wild beast glared at me savagely
and rushing to the mantelpiece where some
foreign weapons hung on the wall caught up 2
%\ul;xlay creese and brandished 1t furiously before

No! he cried m T'rench mto which he al
ways broke when excited  Nol you shall not
have 1t! You are perfidtous! You have con
sulted with that demon and desire my treasure!
But I will dre first] Me I am brave! You can
not make me fear!

All this uttered m a loud voice trembling
with excitement astounded me 1 saw at 2
155



GRLCATLST SHORT STORIES

glance that I had acadentally trodden upon the
edges of Stmon s secret whatever it was It was
necessary to reassure him

My dear Simon  Ismd, I am enbrely ata
loss to know what you mean I went to Madame
Vulpes to consult with her on a scientific prob
lem to the solution of which I discovered that a
diamond of the size I just mentioned was neces
sary You were never alluded to durmng the
evening nor so far as I was concerned even
thought of What can be the meaning of this
outburst? If you happen to have a set of valu
able diamonds mn your possesston you need fear
nothing from me  The dixmond which I require
you could not possess or 1f you did possess it
you would not be lning here

Something mn my tone must have completely
reassured him for his expression immediately
changed to a sort of constramed merriment com
bined however, with a certam suspicious atten
tion to my mosements He laughed and smd
that I must bear with lnm  that he was at certam
moments subject to a species of vertigo which
betrayed itself i mcoherent speeches and that
the attacks passed off as rapidly as they
came

He put lus weapon aside while mahing this ex
planation and endeavored with some success
to assume a more cheerful arr

All this did not impose on me mn the least
was too much accustomed to analytical labors to
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be baffled by so flimsy a verl I deterrmned to
probe the mystery to the bottom

Smmon I said gavly let us forget all this
over a bottle of Burgundy I have a case of
Lausseure s Clos ¥ ougeot downstairs fragrant
with the odors and ruddy with the sunlight of
the Cote d Or Let us have up a couple of bot
tles What say you?

With all my heart answered Simon sml
mngly

T produced the wine and we seated ourselves
to drink It was of a famous vintage that of
1848 a year when war and wine throve together
and 1ts pure but powerful jwce seemed to 1m
part renewed witahity to the system By the
time we had half fimshed the second bottle
Simon s head which X knew was a weak one had
begun to yi1eld while I remained calm as ever
only that every draught seemed to send a flush
of wigor through my limbs Simon s utterance
became more and more indistmet He took to
smging French chansons of a not very moral
tendency I rose suddenly from the table just
at the conclusion of one of those incoherent
verses and fixmg my eyes on him with a quiet
smle said  Simon I have deceived you I
learned your secret this evening You may as
well be frank with me Mrs Vulpes—or rather
one of her spirits—told me all

He started with horror His mtowication
seemed for the moment to fade away and he
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made a movement toward the weapon that he
had a short time before lmd down I stoppea
him with my hand

Monster]l he cried passionately I am
ruined! What shall I do? You shall never have
1t I swear by my mother!

T dontwantit I samd, restsecure but be
frank with me Tell e all about 1t

The drunkenness began to return e pro
tested with maudlin earnestness that I was en
tirely mistahen—that T was intoxicated then
ashed me to swear eternal secrecy, and propused
to disclose the mystery tome I pledged myself
of course to all With an uneasy look in his
eyes and hands unsteady with drnk and nerv
ousness he drew a small case from lus breast
and opened it Heavens! How the mild lamp
hght was sluvered into n thousand prismatie or
rows as 1t fell upon a vast rose diamond that
ghitered in the casel T was no judge of din
monds but I saw at a glance that this was a gem
of rare size and punity I looked at Simon with
wonder and—must I confess 1t%—with envy
How could he have obtamned this treasure? In
reply to my questions T could just gather from
Ius drunken statements (of wiich I fancy half
the mcoherence was aftected} that he had been
superntending a gang of slaves engaged mn dia
mond washing in Brazil that he had seen one
of them secrete a diamond but instesd of m
formmng lus employers had quetly wetched the
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negro until he saw bin bury his treasure that
he had dug 1t up and fled with 1t but that as yet
he was afraid to attempt to dispose of 1t publicly
—s0 valuable a gem being almost certam to at-
tract too much attenbion to 1ts owner s anteced-
ents—and he had not been able to discover any
of those obscure channels by which such matters
are conveyed away safely He added that m
accordance with oriental practice he had named
his diamond with the fanaiful title of The Eye
of Morning

While Sumon was relating this to me T re-
garded the great dismond attentively Never
had I beheld anything so beautiful Al the
glones of light ever imagined or described
seemed to pulsate n 1ts crystalline chambers Its
weight as I learned from Simon was exactly
one hundred and forty carats Here was an
amazing comcidence The hand of destiny
seemed 1 it  On the very evening when the
spint of Leeuwenhoeh communicates to me the
great secret of the microscope the priceless
means which he directs me to employ start up
within my easy reach! I determined with the
most perfect deliberation to possess myself of
Simon s diamond

I sat opposite to lum while he nodded over his
glass and calmly revolved the whole affair I
did not for an instant contemplate so foolish an
act as a common theft which would of course be
discovered or at least necessitate flight and, con
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cealment all of which must interfers with my
scientific plans  There was but one step to be
tahen—to Lill Sumon  After all what was the
hfe of a hittle peddhng Jew 1n comparnison with
the interests of science? Fluman beings are taken
every day from the condemned prisons to be ex
perimented on by surgeons Tlis man, Simon,
was by his own confession & enimnal, a robber,
and I believed on my soul a murderer He de-
served death quite as much as any felon con
demned by the laws why should I not lihe gov
ernment contrive that his pumshment should
contribute to the progress of human knowledge?

The means for accomplishing everything X de
sired lay within my reach There stood upon the
mantelpiece a bottle half full of French lauda
num  Simon was so occupied with his diamond
which T had just restored to lum that it was an
affair of no difficulty to drug s glass Ina
quarter of an hour he was in a profound sleep

I now opened huis waistcoat took the diamond
from the nner pocket m which he had placed 1t
and removed him to the bed on which I lmd lim
so that his feet hung down over the edge T had
possessed myself of the Malay creese wihch T
held in my right hand while with the other I dis
covered as accurately as I could by pulsation the
exact locality of the heart Tt was essential that
all the aspects of his death should lead to the sur+
muse of self murder I calculated the exact angle
at which it was probable that the weapon 1f
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leveled by Simons own hand would enter his
breast then with one powerful blow I thrust it
up to the hilt 1n the very spot which I desired to
penetrate A convulsive thrll ran through
Swnon s imbs I heard a smothered sound 1ssue
from his throat precsely Like the bursting of a
large air bubble sent up by a dwer when it
reaches the surface of the water he turned half
round on his side and as if to assist my plans
more effectually s night hand moved by some
mere spasmodic impulse clasped the handle of
the creese which 1t remamed holding with extra
ordinary muscular tenacity Beyond this there
was no apparent struggle The laudanum 1 pre
sume paralyzed the usual nervous action He
must have died mstantly

There was yet something to be done  To make
1t certain that all suspicion of the act should be
diwverted from any mhabitant of the house to
Simon himself 1t was necessary that the door
should be found in the morning locked on the in
side  How to do this and afterward escape my
self? Not by the window that was a physical
impossibility  Besides I was determmed that the
windows also should be found bolted The solu
tion was simple enough T descended softly to
my own room for a peculiar instrument which I
had used for holding small shppery substances
such as minute spheres of glass ete This m
strument was nothing more than & long slender
hand vise with a very powerful grip and a con
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siderable leverage which last was accidentally
owing to the shape of the handle Nothing was
simpler than when the key was in the loch to
seize the end of 1ts stem 1n this vise through the
Leyhole from the outside and so loch the door
Previously however to domg this I burned a
number of papers on Simon s hearth  Sueides
almost always burn papers before they destroy
themselves T also emptied some more laudanum
nto Sumon s glass—having first removed from 1t
all traces of wine—cleaned the other wine glass
and brought the bottles away with me If traces
of two persons drinking had been found m the
Toom, the question naturally would have arisen
Who was the second? Besides the wine bottles
might have been identified as belongng to me
The laudanum I poured out to account for 1its
presence m his stomach n case of a post mortem
examination The theory naturallv would be
that he first intended to poison lumself but after
swallowing a hittle of the drug was either dis
gusted with 1ts taste or changed s mind from
other motives and chose the dagger These ar
rangements madr I walked out leaving the gas
burnmg locked the door with my wise and went
to bed

Sumon s death was not discovered until nearly
three in the afternoon  The servant astoushed
at seeing the gas burning—the hght streaming on
the darh lunding from under the door—peeped
through the Levhale and saw $imon on the bed
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She gave the alarm  The door was burst open
and the neighborhood was 1n a fever of excite
ment

Every one m the house was arrested myself
mcluded There was an mquest but no clew ta
his death bey ond that of suteide could be obtamed
Curiously enough he had made several speeches
to his friends the preceding week that seemed to
pomt to self destruction One gentleman swore
that Simon had said 1n his presence that he was
tired of life  Hus landlord affirmed that Simon
when paying him his last month s rent remarked
that he should not pay lum rent much longer
All the other evidence corresponded—the door
locked nside the position of the corpse the
burned papers As I antictpated no one knew
of the possession of the diamond by Simon so
that no motine was suggested for s murder
The jury after a prolonged examnation
brought in the usual verdiet and the neighbor
hood once more settled down to its accustomed
quiet

v

The three months succeeding Simons catas
trophe I devoted night and day to my diamond
lens T had constructed 2 vast galvanic battery
composed of nearly two thousand pairs of plates
a higher power I dared not use lest the diamond
should be calemed By means of this enormous
engine I was enabled to send a powerful current
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of electriaity continually through mv great dia
mond which 1t seemed to me gamed m lustre
every day At the expiration of a month I com
menced the grinding and pohishing of the lens a
worh of intense toil and exquisite delicacy The
great density of the stone and the care required
to be tahen with the curvatures of the surfaces
of the lens rendered the labor the severest and
most harassing that T had yet undergone

At last the eventful moment came the lens
was completed I stood trembling on the thresh
old of new worlds I had the realization of
Alexander s famous wish before me The lens
lay on the table ready to be placed upon its plat
form My hand fairly shook as I enveloped a
drop of water with o thin coating of o1l of turpen
tine preparatory to its examination a process
necessary in order to prevent the rapid evapora
tion of the water I now placed the drop on a
thin ship of glass under the lens and throwing
upon 1t by the combined aid of 2 prism and a
murror a powerful stream of light I approached
my eye to the minute hole drilled through the avis
of the lens Tor an instant 1 saw notlnng save
what seemed to be an jluminated chaos a vast
luminous abyss A pure white Iight cloudless
and serene and seemingly limtless ns space 1tself
was my first impression Gently and with the
greatest care I depressed the lens a few har
breadths  The wondrous llummgtion still con
tinued but as the lens approached the object &
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scene ot mdescribable beauty was unfolded to my
view

I seemed to gaze upon a vast space the hmats
of which extended far beyond my viston An
atmosphere of magical lummousness permeated
the entire field of view I was amazed to see no
trace of ammalculous ife Not a Ining thing
apparently nhabited that dazzling expanse 1
comprehended mstantly that by the wondrous
power of my lens I had penetrated beyond the
grosser particles of aqueous matter beyond the
realms of infusoria and protozoa down to the
original gaseous globule imto whose lumnous in
terior 1 was gazing as into an almost boundless
dome filled with a supernatural radiance

It was however no bnllant void into which T
looked On every side X beheld beautiful mor
ganic forms of unknown texture and colored
with the most enchanting hues  These forms pre
sented the appearance of what might be called
for want of a more speaific defimtion fohated
clouds ot the highest ranty—that 1s they undu
lated and broke mnto vegetable formations and
were tinged with splendors compared with which
the gilding of our autumn woodlands 1s as dross
compared with gold Far away mto the ilmmt
able distance stretched long avenues of these gas
eous forests dimly transparent and painted with
prismatic hues of unimaginable brilhancy The
pendent branches waved along the flud glades
until every vista seemed to break through half
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Jucent ranks of many colored drooping sihen
pennons  What seemed to be either fruits or
flowers pied with a thousand hues lustrous and
ever varymg bubbled from the crowns of this
fary fohage No hils no lahes no rivers no
forms ammate or mnammate were to be seen save
those vast auroral copses that floated serenely 10
the luminous shillness with leaves and fruits and
flowers gleamung with unknown fires, unrealiz
able by mere imagination

How strange I thought that this sphere
should be thus condemned to solitude! I had
hoped at least to discover some new form of
ammal hfe perhaps of a lower class than any
with which we are at present acquamnted but still
some hving orgamsm I found my newly dis
covered world 1f 1 may so speak s besunful
chromatic desert

While I was speculating on the singular or
rangements of the mternal economy of Nature
with which she so frequently splinters into atoms
our most compact theortes I thought I beheld 2
form moving slowly through the glades of one of
the prismatic forests I looked more attentrvely
and found that 1 was not mistahen VWords can
not depict the anviety with which I awaited the
nearer approach of this mysterious object 'Was
1t merely some mammate substance held in sus
pense 1n the attenuated atmosphere of the glob'
ule or was 1t an ammal endoswed with vitahty and
motion? Yt approsched ftting belnd the
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gauzy colored veils of cloud foliage for seconds
dimly revealed then vamshing At last the vio-
let pennons that trailed nearest to me vibrated
they were gently pushed aside and the form
floated out mto the broad hight

It was a female human shape When I say
human I mean 1t possessed the outlmnes of
humamnty but there the analogy ends  Its ador
able beauty Iifted 1t illimitable heights beyond the
loveliest daughter of Adam

I cannot I dare not attempt to inventory the
charms of this divine revelation of perfect beauty
Those eyes of mystic violet dewy and serene,
evade my words Her long lustrous hair follow
ng her glorious head 1 a golden wake like the
track sown mn heaven by a falling star seems to
quench my most burning phrases with its splen
dors If all the bees of Hybla nestled upon my
lips they would still sing but hoarsely the won
drous harmomes of outhne that inclosed her form

She swept out from between the rambow cur-
tams of the cloud trees into the broad sea of ight
that lay beyond Her motions were those of some
graceful naiad cleaving by a mere effort of her
will the clear unruffled waters that fill the cham
bers of the sea  She floated forth with the serene
grace of a fral bubble ascending through the
still atmosphere of a June day The perfect
roundness of her limbs formed suave and en
chanting curves It was like listening to the most
spinitual symphony of Beethoven the divine to
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watch the harmomous flow of lmes  This ndeed,
was a pleasure cheaply purchased at any price.
‘What cared X1f X had waded to the portal of this
wonder through enother s blood I would have
grnen my own to enjoy one such moment of in
toxication and delight

Breathless with gazing on this lovely wonder,
and forgetful for an instant of everything save
her presence I withdrew my eye from the micro
scope eagerly  Alas! as my gaze fell on the thin
shde that lay beneath my instrument the bnght
hght from mirror end from prism sparkled on a
colorless drop of water! There 1n that tiny bead
of dew this beaubiful being was forever 1m
prisoned The planet Neptune was not more dis
tant from me than she T hastened once more to
apply my eye to the microscope

Anmula (let me now call her by that dear
name which T subsequently bestowed on her) had
changed her position  She had again approached
the wondrous forest and was gazing earnestly
upward  Presentlv one of the trees—as I must
call them—unfolded a long ciharv process with
which 1t seved one of the gleaming fruts that
ghttered on its summit and sweeping slowly
down held 1t within reach of Ammulz The
s31ph took 1t in her delieate hand and began to
eat My attention was so entirely absorbed by
her that T could not apply myself to the tash of
determining whether this singular plant was or
was not instinet with volition
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I watched her as she made her repast with the
most profound attention The suppleness of her
motions sent a thrll of delight throngh my
frame my heart beat madly as she turned her
beautiful eyes m the direction of the spot i
which I stood What would I not have given to
have had the power to precipitate myself mto
that luminous ocean and float with her through
those grooves of purple and gold! While I was
thus breathlessly following her every movement
she suddenly started seemed to listen for a mo
ment and then cleaving the bmlhant ether mn
which she was floating lhke a flash of light
prerced through the opaline forest and disap
peared

Instantly a series of the most singular sensa
tions attacked me It seemed as if I had sud
denly gone blind The Juminous sphere was shll
before me but my daylight had vamshed What
caused this sudden disappearance? Had she a
lover or a husband? Yes that was the solution!
Some signal from 2 happy fellow bemng had w1
brated through the avenues of the forest and she
had obeyed the summons

The agony of my sensations as X arnved at
this conclusion startled me I tried to reject the
conviction that my reason forced upon me
battled aganst the fatal conclusion—but in vam
It was so I had no escape from 1t I loved an
ammalcule

It 1s true that thanks to the marvelous power
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of my microscope she appeared of human pro-
portions  Instead of presentmng the revolting
aspect of the coarser creatures that live and
struggle and die n the more easily resolvable
portions of the water drop, she was far and delt

cate and of surpassing beauty But of what ac

count was all that? Every time that my eye was
withdrawn from the mstrument it fell on 2 miser

able drop of water within which I must be con

tent to know dwelt all that could make my life
lovely

Could she but see me once! Could T for one
moment pierce the mystical walls that so mex
orably rose to separate us and whisper all that
filled my soul I mght consent to be satisfied for
the rest of my life with the knowledge of her re
mote sympathy

It would be something to have established
even the famtest personal link to bind us
together —to hnow that at times when roam
mg through these enchanted glades she mght
think of the wonderful stranger who had brohen
the monotony of her life with s presence and
left a gentle memory 1n her heart!

But 1t could not be No invention of which
human ntellect was capable could breah down
the barriers that nature had erected T might
feast my soul upon her wondrous beauty yet she
must always remain ignorant of the adoring eyes
that day and might gazed upon her and even
when closed beheld her in dreams  With a bitter
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ery of angwish I fled from the room and flmging
myself on my bed sobbed myself to sleep hke a
child

VI

T arose the next morning almost at daybreak
and rushed to my microscope I trembled as T
sought the lurmnous world mm mimature that con
tamed my all Ammula was there T had left
the gaslamp surrounded by its moderators
burning when I went to bed the mght before I
found the sylph bathing as it were with an ex
pression of pleasure ammating her features m
the brilhant hght which surrounded her She
tossed her Iustrous golden hair over her shoulders
with innocent coguetry  She lay at full length
m the transparent medwm 1n which she sup
ported herself with ease and gamboled with the
enchanting grace that the nymph Salmacis rmght
have exhibited when she sought to conquer the
modest Hermaphroditus I tried an expeniment
to satisfy myself if her powers of reflection were
developed I lessened the lamplight considerably
By the dim hight that remamed I could see an
expression of pam flit across her face She Iooked
upward suddenly and her brows contracted I
flooded the stage of the microscope agan with a
full stream of light and her whole expression
changed She sprang forward like some some
substance deprived of all weight Her eyes
sparhled and her lips moved Ah!f science had
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anly the means of conducting and redupheating
sounds, as 1t does rays of light what carols of
happiness would then have entranced my ears!
what jubilant hymns te Adonais would have
thrilled the llurmned air!

1 now comprehended how it was that the Count
de Cabalis peopled his my stic world with syIphs—
beautiful bemngs whose breath of hife was lambent
fire and who sported forever in regions of purest
ether and purest Iight The Rosterucian had an
tieipated the wonder that I had practically
realized

How long this worship of my strange divimity
went on thus I scarcely know I lost all note of
tme ARl day from early dawn and far into the
mght I was to be found peering through that
wonderfullens I saw no one went nowhere and
scarce allowed myself sufficent time for my
meals My whole hfe was absorbed 1n contem
plation as rapt as that of anv of the Romish
samts  Every hour that Y gazed upon the divine
form strengthened my passion—a passion that
was always overshadowed by the maddening con
viction that although I could gaze on her at will
she never never could behold me!

At length I grew so pale and emaciated from
want of rest and continual brooding over my 1n
sane love and 1its cruel conditions that T deter
mned o make some effort to wean myself from
it Come Ysamd this s at best but a fantasy
Your imaginatton has bestowed on Ammula
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charms which mn reality she does not possess,
Seclusion from female society has produced this
morbid condition of mind Compare her with the
beautiful women of your own world and this
false enchantment will vamish

I looked over the newspapers by chance There
I beheld the advertisement of a celebrated
danseuse who appeared mghtly at Niblos The
Signorma Caradolee had the reputation of being
the most beautiful as well as the most graceful
woman 1n the world I instantly dressed and
went to the theatre

The curtam drew up  The usual semicircle of
fairies m white muslin were standing on the right
toe around the enameled flower bank of green
canvas on which the belated prince was sleeping
Suddenly a flute 1s heard  The fairies start The
trees open the fairtes all stand on the left toe and
the queen enters It was the Signorma She
bounded forward amud thunders of applause
and lighting on one foot remained posed in the
air  Heavens! was this the great enchantress
that had drawn monarchs at her chariot wheels?
Those heavy muscular limbs, those thick antles
those cavernous eyes that stereotyped smile
those crudely pamnted cheeks! Where were the
vermeil blooms the liquid expressive eyes the
harmonious limbs of Amimula?

The Signorma danced What gross discor
dant movements! The play of her hmbs was all
false and artifical Her bounds were pamful
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athlebic efforts, her poses were angular and dis
tressed the eye I could bear it no longer with
en exclamation of disgust that drew every eye
upon me, I rose from my seat 1n the very mddle
of the Signomnas pas de fascnation and
abruptly quitted the house

T hastened home to feast my eyes once more on
the lovely form of my sylph 1 felt that hence-
forth to combat this passion would be imposstbie
T apphcd my eyesto thelens Amimula was there
~but what could have happened? Some terrible
change seemed to have taken place during my
absence  Some secret grief seemed to cloud the
lovely features of her I gazew upon Her face
fiad grown thin and haggard her Limbs trailed
heavily, the wondrous lustre of her golden harr
had faded She was ill—ill, and I could not
assist her! X believe at that moment I would
have forfeited all cluims to my human birthright
if I could only have been dwarfed to the size of
an animaleule and permitted to console her from
whom fate had forever divided me

I rached my bram for the solution of this mys
tery  What was 1t that afflicted the sylph? She
seemed to suffer intense pam  Her features con
tracted and she even writhed as if with some
wnternal agony  The wondrous forests appeared
also to have lost half their beauty Their hues
were dim and i some places faded awny alto-
gether T watched Anmula for hours with 8
breslang heart and she seemed absolutely to
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wither away under my very eye Suddenly £
remembered that T had not looked at the water-
drop for several days In fact I hated to see1t,
for 1t reminded me of the natural barrzer between
Anmula and myself T hurriedly looked down
on the stage of the microscope The shde was
still there—but great heavens the water drop
had vamshed! The awful truth burst upon me
1t had evaporated until it had become so minute
as to be mvsible to the naked eye I had been
gazing on 1its last atom the one that contained
Ammula—and she was dying!

I rushed agamn to the front of the lens and
Jooked through Alas! the last agony had seized
her The rambow hued forests had all melted
away and Amimula lay struggling feebly mn what
seemed to be 2 spot of dim Iight Ah! the sight
was hornible the limbs once so round and lovely
shniveling up nto nothings the eyes—those eyes
that shone like heaven—being quenched into
black dust the lustrous golden hair now lank and
discolored  The last throe came T beheld that
final struggle of the blackenmg form—and I
famted

‘When I awole out of a trance of many hours
T found myself lymng anud the wreck of my m
strument myself as shattered 1n mind and body
as1t T crawled feebly to my bed, from which I
did not rise for many months

They say now that I am mad but they are mus
taken I am poor for I have neither the heart
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nor the will to work all my money 1s spent, and
Ilive on chanty Young men s associations that
love a joke invite me to lecture on opties before
them for which they pay me, and laugh at me
while Ilecture “Linley the mad microscopist,”
1s the name I go by I suppose that I talk m

coherently while I lecture Who could talk sense
when his bran 1s haunted by such ghastly memo

ries while ever and anon among the shapes of

death I behold the radiant form of my lost
Anmula!
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SUPPOSE that very few casual readers of
the New York Herald of August 13 1863
observed 1n an obscure corner, among the
Deaths the announcement
iax D d on board U S Corv e Lev nt™ Lat
9 11°S Loog 131 W on the 11th of M y Praie N 1ax >
I happened to observe it because I was
stranded at the old Mission House in Mackinaw
waitmg for a Lake Supenior steamer which did
not choose to come and I was devouring to the
very stubble all the current iterature I could get
hold of even down to the deaths and marriages
m the Herald My memory for names and
people1s good and the reader will see as he goes
on that I had reason enough to remember Phuhp
Nolan There are hundreds of readers who
would have paused at that announcement 1f the
officer of the Levant who reported it had chosen
to make 1t thus  Died May 11 TrHE Man
Wirrrnout A Country  Foritwasas The Man
‘Without 2 Country that poor Phuhp Nolan had
generally been known by the officers who had him

C pynght, 858 by Edwa d E. Hale.
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n charge dunng some fifty vears as mdeed by
all the men who sailed under them 1 dare s2y
there 15 many & man who has taken wine with im
once a fortnight m a three years cruise who
never hnew that his nome was Nolan ~or
whether the poor wreteh had any name at all
There can now be no possible harm in telhing
thus poor ereature s story  Reason enough there
has been till now ever since Madison s admms
tration went out n 1817 for very strick secrecy,
the secrecy of honor itself among the gentleren
of the navy who hase had Nolan m successie
charge And certamly 1t speshs well for th
esprit de corps of the profession and the personal
honor of 1ts members that to the press this man s
story has been wholly unhnown—sand T think to
the country at large also T have reason to think
from some mvestigations I made m the Naval
Archuves when I was attached to the Bureau of
Construction that every official report relating
%o lum was burned when Ross burned the puble
buldings at Washington One of the Tuckers
or possibly one of the Watsons had Nolan 1o
charge at the end of the war and when on e
turning from hus crusse he reported at Washing
ton to one of the Crownmshields—who was in the
Navy Department when he came home—he f ound
that the Department sgnored the whole business
Whether they reslly hnew nothing about it of
whether it was & Non m micorde determmed
on as a piece of policy I do not knew  But this
IR0
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I do know that smee 1817 and possibly before,
no naval officer has mentioned Nolan in his report,

But as X sav there 1s no need for secrecy any
longer And now the poor ereature s dead 1t
seems to me worth while to tell a httle of Ius
story by way of showing young Americans of
to-day what 1t 1 to be A Man Wrrnour a
Counyry

Philip Nolar was as fine a young officer as
there was i the ‘Legion of the West as the
Western division of our army was then ealled
When Aaron Burr made his first dashing expe
dition down to New Orleans 1n 1805 at Fort
Massac or somewhere above on the river he met,
as the Dewl would have 1t this gay dashing
bright young fellow at some dinner party I
think  Burr marked lim talked to lum walked
with lum took bim a day or two s voyage m hus
flatboat and 1n short fascinated lim  For the
next year barrach hife was verv tame to poor
Nolan He oceasionally avaled fumself of the
permission the great man had given um to wnite
to im Long high worded stilted letters the
poor bov wrote and rewrote and copied  But
never a line did he have i reply from the gay
decerver ‘The other boys i the garnson sneered
at lum because he sacnficed m this unrequited
affection for a pohtician the time which they de
voted to Monongahela hazard and high low
jack  Bourbon euchre and poher were still un
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known  But one day Nolan had his revenge
This time Burr came down the mer not as an
aitorney seehmg a place for lus office but as a
disguised conqueror e had defeated I }now
not how many district attorneys he had dined at
I know not how many publie dianers he had been
heralded sn I hnow not how many  Weekly
Arguses  and 1t was rumored that he had an
army belind him and an emptre before im It
was a great day—Ins arrnal—to poor Nolan
Burr had not been at the fort an hour before he
sent for um  That evenmg he ashed Nolan to
tahe him out m hus shff 1o show lim a cane
brake or a cottonss ood tree as he said—really to
seduce hnm  and by the time the sayl was over
Nolan was enlisted body and soul TYyom that
tume though he did not yet know 1t he Lved as
A MAN WITHOUT A COUNTRY

What Burr meant to do I know no more than
vou dear reader Yt g none of our busmess Just
now  Onlv when the grand catastrophe came
and Jefferson and the Youse of Virgma of that
day undertool, to break on the wheel alf the pos
sible Clarences of the then House of York by
the great treason trnl at Richmond some of the
lesser fry in that distant Mississippi Valley
which was further from us than Puget s Sound
15 to day mtroduced the file novelly on therr
prouincial stage and to while away the monot
ony of the summer 2t Fort Adums got up for
vpectacles a stong of court martwls on the offi
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cers there  One and another of the colonels and
majors were tried and to fill out the List httle
Nolan, aganst whom Heaven hnows there was
evidence enough—that he was sick of the service
had been willing to be false to 1t and would have
obeyed any order to march anywhither with any
one who would follow him had the order been
signed By command of His Exc A Burr
The courts dragged on  The big flies escaped—
rightly forallIknow Nolan was proved guilty
enough as I say Yet you and I would never
have heard of lum reader but that when the
president of the court ashed him at the close
whether he wished to say anything to show that
he had always been faithful to the United States
he cried out n a fit of frenzy

Damn the Unmted States! I wish I may never
hear of the United States agamn!

1 suppose he did not know how the words
shocked old Colonel Morgan who was holding
the court Half the officers who sat in 1t had
served through the Revolution and their Iives
not to say their nechs had been risked for the
very idea which he so cavalierly cursed 1n his mad
ness He on lus part had grown up in the West
of those days m the mdst of ‘ Spamsh plot

Orleans plot and all the rest He had been
educated on a plantation where the finest com
pany was a Spamsh officer or a I'rench merchant
from Orleans His education such as it was had
heen perfected in commercial expeditions to Vera
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Cruz and ¥ thi), be told me hus father once hired
en Englishman to e 8 private tutor for a winter

and 1n 4 word to hm Unsted States was
Searcely a realty Yyt he had been fed by
‘ United States for all the years swice he had
been m the army - He had sworn on s fath as
2 Christian to he true to United States It
¥as Umted States which gave im the um
form he Wore and the sword by his side Nay
my poor Nolan ¢ as only becanse Unsted
States hag Piehed you aut fipst as one of her
oW1 confidential mep, of honor that ‘A Buyr
cared for yoy 5 Straw mare thap for the fiat boat
Men who sailed g arhforbim ¥ go not exeuse

olan only explam to the reader why he
damned Iys country and wished he nught never
hear hep name agan

Moargan 45 1 said wag ternibly shocked
If Nolan had compareq George Washmgton to
Benedyet Amold gr peq erned God sme King

pL
He calleq the ourt into bus private room and re-
ed in fifteey mmutes with a face hike 3 sheet,
sy
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Prisoner hear the sentence of the Court! The
Court decides subject to the approval of the
President that you never hear the name of the
United States agamn

Nolan laughed But nobody else laughed
0O1d Morgan was too solemn and the whole room
was hushed dead as might for a mmute Even
Nolan lost his swagger in a moment Then Mor
gan added

Mr Marshal take the prisoner to Orleans n
an armed boat and deliver him to the naval com
mander there

Mr Marshal continued old Morgan see
that no one mentions the Untted States to the
prisoner Mr Marshal make my respects to
Lieutenant Mitchell at Orleans and request mm
to order that no one shall menhion Umited States
to the prisoner while he 1s on board ship  You
will recerve your written orders from the officer
on duty here this eveming The court 15 ad
Jjourned without day

I have always supposed that Colonel Morgan
himself took the proceedings of the court to
‘Washington city and explamed them to Mr Jef
ferson  Certain 1t 1s that the President approved
them—certain that 1s if I may believe the men
who say they have seen his signature  Before the

Nautilus’ got round from New Orleans to the
northern Atlantic coast with the prisoner on
board the sentence had been approved and he
was & man without a country
1qr
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The plan then adopted was substantunlly the
same which was necessaridy folloned ever after
Perhaps it was suggested by the necessity of send
g him by water from Fort Adams and Orleans
The Secretary of the Navy~it must have been
the first Crowmnshield, though he 15 2 man I do
not remember—was requested to put Nolan on
board a government vessel bound on a long
crwmse and to direct that he should be only so far
confined there as to mahe it eurtain that he never
saw or heard of the country We had & few long
cruwes then and the navy was very much out of
favor and as slwost all of this story ss tradstional
as T have explamed I do not hnow certamly
what lus first cruise was  But the commander to
wham he was intrusted—perhaps 1t was Tingey
or Shaw, though I think 1t was one of the
younger men (we are all old enough now)—
regulated the etiquette nnd the precautions of the
affam, and according to hus scheme they were car-
ried out I suppose, till Notan died

Vhen I was second officer of the Intrepid,
some thirty 3 ears after I saw the original paper
of instructions I have been sorry ever since that
I did not copy the whole of it Tt ran however,
much m this way

“Wasnrnorox (whh a date which
must ha ¢ been Jste in 1807)
& r—Son will receive from Lleutenant Nesle the person of
Phlip Nolan fate & 1 utenant in the United States Army
is person on hiy trial by court martlal expressed with an
ml: the wish that he mght’ never h ar of the United States

sgaln.
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“The Court sentenced hum to have his wish fulfilled
“For th p snt the ex cut n of the order 15 intrusted by
the Pre ident to thy Dep tm nt.
You wil t ke the p s ner on bo d yo r shp and keep bum
there w th such precautions as sh 1l p ¢ ént his sc pe
“You will po d hmwiths hqurters rton and 1th
fng as would be prope f ran oficer of hs1t r kif b were
& pas enger on your vessel on th busin ss of his Gov mm nt
g imn nbo d wll make ny rra g mnt agree-
able to themsel ¢ reg dnghi omety H stob e posd to
mofdgnty of ny knd norishe vrunees riy to be re!
m1 ded that he 15 a prisoner
Btund n ¢ cumstances is he ever to hear of hs ountry
ortosee ny mformt nrgrd git a dyu will epe ly
c uton all th officers u der y comm nd t t ke ¢ ve that n
rosidlgneswhehmybeg nted thus rule 1 wheh
hsp shmet on 1 d shall not be broken
It themtet n fth Go rom nt th t he shall g m
see the ¢ untry which he h d wnd Bfor th nd fyur
crmsey uwllre et eod rswhehwll g flect t thsinte ton.
Re pectfully you s
W Sovrsamn fo the
Se ret ry of the Navy™

If I had only preserved the whole of this paper
there would be no break 1n the beginning of my
shetch of this story For Captain Shaw if it
were he handed 1t to his successor m the charge
and he to his and I suppose the commander of
the Levant hasit to day

The rule adopted on board the ships on which
I have met the man without a country was I
think transmitted from the begmnmng No mess
liked to have him permanently because his pres
ence cut off all talk of home or of the prospect of
return of polities or letters of peace or of war—
cut off more than half the talk men hke to have
at sea  But 1t was always thought too hard that
he should never meet the rest of us except to
touch hats and we finally sank mto one system
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He wasnot permatted to talic with the men unless
an officer was by With officers he had unre-
stramed mtercourse as far as thev and he chose
But he grew shy though he had favorites I was
one Then the captam alw ays asked Jum to dm
ner on Monday By ery mess m suceesston toch
up the mvitation n its turn  Aceording to the
suze of the ship you had hum at your mess more
or less often at dinner His breakfast he ate m
s own stateroom-—which was where a sentinel
or somebody on the wateh could see the door
And whatever else he ate or dranl he ate or
dranh alone Sometimes when the marmes or
satlors had any speal jollification they were per
mtted to mvte Play Buttons  as they called
him Then Nolan nag sent wath some officer and
the men were forbidden to speak of home while
he was there I believe the theory was that the
sight of s punsshment did them good They
called him  Play Buttons because while he al
ways chose to wear o regulation army untform
he nas not permutted to wear the army button
for the reason that 1t bore erther the mtials or
the msigma of the country he had disowned
remember soon after T Jomed the navy I
Was on shore with some of the older officers from
our ship and from the Brandywine  which we
had met at Alexandria We had lease to mahe
2 party and go up to Cairo and the Pyramuds
we Jogged along (you went ondonkeys then)
some of the gentlemen {we boys called them
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Dons  but the phrase was long since changed)
fell to talking about Nolan and some one told
the system which was adopted from the first about
lus books and other reading As he was almost
never permutted to go on shore even though the
vessel lay in port for months his time at the best
hung heavily and everybody was permitted to
lend hin books if they were not published n
America and made no allusion to 1t  These were
common enough 1n the old days when people mn
the other hemisphere talked of the United States
as httle as we do of Paraguay He had almost
all the foreign papers that came mto the ship
sooner or later only somebody must go over
them first and cut out any advertisement or stray
paragraph that alluded to America This was a
Little cruel sometimes when the bach of what was
cut out might be as mnnocent as Hesiod Right
m the midst of one of Napoleon s battles or one
of Canming s speeches poor Nolan would find a
great hole because on the back of the page of that
paper there had been an advertisement of a
pachet for New York or a scrap from the Pres:
dent s message I say this was the first time I
ever heard of this plan which afterward I had
enough and more than enough to do with I re
member 1t because poor Phillips who was of the
party as soon as the allusion to readmg was
made told a story of something which happened
at the Cape of Good Hope on Nolan s first voy
ege and i 1s the only thing X ever knew of that
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voyage They had touched at the Cape and had
done the enil thing with the Enghsh Admural
and the fleet and then leaving for a long ermse
up the Indian Ocean Phullips had borrowed &
Iot of English books from an efficer which 1n
those days as indeed 1n these was quite & wind
fall  Among them as the Devil would order
was the Lay of the Last Minstrel which they
had all of them heard of but which most of them
had never seen X thinl st could not have been
published Jong  Well nobody thonght there
could be any nsh of anything national 1 that
though Philhips swore old Shaw had cut out the

Tempest from Shakespeare before he let Nolan
have it because he suid the Bermudas ought to
be ours and by Jove should be one day  So
Nolan was permtted to Jomn the eircle one after
nioon when & lot of them sat on decl, smohing and
reading aloud People do not do such things so
often now but when I was young we got nd of
2 great deal of time so  Well so 1t happened
that 1n hus turn Nolan took the booh and read to
theothers and he read very well as T Lnow No-
body m the errcle knew 2 hne of the poem only
3% was all magic and Border chivalry and was a
thousand years ago  Poor Nolan read steadily
through the fifth canto stopped a mmute and
drank something  and then began without &
thought of what was commng

e T gt e s
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It seems impossible to us that anybody ever
heard this for the first time, but all these fellows
did then and poor Nolan himself went on, still
unconseously or mechanically

This Is my own my native 1 ndf”

Then they all saw somethng was to pay but
he expected to get through I suppose turned a
Inttle pale but plunged on

“Whose heart b th ne er within him burned
A_home bis footsteps be hath turn d
From wender ng on a fore gn strand?—
1f such there breathe go mark hum well —

By this time the men were all beside them
selves wishing there was any way to make him
turn over two pages But he had not quite pres
ence of mind for that he gagged a hitle colored
crmson and staggered on

“For bm no minstrel r ptures swell

High though hi titles proud his name

Bou dles_his we Ith a3 wish ¢ n cla m,

D spite the ¢ title _power nd pelf

The wretch, concent ed all In self'—
and here the poor fellow chohed could not go on
but started up swung the book into the sea
vamished into s statercoom And by Jove sad
Phillips  we did not see him for two months
agamn  And I had to make up some beggarly
story to that English surgeon why I did not re-
turn lus Walter Scott to him

The story shows about the ime when Nolan’s
braggadocto must have broken down At first,
they said he took a very high tone considered hus
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unprisonment a mere farce affected to enjoy the
voyage and o]l that but Plutlips smd that after
he came out of Ius stateroom he never was the
same man sgam  Fle never read aloud agam
unless it was the Bible or Shalespeare or some
thing else he was sure of But it was not that
merely He never entered m with the other
young men exactly as a compamon agan He
was always shy afterward when I hnew hum,
very seldom spoke unless he was spoken to ex
cept to a very few fmends He highted up occa
sionaily —T remember late i hus hfe hearing lim
fauly eloquent on something which had been sug
gested to b by one of Flechier s sermons—but
generally he had the nervous, tired look of a
heart wounded man

When Captain Shaw was comung home—if 8
I say st was Shaw-—rather 1o the surpnse of
everybody they made one of the Windward
Islands and lay off and on for nearly a week
‘The bays sard the officers were sick of salt Junk,
and meant to have turtle soup before they came
home But sfter several days the Warren’
came to the same rendezvous they exchanged
signals she sent to Philhips and these homeward
bound men letters and papers and told them she
was outward bound perhaps o the Mediter
Tanean and took poor Nolan and s traps on the
boat back 1o try ‘hus second crusse He looked
very blank when he was told to get ready to jon
ber  He had known enaugh of the signs of the
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sky to know that till that moment he was gomg

home  But this was a distinct evidence of
something he had not thought of perhaps—that
there was no gomg home for him even to a
prison

It may have been on that second cruise—it was

once when he was up the Mediterranean—that
Mrs Graff the celebrated Southern beauty of
those days danced with him  They had been
lymng a long time m the Bay of Naples and the
officers were very mtimate mn the Enghsh fleet
and there had been great festivities and our men
thought they must give a great ball on board the
ship Howthey ever diditonboard the Warren
X am sure I do not know Perhaps 1t was not the

Warren or perhaps ladies did not take up so
much room as they do now They wanted to use
Nolan s statercom for something and they hated
to do 1t without ashing him to the ball so the
captamn said they might ask him 1f they would be
responsible that he did not talk with the wrong
people who would give him intelhgence  So
the dance went on the finest party that had ever
been known I dare say for I never heard of a
man of war ball that was not Tor Jadies they
had the family of the American consul one or
two travelers who had adventured so far and 2
nuce bevy of English girls and matrons perhaps
Lady Hamilton herself

Well different officers reheved each other in
standing and talling with Nolan in a friendly
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way so as to be sure that nobody else spoke to
lum  The dancing went on with spint and after
a whle even the fellows who took this honorary
guard of Nolan ceased to fear any contrelemps
Only when some English lads —Lady Harulton
as X said perhaps—called for a seb of Amencan
dances on odd thing happened Tverybody
then danced contra dances The black band
nothing loath conferred as to what Amernican
dances were and started off with Virgma
Reel which they followed with Money Mush
which m 1its turn m those days should have been
foltowed by The Old Thirteen’ But just as
Dick the leader tapped for Ius fiddles to begmn
and bent forward about to say m true negro
state  The Old Thiteen gentlemen and
ladies! as he had smid  Virgmny Reel if you
pleasel and  Money Musk 1f you pleasel
the captam s boy tapped lum on the shoulder
whispered to hum and he did not announce the
name of the dance  He merely bowed began on
the arr and they all fell to—the officers teaching
the English girls the figure but not telhng them
why 1t had no name

But that 15 not the story T started to tell  As
the dancing went on Nolan and our fellows all
got atense as I said—so much so that it seemed
quite natural for lum to bow to that splends
Mrs Graff and say

I hope you have not forgotten me Mss Rut
ledge Shall I have the honor of dencmg?
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He did 1t so quichly that Tellows who was with
hin could not hinder hm  She laughed and
sard I am not Miss Rutledge any longer Mr
Nolan butI will dance all thesame justnodded
to Fellows as 1if to say he must leave Mr Nolan
to her and led him off to the place where the
dance was formmng

Nolan thought he had got his chance He had
known her at Philadelpha and at other places
had met her and this was a godsend Y ou could
not talk in contra dances as you do i cotillons
or even m the pauses of waltzing but there were
chances for tongues and sounds as well as for
eyes and blushes He began with her travels and
Europe and Vesuvius and the I'rench and then
when they had worked down and had that long
talling time at the bottom of the set he said
boldly a little pale she sard as she told me the
story years after

And what do you hear from home Mrs
Graff?

And that splendid creature looked through
him Jove! how she must have looked through
him!

Home!! Mr Nolan!!l T thought you were
the man who never wanted to hear of home
agamn! And she walked directly up the deck to
her husband and left poor Nolan alone as he
always was He did not dance agamn

These are the traditions which I sort out as I
believe them from the my ths which have been told
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thout this man for forty years ‘The hes that
have been told about hum are legion  The fellows
used to sav he was the Tron Mask ” and poor
George Pons went to Ius grave in the belief that
this was the authar of Jumws, * who was being
pumshed for us cclebrated hibel on Thomas Jef
ferson Pons was not very strong 1n the hstor
1cal hine

A happier story than ether of these I have
told 15 of the war That came along soon after
I have heard this affair told i three or four
ways, and mdeed 1t may have happened more
than once  But which ship 1t was on I can not
tell However in one at least of the grent
frigate duels with the English, in wiuch the navy
was really baptized it happened that n round
shot from the enemy entered one of our ports
square and tooh nght down the officer of the
gun himself and almost every man of the
guns crew  Now jou may say what you choose
about courage but that 15 not a mce thing to see
But as the men who were not hilled piched them
scves up and as they and the surgeon’s people
Rere earrying off the bodies there appeared
Nolan mn hus shirt sleeves with the rammer 1n
lus hand and Just as +f he had been the officer
told them off with authority—ywho sheuld go to
the cock it with the wounded men who should
stay with hum—perfectly cheers and with that
way which makes men feel sure all 15 right and 18
gomg to be nght  And he finished loading the
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gun with his own hands ammed 1t and bade the
men fire And there he stayed captamn of that
gun heepmg those fellows m spmts il the
enemy struch sitting on the carnage while the
gun was cooling though he was exposed all the
time showimg them easter ways to handle heavy
shot making the raw hands laugh at their own
blunders and when the gun cooled agamn get
ting 1t loaded and fired twice as often as any
other gun on the ship The captain walked for
ward by way of encouraging the men and Nolan
touched his hat and said
I am showing them how we do this in the
artdlery sir
And this 1s the part of the story where all the
legends agree The commodore said
X see you do and I thank you sir and I
shall never forget this day s and you never
shall sir
And after the whole thing was over and he
had the TCnghshman s sword m the midst of the
state and ceremony of the quarterdech he said
Where 1s Mr Nolan? Ask Mr Nolan to
come here
And when Nolan came he smd
Mr Nolan we are all very grateful to you
to day you are one of us to day you will be
named in the despatches
And then the old man took off’ his own sword
of ceremony and gave 1t to Nolan and made
him put 1t on  The man told me this who saw
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1t Nolan cried lihe 2 baby and well he nmught
He had not worn a sword since that wfernal day
at Fort Adams But always afterward on oc
casions of ceremony he wore that quamt old
French sword of the commodore s

The captan did mentson hun mn the despatches
Tt was always smid he ashed that he mught be
Pardoned He wrote a special letter to the
Secretary of War But nothing ever came
of it

I have heard 1t suid that he was with Porter
when he took possession of the Nukaliva Is
lands  Not this Porter you know but old
Porter hus father Essex Porter—that 1s the old
Dssex Porter not this Essex  As an artillery
officer who had seen service 1 the West Nolan
Lnew more abont fortifications  embrasures
Tavelns stockades and all that than any of
them did and he worked with g night good will
m fixing that battery afl right I have always
thought it was 4 pity Porter did not leave lum
command there with Gamble That would have
seitled all the questton about lus pumshment
We should have hept the islands and at ths
Taoment we should hate one station 1n the Pacific
Ocezn Our Trench friends too when they
wanted this Little watermg place would have
found 1t was preoceupred  But Madisan and the
Vignans of course flung all that away

All that was near fifty years ago If Nolan
was thirty then he must have been near esghty
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when he died He looked sixty when he was
forty But he never seemed to me to change a
hair afterward As I mmagme s hfe from
what I have seen and heard of 1t he must have
been 1n every sea and yet almost never on land
He must have known m a formal way more
officers 1n our service than any man lLving
Lnows He told me once with a grave smle
that no man m the world lived so methodical a
Bife as he  You know the boys say I am the
Iron Mask and you know how busy he was
He said 1t did not do for any one to try to read
all the time more than to do anythmng else all
the time but that he read just five hours a day

Then hesaid I kheep up my notebooks writ
mg 1n them at such and such hours from what I
have been reading and I imnclude in these my
scrap books  These were very curious mdeed
He had si< or eight of different subjects There
was one of History one of Natural Science one
which he called Odds and Ends  But they
were not merely books of extracts from news
papers They had bits of plants and ribbons
shells tied on and carved scraps of bone and
wood which he had taught the men to cut for
him and they were beautifully lustrated He
drew admirably He had some of the funmest
drawimngs there and some of the most pathetic
that I have ever seen 1n my life

Well he said s reading and his notes were
his profession and that they took five hours and
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two hours respectively of each day  Then,
sud he  every man should have a diverswn as
well as a profesion My Natural History 15
my diversion  That took two hours 2 day more
The men used to brng hum birds and fish but on
along cruise be had to satisfy humself with
¢centipedes and cockroaches and such small game
He was the only naturalist I ever met who hnew
anything about the habits of the house fly and
the mosquito Al those people can tell you
whether they are Lepidoptera or Steptaptera
but as for telling you how you can get nd of
them or how they get away from you when you
strihe at them—why Linneys Lnew as hitle of
that as John Yoy thediot did
These nime hours made Nolan s regular daly
occupation  The rest of the time he talked or
walked Tull he grew very old he went aloft &
great deal He alnays hept up his exercise and
T never heard that he was o] XIf any other man
was 3l he was the Lindest nurse m the world
2nd he knew more than half the surgeons do
Then 1f any body was sick or died or if the cap
tun wanted um to on any other occasion he
weas abways ready to read prayers
3 OWn nequamtance with Phihp Nolan be
Ban 8% or eight years after the Enghsh war on
™y first voyage ‘after T was appowmnted a md
shipmen Tt was 4 the first days after ourt
Slave Trade treaty while the Regmng House
which was still the Hoyse of Virgiua had still
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a sort of sentimentalism about the suppression
of the horrors of the Middle Passage and some
thing was sometimes done that way We were
m the South Atlantic on that business From
the trme I jomed I beleve I thought Nolan
was a sort of lay chaplain—a chaplamn with a
blue coat I never ashed about im Every
thing 1n the ship was strange to me I Lnew it
was green to ash questions and I suppose I
thought there was a Plam Buttons on every
ship  We had him to dine mn our mess once a
week and the caution was given that on that day
nothing was to be said about home But 1if they
had told us not to say anything about the planet
Mars or the Book of Deuteronomy I should not
have ashed why there were a great many things
which seemed to me to have as hittle reason

I first came to understand anything aboul

the man without a country one day when we
overhauled a dirty httle schooner which had
slaves on board An officer was sent o take
charge of her and after 2 few minutes he sent
bach lis boat to ask that some one rmught be
sent lum who could speak Portuguese We were
all looking over the rail when the message came
and we all wished we could mterpret when the
captain asled who spoke Portuguese But none
of the officers did and Just as the captain was
sending forward to ash if eny of the peaple
zould Nolan stepped out and said he should be
glad to mterpret 1f the captan wished, as he
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understood the language 'The captaus Han¥ied
hum fitted out another boat with hum, and 1n the
boat 1t was my luck fo g0 When we got there
1 was such a scene as you seldom see and neyer
want to  Nastiness beyond account and chaos
Tun loose 1 the mudst of the mastmess There
were not a great many of the negroes, but by
way of making what there were understand that
they were free Vaughan had had therr hand

cuffs and anklecuffs knacked off and for cone
venlence sake wgg putting them upon the raseals
of the schooner g crew  The negroes were most
of them out of the holg and swarmung all round

ing Vaughan and tddressing hum 1n every din
lect and pators of 4 dialect from the Zulu cheld
UPp 1o the Parman of Beledelyereed
As we came o deck  Vaughan looked down
from a hogsheaq on which he had mounted i
desperation and said
Tor Gads love 15 there anybody who can
make these Wwretches understand something?
The men gave them yyn, and that did not quet

understood the Inghsh »
olan sag he coulg speal, Portugnese and
one or two fine loolang Kroomen v ere dragged
o9ut who gg 3 had been found already had
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worked for the Portuguese on the coast at
Fernando Po
Tell them they are free said Vaughan
And tell them that these rascals are to be
hanged as soon as we can get rope enough
Nolan put that mto Spamsh —that 15 he
explained 1t 1n such Portuguese as the Kroomen
could understand and they m turn to such of the
negroes as could understand them Then there
was such a yell of dehght clinchmg of fists
leaping and daneing kissing of Nolan s feet and
a general rush made to the hogshead by way of
spontaneous worship of Vaughan, as the deus ex
machina of the occasion
Tell them said Vaughan well pleased that
I will take them all to Cape Palmas
This did not answer so well Cape Palmas was
practically as far from the homes of most of
them as New Orleans or Rio Janerro was—
that 15 they would be eternally separated from
home there And therr mnterpreters as we could
understand mstantly saxd Ak non Palmas
and began to propose mfinite other expedients m
most voluble language Vaughan was rather
disappomnted at this result of his liberality and
ashed Nolan eagerly what they said The drops
stood on poor Nolans white forehead, as he
hushed the men down and said
He says Not Palmas He says Take us
home take us to our own country take us to
our own house take us to our own picksminnies
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and our own women’ He says he has an old
father and mother who will die if they do not see
im  And this one says he left us people all
sich and paddled down to Fernando to beg the
white doctor to come and help them and that
these devils caught lim m the bay just n sight
of home and that he has never seen unyhody
from home since then And tiis one says
chobed out Nolan that he has not heard a word
from his home in six months while he has been
locked up mn thet nfernal barracoon

Vaughan always smd he grew gray humsell
while Nolan struggled through this mterpreta
tion T who did not understand anything of
the passion mvolved m it saw that the very
elements were melting with fervent heat and
that something was to pay somewhere Lven
the negroes themselves stopped howling as thev
saw Nolan s agony and Vaughan s almost equal
agony of sympathy As quich as he could get
words he said

Tell them yes yes yes tell them they shall go
to the Mountains of the Moon 1f they will If I
sail the schooner through the Great Wlite
Desert they shall £o home!

And after some fashion Nolan sud so And
then they all fell to lissing lnm agamn  an
wanted to rub his nose with theirs

But he could not stand 1t long and getting
Vaughan to say he might go back he bechoned
me down 1nto our boat As we lay bach mn the
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stern sheets and the men gave way he said to
me  Youngster let that show you what 1t 15 to
be without a family without & home and with
out a country And if you are ever tempted to
say a word or to do a thing that shall put a bar
between you and jour family your home and
your country pray God i His mercy to take
you that mstant home to ¥is own heaven
Stick by your famly boy forget you have a
self while you do everything for them Thmnk
of your home boy wnite and send and talk about
1t Let it be nearer and nearer to your thought
the further you have to travel from it and rush
back to 1t when you are free as that poor black
slave 13 domg now And for your country
boy and the words rattled in his throat and
for that flag and he pomted to the ship
never dream a dream but of serving her as she
bids you though the service carry you through
a thousand hells No matter what happens to
you no matter who flatters vou or who abuses
you never Jooh at another flag never let a mght
pass but you pray God to bless that flag Re
member boy that behind all these men you have
to do with belind officers and government and
people even there 1s the Country Herself your
Country and that you belong to Her as you
belong to your own mother Stand by Her boy
as you would stand by your mother if those
dewils there had got hold of her to day!
I was frightened to death by his calm hard
205



GREATLST SHORT STORIES

passion Dbut I blundered out that X would by all
that was holy and that I had never thought of
dong anything else e hardlv seemed to hear
me but he did almost m a whisper say  Oh
1f anybody had said so to me when I was of your
agel
gI think 1t was ths half confidence of s which
I never abused for I never told this storv fil
now which afterward made us great friends
He was very hind to me Often he sat up or
even got up at mght to walk the dech with me
when 1t was my watch He explamed to me &
great deal of my mathematics and I owe to Inm
my taste for mathematics He lent me books
and helped me about my readmg He never
afluded so directly to lus stors agam but from
one and another officer I have learned 1n thirty
years what I am tellng YWhen we parted
from him in St Thomas harbor at the end of our
cruise X was more sorry than I can tell I was
very glad to meet lum agam an 1830 and later
n hife when I thought I had some mfluence 1
Washington I moved heaven and earth to have
him discharged  But it was lihe pething &
ghost out of prison They pretended there was
no such man and never was such 2 man  They
will say s0 gt the Department now! Perhaps
they do not know
There 15 a stary that Nolan met Burr once on
one of our vessels when o party of Americand
came on board in the Mediterranean But this I
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velieve to be a e or rather it 1s a myth ben
frotato mvolving a tremendous blowing up
with which he sunh Burr asking how he liked to
be without a country  But 1t 1s clear from
Burrs life that nothing of the sort could have
happened and I mention this only as an illus
tration of the stories which get a gomg where
there 15 the least mystery at bottom

So poor Phulip Nolan had luis wish fulfilled I
know but one fate more dreadful 1t 1s the fate
reserved for those men who shall have one day
to exile themselves from their country because
they have attempted her rumn and shall have at
the same time to see the prospenty and honor to
which she rises when she has rid herself of them
and therr imquities The wish of poor Nolan
as we all learned to call hun not because hus
punishment was too great but because his re
pentance was so clear was precisely the wish of
every Bragg and Beauregard who broke a sol
dier s oath two years ago and of every Maury
and Barron who brohe a smlors I do not know
how often they have repented I do know that
they have done all that in them lay that they
mght have no country that all the honors asso
ciastions memortes and hopes which belong to

country mught be broken up mnto httle shreds
and distibuted to the winds I know too that
therr pumshment as they vegetate through what
15 left of life to them mn wretched Boulognes and
Leicester Squares where they are destined to
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upbraid each other till they che will have all the
agony of Nolans with the added pang that
every one who sees them will see them to despise
and to execrate them  Lhey will have their wish,
hhe him

Tor lim poor fellow he repented of Ius folly
and then lihe 2 man submitted to the fate he
had asl ed for  He never mtentionally added to
the difficulty or delicacy of the charge of those
who had lam i hold  Accaidents would happen,
but they never happened from hus fault Lzeu
tenant Cruxton told me that when Texas was
amnexed there was a careful discussion among
the officers whether they should get hold of
Nolan s handsome set of maps and cut Teras
out of wt—from the map of the world and the
map of Mexico The Umted States had been
cut out when the atlas was bought for hm  But
it was voted nghtly enough that to do ths
would be virtually to reveil to lim what had hap
pened or as Harry Cole smid to make lum think
old Burr had succeeded So 1t was from no
fault of Nolan s that a great botch happened at
my own table when for a short time I was i
command of the George Washington corvette
on the South American station  We were Iying
In the La Plata and some of the officers Who
had been on shore and had just jomed agam
were entertaming us with accounts of therr mis
adventures m riding the half wild horses of
Buenos Ayres Nolan was nt table and was i
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an unusuzlly bright and talkative mood Some
story of a tumble remmded him of an adventure
of lis own when he was catchmg wild horses m
Texas with his adventurous cousm at a time
when he must have been quite a boy He told
the story with a good deal of spmt—so much so
that the silence which often follows a good story
hung over the table for an mstant to be broken
by Nolan limself I'or he asked perfectly un
consciously

Pray what has become of Texas? After the
Mexicans got their independence I thought that
province of Texas would come forward very
fast It 1s really one of the finest regions on
earth 1t 15 the Xtaly of this continent But I
have not seen or heard a word of Texas for near
iwenty jears

There were two Texan officers at the table
The reason he had never heard of Tevas was
that Texas and her affairs had been pamfully
cut out of his newspapers since Austin began his
settlements so that while he read of Honduras
and Tamaulipas and till quite lately of Cah
forma this virgin province in which s brother
had traveled so far and I beheve had died had
ceased to be to hum  Waters and Wilhams the
two Texas men looked grimly at each other and
tried not to laugh Edward Morns had his at
tention attracted by the thurd Iink in the chamn of
the captams chandeler Watrous was seized
with a convulsion of sneezing Nolan himself
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saw that something was to pay, he did not know
what And I, as master of the feast, had o
say

Tevas 15 out of the map, Mr Nolen Havd
you seen Captamn Bach s curions account of S
Thomas Roe s Welcome?”’

After that cruise I never saw Nolan againt 1
wrote to hun at least twice a year, for 1 that
voyage we became even confidentinlly mtimate,
but he never wrote to me The other men tell
me that m those fifteen years he aged very fast,
as well he might indeed but that he was still the
same gentle uncomplaming sient sufferer thal
he ever was bearing as best he could his self
gppomted punishment—rather fess social Pper
haps with new men whom he did not Lnow, but
more anxious apparently than ever to serve an
befriend and teach the boys, some of whom
farrly seemed to worship im And now 1t seems
the dear old fellow 15 dead He has found &
home at last and a country

Since wniting this and while considerng
whether or no I would print 1t as a werning 1o
the young Nolans and Vallandighams and 1o
nalls of to day I have recaved from Danforth
who 1s on board the “Levant’ a letter which
guves on account of Nolans Jast hours  I¥ T€
moves all my doubts about telling thus story

To understand the first words of the Jetten
the nonprofessional reader should remember
that after 1817 the position of every officer who
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had Nolan in charge was one of the greatest
delicacy The government had failed to renew
the order of 1807 regardng lim What was a
man to do? Should he let kim go? What then
1f he were called to account by the Department
for violating the order of 18077 Should he keep
him? What then 1f Nolan should be hiberated
some day and should bring an action for false
imprisonment or lidnapping agamst every man
who had had him 1n charge? I urged and pressed
this upon Southard and I have reason to thinh
that other officers did the same thmg But the
Secretary always smd as they so often do at
Washmgton that there were no speaial orders to
gne and that we must act on our own judg
ment That means If you succeed jou will be
sustamed 1f you fail you will be disavowed
Well as Danforth says all that 1s over now
though I do not know but I expose myself to a
crimnal prosecution on the evidence of the very
revelation I am making
Here 1s the letter
aNr° 25 @11 W
De » F_dT try to find h art  d Lfe o tell y u that it is

Mo withd rold Nolan I hae been with hm on ths
voy gemr than I er was and I can underst nd wholly now
the way 1n whch you ued to spak of th d old f low 1
could sec that he was not strong but 1 h d 1o idea th e d was
60 near The doctor has be n watchiug bm _ery carctully nd
yeste day morning cam to m and told m that Nol n was not
Eo well, end h d not left his stat room—a thing I n er remem
ber bef re. He h d let the doctor com and see hm as he lay
the e—the fi st tim the docto had been in the st t oom—and
b said he sh uld Lke to see me Ob_dearl do you rem mber

the mystenes we boy us d to in ent 4bo ¢ h s room in the old
utrep @ dayst Well, I w ot in, and there, to be sure the poor
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fellow lay 1n his berth, smling pleasantly as he gave we his
hand but looking very fral. 1 could not help a glance round.
which showed me what a little shrun  he had made of the by
he was lymng 1 The Stars and Stripes were triced up ahove
enl around a picture of Washington and he had painted &
m jestic eagle with 1ghtnngs blazing from his beak and hs
foot fust clasping the whole globe which his wings o ershad
owed. The d ar old boy saw my glance and s id with a sad
smile Here jou see I have a country! And thnte pont
to the foot of his bed where T hal not seen before a great map
of the Unit d States as be had drawn {t from memory and
which he had th re to look upon es he lay Queint queer ofd
names wr on st in large letterss Indiana Ferntory \Iis-
s1s pp Territory and Lous ana Territory as I suppose our
{ thers 1c med such things Rut the old fellow had patched io
Texas too he had carried his western boundary sll the way to
the P cific but on that shore he had deflned nothing

“ Oh Danfrth hesad I know I am dying I can mot get
home  Surely you will tell me something now? Stopl Stop!
Do not spe k till T say what I am sure you know that there 13
not in this shp that there s not in America—God bless heri—
& more loyel man th n T There can not be & man who loves the
oldfl gas I do or pr ys for it as I do_or Fopes for it as I do
There are thrty four stars in it now Danforth 1 thank God
for that, though T do not know what their mames are Ihere
Ias never been one taken away 1 th nk God for that I know
by that that there has neve  been any successful Burr O
Danforth, Danforth he sighed out how like a wr tched nightd
dresm a boys idea of person | fame or of separate sovere gnty
seems wien one looks back on it after such a life as mine! But
}’gxf,""““ m som thing—tell me everything Danforth before

1 gham, I swea to you th t I felt Lke a monster that T had
20t told him _verything before Danger or no danger del cacy oF
Do dellcacy who wa 1 t1at T should T ve been  eing the tyrant
all ths time ¥ this @ ar sal ted old man who had years &g0
€ plsted in his whol manhoods lfe the madness of & Boys
treasn? Mr Nlam safd 1 1 will tell you everything you
ask_bout Only whe e eh 11 T begin®

Oh the bl ssed smile that er pt ov r his white facel And
be press d my hand and sad  God Bless you! Telf me ihelr
names fe s {d nd b pot ted to the st s on the fl g The
lat T know (s Ohio My father lived In hentucky Dut I hate
; Michigan and Tndiana and Misstssipnb—that w o wher

mt Adams s 7 make twenty But where are your other
fourte n? Yo have not eut up any of the 14 on ¥ hope

Well, that was n t a b d text and T told him the n mes §
43 good onder aa Tcould  nd - bade me fake down Ms beautd
ful map ud draw them In as T best eould with my pencil HC
® S wid with dlight about Texas—told me how his cousia
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dxed there; he had ma ked & gold cross ne where he supposed

s gr e was and he h d guessed ¢t Tex s Then he was
del ghted as h saw Californa and Oregon Th t, he sad he
had suspect d pertly because he had mever be n perm tted to
land on th t sh e th ugh th shp were there somubh  And
th mn sudhe lsughpg brought off a good deal b sid s fu
Then he went back—heavens how f ri—to ask ab ut the
Ch s p ke, nd what was done to Barron fo surrend ring her
to the Le pad and whether B rr ¢ tried ganp—and he
ground hs teeth with the nly passon he showed But in a
mwnt that waes ov and he s d God formem for I m
sur Ifomehm Thnh ask d about the old w —t 1d me
th true st ry of his s ng th gun the day . took the J
—asked sbout d a o!d D wid Porte s he ¢ lled bum.  Then
he settl d @ wn more qu tly A ery b ppily to b ar me £ 11
m n hour the b tory of fiffy years

How I wished t h d been m body who kn w something!
But I dd as well M Iculd I told hlm of the Englsh wa
I told hm about Fulton and the stearab at begimning T told
him about old Scott nd J ckson—told him all I conld think
of bout th Ms sspp and M w Ol ns ad Te as and hus
own Id hentucky And what do y u ok b sk d Whe
was in comm nd {th Legwn of !he West Ttlihm t
wes & vy g Nl md G nd th f, by ou last

h was ab\mt tBuh his he dqu rters at § ckshurg
Theo Wh e w3 cksburg? Iw kedtht utonth mp
It was about ah @ d mls moe or les bz old Fo t
Adams and T th ght For! Adam_mu t b u now It
m st be at 1d Vicks plantaton t Wal t Fills smah 1,
thifs change!

Ttllyu Ingham ft wsah sd th g to co dns the hs
tory of half a century ntotht tlkwth s km  AndI
20 'not n w know what I told h m-—of emgr to  nd the means
of ft—of stambots ad iload and telg phs—of n
6§ s dbooks nd1t atue—of the coll ges dW st P at
and th h 1 Sch ol—but wth th qeeret I terruptons th t
ee vuhad itw Rob oo Cus asking II th
nce m m d q\mt ons £ 6fty s yearst

aked all fa sudde who ws P sdet
now A d when T told hm h sskd if Old Ab wa Gn
2 1 Be jamin Li cIns son sdh mtold G eral
Lx eoln whnh was g ucabuymms If tsm Idntety

sdn t 0ld Abe w_ a Kentucki n lk hms If but T
couxd ntt u hm of what famlly be had w k d_p from th
ranks Good f hmPered Noln Iamgid ftht As]
hay brodd nd wodred I h e thoght r dang wasin
Leep ng up th ¢ regula s cc s fo 5 n the fi st familes  Then
¥ got talk ng bou!myrlstta“ sh gton Itldhmofm et
ng the Oregon Congre man H ramg I told hm ab ut th
Bmiths nian, nd th exploring Exped tion I told lum ab ut the
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fasnnl and the statues for the pediment, and Crawford s Liberty
and Greenoughs Washington, Ingham 1 told him everything 1
<ould think of that would ehow the grandeur of hus counhz and
its prosperity but I could not weke up my mouth to tell him &
word about this infernal rebelhion.

“And be dragk it in and enjoyed it as T can not tell you He
grew mwote and more Silent, yet I never thought he was tired or
famt. I gave bim a glass of 'water but he just wet his Lps aad
1old me not to go away Then he asked me to bring the Pres-
byterian Book of Public Prayer which lay there and said, with
& smile, that it would open at the nght place—and so it did.
There was his double red mark down the page, And 1 knelt
down end read, and be repeated with me For ourselves aod
our country oh, gratious God we thank Thee that notwith
standing our manifold transgressions of Thy holy laws Thon
b st continued to us Thy marvelous kuindness—and so to the
end of that thanksgiving Then he tumed to the end of the
same book, and 1 read tle words more familiar to me Most
beartily we beseech Thee with Thy favot to behold and bless Thy
servant, the President of the United States and all others it
euthority ~—and the rest of the Episcapal collect. Danforth sald
fie, [ have repeated those prayers night and morning it is now
fitty five years And then he sald he would £o to gleep

He bent me down aver him and kissed me, and he sald “Look
in my Bible Denforth when 1 am gone, And I went away

“But 1 had no thought it was the end. 1 thought he was tred
:}'ﬂ. would sleep I knew he was bappy and I wanted bim to be

e

“But fu an hour when the doctor went In gently he found

;’g:r;;u? brea’th:g l';xls mel away with s swile, I’%:nh-yd :gm:’t?(l’ntrl

close e

°f,}3; Cl'"i‘:;“‘ ips. It was his father's badge of the "

© looked in his Bible and thete we slip of paper at

pl“l‘t where he had marked the !ueh °s o elip of prpe

“They desire & country even a_heavenly: wherefore God {0

Tox 2shamed 10 be called ther Gods for He bath prepered for

» o
~On this slip of paper he had writteny
 Bary me in the sea it has been my homoe, and 1 love it. But
:rm.r% 'lgmne;, one :el up e stone for ©y memory at Fort l-‘\d‘;:
rlea .
to bear? Say on Its 7 clagrece may not be more then T o
* In Momory of
“ PHILIP NOLAN
# Lieutenant tn the Army of the United States
**He loved his country as the: has
Yoved her; but o mah Sescrred
less at her hands,
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THE LOST PHOEBE

BY THEODORE DREISER

HEY lved together mn a part of the

country which was not so prosperous as

1t had once been about three miles from
one of those small towns that, mnstead of increas
ing 1n population 1s steadily decreasing The ter
ritory was not very thickly settled perhaps a
house every other mule or so with large areas of
corn and wheat land and fzllow fields that at
odd seasons had been sown to tunothy and clover
Their particular house was part log and part
frame the log portion bemng the old orgmal
home of Henry s grandfather The new portion
of now ramn beaten time worn slabs through
which the wind squeahed m the chinks at times
and which several overshadowing elms and a
butternut tree made picturesque and remnis
cently pathetic but a litle damp was erected
by Henry when he was twenty one and just
married

That was forty eight years before The furm
ture inside like the house outside was old and
mildewy and remrmuscent of an earlier day You
have seen the whatnot of cherry wood perhaps
Copyright, 1918, by Bont nd Li erght I c and

0 Frotte by Thendore Deewer | Bobh and L1 sright, 1578
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with spiral legs and fluted top It was there The
old fashioned four poster bed with aits ball like
protuberances and deep curving inasions, was
there also o sadly ahenated descendant of an
early Jacobean ancestor The bureau of cherry
was also high and wide and sohdly bult but
faded looking and with a musty odor The rag
carpet that underlay all these sturdy examples of
enduring furmture was a weak, faded lead and
puik colored affair woven by Phoebe Anns
own hands when she was fifteen years younger
than she was when she died The creaky wooden
Ioom on which 1t had been done now stood il e &
dusty bony skeleton along with a broken rocl
ing chair & worm eaten clothes press—Heaven
knows how old—a lume stamed bench that had
once been used to Leep flowers on cutside the
door and other decrepit factors of household
utility 1n an east room that was 2 lean to aganst
this so called mam portion All sorts of other
broken down furmiture were about ths place an
antiquated clothes horse crached in two of 1ts
ribs 2 brohen mirror m an old cherry frame
which had fallen from 2 nml and crached itself
three days before their youngest son Jerry died
an extension hat rach which once had had porce
lan knobs on the ends of 1ts pegs and a sewing
machine long since outdone 1n 1ts clumsy mecha
msm by rivals of a newer generation

The orchard to the east of the house was full
of gnarled cld apple trees worm eaten 88 t0
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trunl s and branches and fullv ornamented with
green and white hichens so that 1t had a sad
greemsh white silvery effect m moonlight The
low outhouses which had once housed chichens
a horse or two a cow and several pigs were
covered with patches of moss as to therr roof and
the sides had been free of pamnt for so long that
they were blackish grey as to color and a Dittle
spongy The pichet fence m front with its gate
squeaky and ashew and the side fences of the
stal e and nder type were m an equally run
down condition As a matter of fact thev had
aged synchronously with the persons who lived
there old Henrv Refsneder and his wife
Phoebe Ann

They had ived here these two ever since therr
marnage forty eight years before and Henry
had hived here before that from his childhood up
His father and mother well along m years when
he was a boy had invited hum to bring lus wife
here when he had first fallen in love and decided
to marry and he had done so His father and
mother were the companions of himnself and hs
wife for ten years after they were married when
both died and then Henry and Phoebe were
left with their five children growing lustily apace
But all sorts of things had happened since then
Of the seven chuildren all told that had been
born to them three had died one girl had gone
to Kansas one boy had gone to Sioux Talls
never even to be heard of after another boy had
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gone to Washington and the last girl hived five
counties away in the same State but was so bur
dened with cares of her own that she rarely gave
them a thought Time and 2 commonplace home
Iife that had never been attractive had weaned
them thoroughly so that wherever they were,
they gave little thought as to how 1t mught be
with therr father and mother

Old Henry Refsneider and his wife Phoebe
were a loving couple You perhaps know how it
1s with smple natures that fasten themselves ike
lichens on the stones of eircumstance and weather
therr days to 2 crumbling conclusion The great
world sounds widely but it has no call for them
‘They have no soaring intellect The orchard the
meadow the cornfield the pig pen, and the
chichen lot measured the range of therr human
activities When the wheat 1s headed 1t 15 reaped
and threshed when the corn 1s browned and
frosted 1t 15 cut and shocked when the timothy 15
m full head 1t 1s cut and the haycoch erected
After that comes winter with the hauling of
gram to marhet the sawing and sphtuing of
wood the sumple chores of fire building meal
getting occasional repainng and visitng  Be-
sond these and the changes of weather—the
snows the rams end the fair days—there are no
mmmediate sigmficant things Al the rest of ife
182 far off clamorous phantasmagoria flickermg
Lke Northern Iights 1n the mght and sounding
as faintly as cowbells tinkhing m the distance
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01d Henry and his wife Phoebe were as fond
of each other as 1t 1s possible for two old people
to be who have nothing else in tlus Iife to be fond
of He was a thn old man seventy when she
died a queer crotchety person with coarse grey
black har and beard quite straggly and un
hempt He looked at you out of dull fishy
watery eyes that had deep brown crow’s feet at
the sides His clothes lihe the clothes of many
farmers were aged and angular and baggy
standing out at the pochets not fitting about the
neck protuberant and worn at elbow and knee
Phoebe Ann was thin and shapeless a very
umbrella of a woman clad i shabby black
and wth a black bonnet for her best wear
As tme had passed and they had only
themselves to look after therr movements had
become slower and slower thewr activities
fewer and fewer The annual Leep of pigs
had been reduced from five to one grunting
porher and the sigle horse which Henry now
retamed was a sleepy ammal not over nourished
and not very clean The chichens of which for
merly there was a large floch had almost disap
peared owmng to ferrets foses and the lach of
proper care which produces disease The former
healthy garden was now a straggling memory of
1tself and the vines and flower beds that for
merly ornamented the windows and dooryard
had now become choking thichets A will had

been made which dnided the small tax eaten
091 -~
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property equally among the remaimng four so
that 1t was really of no mterest to any of them.
Yet these two hved together m peace and sym
pathy only that now and then old Henry would
become unduly cranky complaming almost
variably that something had been neglected or
mslud which was of no importance at all
Phoebe wheres my corn kmife? You amt
never minded to let mv things alone no more
Now you hush Henry,” his wife would eau

tion him 1n 2 cracked and squeahy voiee  If you
don’t, X1l leave yuh IWl gt up and wath out of
here some day and then where would 3* be? ¥
am t got anybedy but me to looh after yuh so
yuh just behave yourself Your corn hnifes on
the mantel where 1ts allus been unless youve
gone an’ put it sommers else’®

Old Henry, who knew his wife would never
Jeave bum in any erreumstances used to speculate
at tiraes as to what he would do 1f she were to die
That was the one leaving that he really feared
As he cimbed on the charr at night to wind the
ald Jong pendulumed double weighted cloch, or
went finally to the front and the bach door 10
sec that they were safely shut s, 1t was & com
fort to know that Phoebe was there, propetly
enscaticed on her side of the bed, and that if he
stirred zestlessly i the mght, she would be there
to ash what he wanted

“Now, Henry, do e stilll Youre as restless
ag ' chichen)
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Well I cant sleep Phoebe
Well yuh neednt roll so anyhow Yuh kin

let me sleep

This usuallv reduced him to a state of somno
Ient ease If she wanted a pail of water it was
a grumbling pleasure for him to get it and if
she did nse first to build fires he saw that the
wood was cut and placed wathin easy reach They
divided this simple world nicelv hetween them

As the years had gone on however fewer and
fewer people had called They were well known
for a distance of as much as ten square mules as
old Mr and Mrs Rerfsneider honest, moder
ately Christian but too old to be really mterest
mg any longer The writing of letters had
become an almost impossible burden toc difficult
to continue or even negotiate via others although
an occasional letter still did armve from the
daughter in Pemberton County Now and then
some old friend stopped with a pre or cahe or a
roasted chichen or duck or merely to see that
they were well but even these hindly minded
visits were no longer frequent

One day in the early spring of her sixty fourth
year Mrs Refsnerder took sich and from & low
fever passed into some indefinable ailment which
because of her age was no longer curable Old
Henry drove to Swmnerton the neighbormg
town and procured & doctor Some frends
called and the inmediate care of her was taken

off his hands Then one chil spring mght she
00
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died and old Henrv, 1n a fog of sorrow and un
certamnty, followed her body to the nearest grave
yard an unattractive space with a few pmes
growmg m 1t Although he mught have gone to
the daughter m Pemberton or sent for her, 1t
was really too much trouble and he was too
weary and fixed It was suggested to hum at once
by one friend and another that he could come t0
stay with them awhile but he did not see fit He
was so ald and <o fived 1n lus notions and so ac-
customed to the evact surroundings he had
kmown all tus days that he could not think of
leaving He wanted to remamn near where they
had put lus Phoebe and the fact that be would
have to Iive alone did not trauble him 1n the least
The Iy g cluldren were notified and the care of
him offered 1f he v ould leave but he would not
I kin mahe a shuft for myself he continually
announced to old Dr Morrow 1who had attended
his wife 1n this case I Lin cook a little and
besides 1t don t tal e much moren coffec an
bread yn the WOTnn § to satisfy me I 11 get slong
now well enough Yy Just let me be And
after many Pleadings and proffers of advice with
supplies of coffee and bacon and baked bread
uly offeved and accepted he was left to nmself
Tor a whnfe he sat uly outside hus door brooding
m the spring sun - He e to revive his mterest
In farmung “and to heep humself busy and free
from thought by looking after the fields which
of late had been much neglected It was a gloomy
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thing to come 1n of an evenmng however or m
the afternoon and find no shadow of Phoebe
where everything suggested her By degrees he
put a few of her things away At night he sat
beside his lamp and read in the papers that were
left him occasionally or ina Bible thathe had neg
lected for years but could get little solace from
these things Mostly he held his hand over his
mouth and looked at the floor as he sat and
thought of what had become of her and how
soon he himself would die He made a great
busmess of making s coffee in the morning and
frying humself a hitle bacon at mght but his
appetite was gone The shell m which he had
been housed so long seemed vacant and its
shadows were suggestive of immedicable griefs
So he lived quite dolefully for five long months
and then a change began

It was one mght after he had looked after the
front and the back door wound the clock blown
out the light and gone through all the selfsame
motions that he had indulged n for years that
he went to bed not so much to sleep as to think
It was a moonhight mght The green hchen
covered orchard just outside and to be seen from
his bed where he now lay was a silvery affarr
sweetly spectral The moon shone through the
east windows throwing the pattern of the panes
on the wooden floor and malang the old furm-
ture to which he was accustomed stand out
dimly mn the room As usual he had been think
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g of Phoebe and the jears when they had been
young together, and of the cluldren who had
gone, and the poor shift he was making of s
prescnt days  The house was coming to be m a
verv bad state mdeed The bed clothes were 1n
disorder and not clean for he made a wretched
shift of washing It was a terror to lum The
roof lealed, causing thungs (some of them) to
reman damp for weeks at o time but he was
gettng into that brooding state where he would
accept anvthing rather than exert omself He
preferred to pace slowly to and fro or to sit and
thank.

By twelve ocloe! on this particular night he
was asleep however, and by two had wahed
agun The moon by this time had shfted to a
position on the western side of the house and 1t
now shone m through the windows of the hving
Foom and those of the hitchen beyond A certam
combnation of furmiture—a chair near a table
with Ius coat on 1t the half open htchen door
casting a shadow and the posttion of a lamp near
8 paper—gave lum an exact representation of
Phoebe leaning over the table as he had often
seen her do in hfe It gave him a great start
Could 1t be she—or her ghost? He bad scarcely
ever believed in spints and still He looked
at her fivedls in the feeble half hght his old harr
tingling 0ddlv at the roots and then sat up The
figure did not move e put his thin legs out of
the bed and sat loohing at her wondering 1f this
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could really be Phoebe They had talked of
ghosts often 1 their hitetime of apparitions and
omens but they had never agreed that such
things could be It had never been a part of his
wifes creed that she coula have a spmt that
could return to walk the earth Her after world
was quite a different affair a vague heaven, no
less from which the rightecus did not trouble to
return  Yet here she was now bending over the
table m her black shirt and gray shawl her pale
profile outhined agamst the moonhght

Phoebe  he called thnlhing from head to toe
and putting out one bony hand have yuh come
bach?

The figure did not stir and he arose and
wall ed uncertamly to the door lookmg at 1t
fixedly the while As he drew near however the
appantion resolved mto 1ts primal content— his
old coat over the lugh backed chair the lamp by
the paper the half open door

Well he said to humself his mouth open I
thought shore I saw her And he ran lus hand
strangely and vaguelv through hus harr the while
his nervous tension relaxed Vamshed as 1t had
1t gave him the :dea that she might return

Another night because of this first 1llusion
and because hus mind was now constantly on her
and he was old he loohed out of the window that
was nearest his bed and commanded a hen-coop
and pig pen and s part of the wagon shed snd
there a faint mst exuding from the damp of the
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ground, he thought he saw her agamn It was one
of those hittle wisps of must, one of those famt
exhalations of the earth that nse 1 a cool mght
after o vwarm day and ficker bhe small white
eypresses of fog before they disappear In lfe
1t had been a custom of hers to cross this lot from
her lutchen door to the pig pen to throw m any
scrap that was left from her cookmg and here
she was agam He sat up and watched it
strangely, doubtfully because of s previous
expenence but mnclined because of the nervous
tibillation that passed aver Ius body to beheve
that spirits really were and that Phoebe who
would be concerned because of lus lonely state,
must be thinking about lum and hence returnng
‘What other way would she haye? How otherwise
could she express herself? It would be within the
province of her charity so to do and lile her
Joving interest in um He qurered and watched
1t eagerly but a faint breath of air stirnng i
wound awav toward the fence and disappeared

A third mght, as he was actually dresming,
some ten days later she came to his bedside and
put her hand on s head

Poor Henry! she smd  Its too bad’

He roused out of s sleep actually to see her,
he thought moving from s bedroom mto the
one Iming room her figure a shadowy mass of
blach The weak straining of fus eyes caused hitle
ponits of hght to fhel er about the outlines of her
form e arose greatly astomshed walked the
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floor 1 the cool room convinced that Phoebe
was comung bach to him If he only thought suffi
ciently 1f he made it perfectly clear by his feel
g that he needed her greatly she would come
back this kindly wife and tell hun what to do
She would perhaps be with him much of the
time 1n the mght anvhow and that would make
him less Ionely his state more endurable

In age and with the feeble 1t 15 not such a far
cry from the subtleties of illusion to actual hal
luemation and 1n due time this transition was
made for Henry Night after mght he waited
expecting her return Once 1 s werrd mood
he thought he saw a pale hght moving about the
room and another time he thought he saw her
walling mn the orchard after dark It was one
mormng when the details of his lonely state were
virtually unendurable that he wohe with the
thought that she was not dead How he had
arnived at this conclusion 1t 1s hard to say His
mund had gone Inits place was a fixed 1llusion
He and Phoebe had had a senseless quarrel He
had reproached her for not leaving his pipe
where he was accustomed to find 1t and she had
left Xt was an aberrated fulfilment of her old
Jesting threat that if he did not behave lumself
she would leave im

I guess I could find yuh agn’ he had always

sad But her crackling threat had always been

“Yuh Il not find me 1f I ever leave yuh I guess
I Lin g1t some place where yuh cant find me
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Thus morning when he arose he did not thnk
to build the fire in the customary way or to grnnd
Ius coffee and eut hus bread as was Ins wont but
solely to meditate as to where he sheuld search
for her and how he should induce her to come
bach Recently the one horse had been dispensed
with because he found 1t cumbersome and bey ond
Jus needs  Fle took down lus soft erush hat after
he had dressed umself a new glnt of mterest
and determmation 1n lus eye, and tal ing hns black
craok cane from behmnad the door where bhe had
always placed 1t started out briskly to look for
her among the nearest neighbors s old shoes
clumped soundly m the dust as he walked and
his grey black Jochs now grown rather long
straggled out 1n a dramatic fringe or halo from
under his hat Fis short coat stirred busily as he
wallked and his hands and face nere peabed an
pale

Why hello Henryl Where re vuh gom’ this
tmormin ? inquired T'armer Dodge who, hnul
fng a load of wheat to market, encountered im
on the public road e had not seen the aged
farmer 1 months not since lus wifes death
and he wondered now scemg lhim looking S0
spry
Yuh aint scen Phoebe have yuh! inquired
the old man lool ing up quizzically

Phoebe who? nquired Tarmer Dodge not
for the moment connecting the name with
Henry'’s dead wife
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“Why my wife Phoebe o course Who do
yuh s pose I mean? He stared up with a pa
thetic sharpness of glance from under his shaggy
grey eyebrows

Well 11l swan Henry yuh amt johin, are
yuh? smd the solid Dodge a pursy man with
a smooth, hard red face It can t be your wife
yuhre takin gbout Shes dead

Dead! Shuchs! retorted the demented Reif
sneider  She left me early this mornn  while
I vassleepm  She allus got up to build the fire
but shes gone now e had a litle spat last
mght an I guess that s the reason But I guess
I kmn find her Shes gone over to Matilda
Races thats where shes gone

He started brishly up the road leaving
the amazed Dodge fo stare m wonder after
him

Well Il be switched! he said aloud to
himself Hes clean outn s head That
poor old feller s been liin down there till he s
gone outen his mund Il have to notify the
authonities  And he fliched his whip with
great enthusiasm  Geddap! he smd and was
off

Rerfsnerder met no one else mn this poorly pop~
ulated region untd he reached the whitewashed
fence of Matidde Race and her husband three
mules away He had passed several other houses
en route but these not being within the range of
hus fllusion were not considered His wife who
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bad known Matilda well must be here He
opened the picket gate which guarded the walb,
and stamped briskly up to the door

Why Mr Refsneider exclaimed old Ma
tilda herself a stout woman looking out of the
door n an answer to his knock, what brings yuh
here this mornin 2*

Is Phoebe here? he demanded eagerly

Phoebe who? What Phoebe?’ repled Mrs
Race curious as to this sudden development of
energy on lus part

‘Why my Phoebe o course My wife Phoebe
‘Who do yuh s pose? Ain t she here now?

Lawsy mel exclumed Mrs Race, opening
her mouth  Yuh pore man] So joure clean
outn your mind now Yuh come right m and
sitdown Illmtyoua cup o coffee O course
Your wife amt here but vuh come m an sit
down T1ifind her fer yuh after a while I know
where she 15

The old farmers eyes softened, and he en
tered He was so thin and pile a specimen pan
talooned and Patnarchal, that he aroused Mrs
Races extremest sympathy as he took off hiS
hat and fad 1 on lus hnees quite softly and
mldly

We had o quarrel Tast ight an’ she left me *
he volunteered
Laws! laws! sighed Mrs TRace, there beng
16 one present vith whom to share her astorsh
ment as she went to her latchen  The pore manf
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Now somebodys just got to look after
hm He cant be allowed to run around the
country this way lookin for lus dead wife Its
turnible

She boiled lum a pot of coffee and brought 1n
some of her new babed bread and fresh butter
She set out some of her best jam and put a
couple of eggs to boil lymg whole heartedly the
while

Now yuh stay nght there, Uncle Henry till

Jake comes m an Il send lum to look for
Phoebe I thmnk it s moren lkely shes over to
Swimnerton with some o her friends Anyhow
well find out Now yuh just drink this coffee
an eat this bread Yuh must be tired Yuhve
had a long walk this mormn  Her 1dea was to
take counsel with Jake her man and perhaps
have nm notify the authonties

She bustled about, meditating on the uncer
tainties of Iife while old Rexfsnerder thrummed
on the rm of his hat with s pale fingers and
later ate abstractedly of what she offered His
rmund was on lus wife however and since she was
not here or did not appear it wandered vaguely
away to a familv by the name of Murray
mules away 1n another direction He decrded
after a time that he would not wait for Jake
Race to hunt lus wafe but would seek her for
hmself He must be on and urge her to come
backh

Well Il be gom he smd, getting up and
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looking strangely about hum ‘T guess she didn’t
come here after all She went over to the Mur,
rays I guess LN not waut any longer, Mis
Race Theres a lot to do over to the house to
day  And out he marched 1n the face of her pro
tests, tahing to the dusty road agan n the warm
sprmg sun bis cane strilung the earth as be
went

Tt was two hours later that this pale figure of
a man appeared 1n the Murray s doorway, dust?,
perspimng eager He had tramped all of five
mues and 1t was noon An amazed husband and
wife of sixty heard s strange query and re
alized also that he nas mad They begged hm
to stay to dioner mtending to notify the author
ities later and see what could be done, but though
he stayed to partale of a httle something he
did not stay long and was off agun to another
distant farmhouse, s idea of many things
to do and his need of Phoebe npellng hin
So 1t went for that day and the mext and
the next the arcle of s mquiry ever widen
ng

The process by which a character assumes the
sigmficance of being pecular, s antics weird yet
harmless 1n such a community 1s often myolute
and pathetic. This day as has been smd sav
Refsnerder ot other doors eagerly ashing s
unnatural question and leaving & trail of amaze
ment sympathy, and pty 1n hys wake Although
#he authorities were informed—the county sher
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1ff, no less—it was not deemed advisable to take
him mto custody, for when those who knew old
Henry and had for so long reflected on the
condition of the county msane asylum a place
which because of the poverty of the district was
of staggering aberration and sichening environ
ment 1t was decided to let hum remam at large
for strange to relate 1t was found on mvestiga
tion that at mght he returned peaceably enough
to lus lonesome domucile there to discover
whether s wife had returned, and to brood n
lonelmess until the mormmg Who would Jock
up 2 thin eager seelang old man with 1ron grey
hair and an athitude of kandly mnocent mquiry
particularly when he was well known for a past
of only kindly servitude and rehability? Those
who had known him best rather agreed that he
should be allowed to roam at large He could
do no harm There were many who were willing
to help him as to food old clothes the odds
and ends of his daily hife—at least at first s
figure after a time became not so much common
place as an accepted cunosity and the reples
Why no Henry I amnt see her or no
Henry she aint been here to-day, more cus
tomary
For several years thereafter then he was an
odd figure i the sun and ramn on dusty roads
and muddy ones encountered occasionally m
strange and unexpected places pursumg his end
less search Under nourishment after a time—
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although the neighbors and those who knew his
Iistory gladly contributed from thewr store— af
fected his body for he walked much and ate
Little The longer he roamed the public lnghwav
m this manner the deeper became lus strange
hallueination, and finding 1t harder and harder to
return from lus more and more distant pilgum
ages, he finally began talung a few utensils with
hum from his home mal mg 2 small package of
them m order that he mught not be compelied fo
return In an old tin coffee pot of large size he
placed & small tin cup a kmfe fork and spoon
some salt and pepper and to the outside of 1t
by a string forced through o pierced hole he
fastened a plate which could be released and
which was Jus woodland table It was no trouble
for hum to secure the httle food that he needed
and with a strange, almost rebgious digmty,
he had no hestation n ashing for that
much By degrees Iis hmr beame longer
and longer ls once black har became an
earthen brown and hus clothes threadbare and
dusty

For all of three years he walked and none
knew how wide were hus perambulations nor how
he survived the storms and cold They could not
see hun with bomely rural understanding and
forethought sheltering himself in haycochs or
by the sides of catile whose warm bodies pro-
tected hum from the cold and whose dull under
standings were not opposed to s harmless
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presence Overhanging rocks and trees kept him
at times from the ram and 2 friendly hayloft
or corn cib was not above lus humble consid
eration

The mnvolute progression of hallucination 1s
strange From ashing at doors and bemng con
stantly rebuffed or dented he finally came to the
conclusion that although his Phoebe mght not
be 1n any of the houses at the doors of which he
mquired she might nevertheless be within the
sound of Ius voxe And so from patient mnquiry
he began to call sad occasional cries that ever
and anon waked the quiet landscapes and ragged
hill regions and set to echomg lus thm O o-0
Phoebe! O o o Phoebe! It had a pathetic albeit
msane ring and many a farmer or ploughboy
came to know 1t even from afar and say There
goes old Rexfsneider

Another thing that puzzled him greatly after
a time and after many hundreds of inquiries was
when he no longer had any particular dooryard
m view and no special inquiry to make which
way to go These cross roads which occasionally
led m four or even six directions came after &
time to puzzle um But to solve this knotty
problem which became more and more of a puz-
zle there came to hus axd another hallucination
Phoebe s spmt or some power of the air or wind
or nature would tell lum Xf he stood at the
center of the parting of the ways closed hs eyes
turned thrice about and called O-0 o Phoebe!
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twice and then threw hus cane strmght before
him_that would surely imdieate which way to go
for Phoebe, ot one of these mystic powers would
surely govern its direction and fallt In winchever
direction 1t went even though as was not nfre
quently the ease 1t took hun back along the path
he had already come or across fields he was not
5o far gone mn hus mund but that he gave hunself
ample time to search before he called agun Also
the halluanation seemed to persist that at some
time he wounld surely find her There were hours
when Ins feet were sore and s hmbs weary,
when e would stop in the heat to wipe his
seamed brow or 1 the cold fo beat his arms
Sometimes after throwmg away lus cane and
finding 1t indicatung the drrection from which he
had just come he v ould shahe us head weanly
and philosophically as f contemplating the un
believable or gn untoward fate and then start
brislly off Hys strange figure came finally to be
known 1 the farthest reaches of three or four
counties Old Reifsnerder was g pathetic char
seter  Hs fame was wyde

Near a Little towy, called Waterswlle 1n Green

uaty perhaps four mules from that minor
center of human activity there was n place or
precipree foeally known as the Red Chiff a sheer
wall of red sandstone pethaps o hundred feet
hugh which rased 15 sharp face for half & mule or
more above the frntful corn fields and orchards
that Iny beneath, ang which was surmounted hy
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a thick grove of trees The slope that slowly led
up to 1t from the opposite side was covered by a
rank growth of beech hichory and ash through
which threaded a number of wagon tracks eross
g at various angles In fair weather 1t had be
come old Reifsneider s habit so mnured was be by
now to the open to make hus bed i some such
patch of trees as this to fry hus bacon or boil his
eggs at the foot of some tree before laymg him
self down for the mght Occastonally so ight and
mnconsequential was his sleep he would walk at
mght DMore often the moonlhght or some sud
den wind stirnng 1n the trees or 2 reconnoitring
ammal arousmg him he would sit up and think
or pursue lus quest 1n the moonhght or the dark
a strange unnatural half wild half savage look
mg but utterly harmless creature calling at
lonely road crossmgs stanng at dark and shut
tered houses and wondermg where where
Phoebe could really be

That particular Jull that comes in the systole-
diastole of tlus earthly hall at two o cloch m the
mormng mvanably aroused hum and though he
mught not go any farther he would sit up and
contemplate the darkness or the stars, wonder
mg Sometimes mn the strange processes of us
rmund he would fancy that he saw moving among
the trees the figure of lus lost wife and then he
would get up to follow taking Ius utensils al
ways on a strng and hus cane  If she seemed to
evade hum too easily he would run or plead or,
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suddenly losing track of the fancied figure, stand
awed or disappointed grieving for the moment
over the almost msurmountable difficulties of his
search

It was in the seventh year of these hopeless
peregrinations 1 the dawn of a sumlar spring
time to that i which lus wife had died that he
came at last one mght to the viamty of this self
same patch that crowned the mse to the Red
CLfl hs far flung cane, used as a dvining rod
at the last cross roads had brought tum huther He
had walked many many mules ¥t was after ten
o'clock at mght and he was very weary Long
wanderng and bttle eatng had Jeft lum but &
shadow of Ins former self It was a question now
not 50 much of physical strength but of spiritual
endurance which Lept lam up He had scarcely
eaten this day and now exhausted he set him
s;%lf down i the dark to rest and possibly to
sleep

Curiously on this oceasion a strange sugges
tion of the presence of his wife surrounded hm
Tt would not be long now, he counselled with
humself slthough the long months had brought

nothing untl he should see her—talk to her
He felf asleep after 2 time us head on s hnees
At mudmght the moon began to rise and at two
m the mornng hug waheful hour was a large
silver dise shiming through the trees to the east
He opened hus eyes when the radiance became
strong mahing o silver pattern at s feet and
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hghting the woods with strange lusters and sil
very shadowy forms As usual Iis old notion
that lis wife must be near occurred to lum on
this occasion and he looked about him with a
speculative anticipatory eye What was 1t that
moved 1n the distant shadows along the path by
which he had entered—a pale flichering will
o the wisp that bobbed gracefully among the
trees and niveted Ins expectant gaze? Moonlight
and shadows combined to give it a strange form
and a stranger reality this fluttering of bogfire
or dancing of wandermg firefies 'Was 1t truly
his lost Phoebe? By a cireuttous route 1t passed
about lim and m Ius fevered state he fancied
that he could see the verv eyes of her not as she
was when he last saw her m the black dress and
shawl but now a strangely younger Phoebe
gayer sweeter the one whom he had Lnown
Jears before as a guirl Ol Reafsneider got up
He had been expecting and dreaming of this
hour all these jears and now as he saw the
feeble hght dancing hghtly before lum he peered
at 1t questiomingly one thin hand mn s grey
hair

Of a sudden there came to lum now zor the
first time 1n many years the full charm of her
girhish figure as he had kmown 1t 1n boyhood the
pleasimng sympathetic smile the brown hair the
blue sash she had once worn about her waist at a
picne her gay, graceful movements He walked
around the base of the tree strammg with his
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eyes forgettng for once Jus cane and utensils,
and following eagerly after On she moved be-
fore om a will o the wisp of the sprng @
Ittle flame above her head, and 1t seemed 85
though smong the small saplngs of ash and
beech and the thick trunks of ickory and elm
:hat she signalled with a young 2 lightsome
hand

‘0 Phoebel Phoebe!l he called “Have yuh
really come? Have yuh really answered me?”
And hurrymg faster, he fell once serambling
lamely to lus feet, only to see the hight mn the
distance danung dlusnvely on On and on he
hurried until he was farly running brushing tus
ragged arms agamst the trees stril ing his hands
and face agamst mpeding twigs His hat was
gone Ius lungs were breathless, Ius reason quite
astray, when commg to the edge of the chff he
saw her below among a silvery bed of apple trees
now blooming m the spring

‘O Phoebe! he called O Phoebel Oh 1o
dontleaveme! And feelng the lure of & world
where Iove was young and Phoebe as this vision
presented her a delightful epitome of their
quondam yauth, he gave o gay ery of Oh wath
Phoebe! and leaped

Some farmer boys reconnoitning this region of
bounty and prospect some few days afterwards
found first the tn utensils ted together under
the tree where he had left them and then later
at the foot of the clff, pale, broken, but elate,
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moulded smile of peace and delight upon hus hips
his body His old hat was discovered lying under
some low growing saplngs the twigs of which
had held 1t back No one of all the stmple popu

lation knew how eagerly and joyously he had
found lus Jost mate
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HAIRCUT

BY RING LARDNER

GOT another barber that comes over from
Carterville and helps me out Saturdays but
the rest of the time I can get along all night
alone You can see for yourself that this amn t no
New Yorl City and besides that the most of the
boys works all day and don t have no letsure to
drop m here and get themselves prettied up
Youre a newcomer amnt you? I thought I
hadn t seen you round before I hope you ket
good enou,h to stay As Isay weamtno New
York City or Chicago but we have pretty good
times Not as good though since Jim Kendall
got hilled When he was alne hmm and Hod
Meyers used to heep this town 1 an uproar I
bet they was more laughin done here than any
town 1ts size in America
Jun was comical and Hod was pretty near a
match for um Since Juns gone Hod tries to
hold Iis end up just the same as ever but its
tough goin when you amt got nobody to hind
of work with
They used to be plenty fun 1n here Saturdavs
This place 1s jam pached Saturdays from four
From “Round Up _The Stones of Ring W L rdn

copyright,
19 1 19 6 1929 by Ells A, Lasdner Publ.\shed by Chasiel Berlo:
evs Sons.
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oclodd on Jin and Hod would show up nght
after thear supper round six o clock  Jim would
set lumself dowr in that big char nearest the
blue spittoon  Whoever had been settn m that
chair why they d get up when Jim came m and
gve it to hun

Youd of thought 1t was a reserved seat libe
they have sometimes m a theayter Hod would
generally always stand or walk up and down, or
some Saturdays of course hed be setln’ 1n this
chair part of the time gettin o haircut

Well Jim would set there a wile without
openin’ hus mouth only to spit and then finally
hed say tome Whitey ’ -——my right name that
15 my night first name 1s Dicl  but everybody
round here calls me Whitey—Tim would sav,

Whitey your nose lool s hike a rosebud tomght

You must of been drmkun some of your aw de
cologne

SoIdsavy No Jum but you look like youd
been drmlan’ somethin of that hind or somethn
worse

Jim would have to laugh at that but then he'd
speah up and say No I amt had nothn to
dunk but that amt sayin I wouldn ¢ like some-
thin T wouldnt even mnd if 1t was wood
zleohol

Then Hod Meyers would say * Nerther would
your wife  That would set everybody to
Inughin because Jym and s wife wasn t on very
good terms  She d dis orced hum onlv they wasn £
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no chance to get glimony and she didn t have no
way to take care of herself and the kids She
couldn t never understand Jim He was kind of
rough but a good fella at heart

Him and Hod had all kinds of sport with Milt
Sheppard I dont suppose youve seen Milt.
‘Well hes got an Adam s apple that lool s more
Ihe a mushmelon So Id be shavin Milt and
when 14 start to shave down here on lis neck
Hod would holler, Hey Whitey wait a mn
ute! Before you cut nto 1t let s make up a pool
and see who can guess closest to the number of
seeds

And Jim would say  If Mit hadnt of been
so hoggish hed of ordered 2 half a cantaloupe
mstead of a whole one and 1t mught not of stuch
m his throat

All the boys would roar at this and Milt lum
self would force a smile though the johe was on
hm Jim certamly was a card!

There s his shavin mug settin on the shelf
night next to Charley Vails  Charles M Vail
That s the drugmist He comes in regular for ns
shave three times a weel And Jims 1s the cup
next to Charleys James H Kendall Jum
won t need no shavin mug no more but L1l leave
1t there just the same for old times sake Jim
certamnly was a character!

Years ago Jun used to travel for a canned
goods concern over mn Carterville They sold
canned goods Jim had the whole northern half
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of the State and was on the road five days out of
every weeh Hed drop m here Saturdays and
tell lus experiences for that weel, It was rich

I guess he paid more attention to playmn johes
than mal m sales Tinally the concern let ym
out and he come right home here and told every
body hed been fired wstead of sayn’ hed
resigried hi e most fellas would of

It was a Saturdey and the shop was full and
Jun got up out of that chair and says, Gentles
men I got an important announcement to mahe
I been fired from my job’

Well they ashed hum 1f he was m earnest and
he saud he was and nobody could thinl of nothin
to say till Jun finally broke the ice lumself He
says T been sellin canned goods and now I'm
canned goods myself

Yousee the concern he d been workmn’ for was
a factorv that made canned goods Over
Carterville  And now Jim said he was canned
himself He was certamnly & card!

Jim had o great tuck that he used to play
wile he was traveln  For nstance, hed be
ndm on g tran and they d come to some hitle
town hhe well like well say lle Benton
Jim would look out the tran window and read
therSlgﬂs on the stores N

or instance they d be 2 sign “Henry St
Dry Goods 'Welly Jim wcug]'é wnte down the
name and the name of the town and when he got
to wherever he was gom hed mail back a pos!al
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card to Henry Smuth 2t Benton and not sign no
name to1t but he d wnite on the card well some
thin Ihe Ask your wife about that book agent
that spent the afternoon last week or Ash
your Missus who hept her from getting lonesome
the last time you was in Cartermille And hed
sign the card A Friend

Of course he never hnew what really come of
none of these jobes but he could preture what
probably happened and that was enough

Jim didn t work very steady after he lost Ius,
position with the Carterville people What he
did earn domn odd jobs round town why he
spent pretty near all of 1t on gin and his family
mught of starved 1f the stores hadn t of carried
them along Jim s wife tried her hand at dress
malm but they ant nobody gom to get rich
makin dresses i this town

As I say shed of divorced Jum only she seen
that she couldn t support herself and the hids and
she was alwavs hopin that some day Jim would
cut out his habits and gne her more than two
or three dollars 2 weeh

They was a time when she would go to who-
ever he was workin for and ash them to give her
his wages but after she done this once or twice
he beat her to 1t by borrowin most of lus pay m
advance He told 1t all round town how he had
outfoxed lus Missus  Fe certamly was a caution!

But he wasn t satisfied with just outwittin her
He was sore the way she had acted trym’ to
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grab off his pay And he made up his mind hed
get even Well he waited till Evanss Circus
was advertised to come to town Then he told
his wife and two hddies that he was gom to
tahe them to the circus  The day of the cireus,
he told them he would get the ticl ets and meet
them outside the entrance to the tent

Well he didnt have no imntentions of bem
there or buyn ticl ets or nothin  He got full of
gin and laid round Wright s poolroom all day
His wife and the Lids waited and waited and of
course he didn t show up  His wife didn t have 8
dime with her, or nowhere else I guess So she
finally had to tell the lads 1t was all off and thev
cried Iil e they wasnt never gom’ to stop

Well 1t seems wile they was crym’, Dot
Stawe came along and he ashed what was the
matter but Mrs Kendall was stubborn and
wouldnt tell luim but the hids told hum and
he msisted on talm them and thew mother m
the show  Jim found tlus out afterwards and 1t
Was one reason why he had it in for Do¢ Starr

Doc Starr come here about a year and a half
ago Hes a mighty handsome voung fella and
his clothes always laok like he has them made
to order Ile goes to Detroit two or three times
2 year and wile he s there he must have a tailor
tahe his measure and then mahe him a swt 0
order They cost pretty near twice as much, but
they fit o whole lot better than if you just bought
them in a store
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Tor a w lle everybody was wonderm’ why a
young doctor Iihe Doc Stair should come to a
town like this where we already got old Doc
Gamble and Doc Foote thats both been here
for years and all the practice in town was always
divided between the two of them

Then they was a story got round that Doe
Stairs gal had throwed lim over, & gal up m
the Northern Peninsula somewheres and the
reason he come here was to hide himself away
and forget 1t He said himself that he thought
they wasnt nothn Ihe general practie m a
Pplace like ours to fit a man to be a good all round
doctor And thats why hed came

Anyways 1t wasn t long before he was makin
enough to Iive on though they tell me that he
never dunned nobody for what they owed hum
and the foll s here certamnly has got the own
habit even in my busmess If X had all that was
comin to me for just shaves alone I could go to
Carterville and put up at the Mercer for a weeh
and see a different picture every mght Tor m
stance they s ola George Purdy—but I guess 1
shouldn t ought to be gossipin

Well last year our coroner died died of the
flu Ken Beatty that was hus name He was the
coroner So they had to choose another man to
be coroner i his place and they picked Doc
Star He laughed at first and smd he didnt
want 1t but thev made um take1t It amtno
Job that anybody would fight for and what a
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man mal es out of 1t 1n a year would just sboub
buy seeds for thewr garden Does the lind,
though that can t say no to nothin 1if you heep
at him long enough

But I was gomn to tell you about a poor boy
we got here in town—Paul Dickson He fell out
of a tree when he was about ten years old ILat
on his head and 1t done somethin to lum and he
am t never been nght No harm in lum but just
silly Jim Kendall used to call mm cucl oo thats
2 name Jim had for anvbody that was off ther
head only he called people s head ther bean
That was another of his gags, calln head bean
and callin crazy people cuchoo Only poor Paul
am t erazy but just silly

You can mmagine that Jun used to have all
Linds of fun with Paul Hed send hm to the
White Tront Garage for 2 left handed monhey
wrench  Of course they an t no such a thing 58
a left handed monl ey wrench

And once we had a 1ind of a far here and
they was a baseball game between the fats and
the leans and before the game started Jim called
Paul over and sent him way down to Schrader s
hardware store to get o Ley for the pitcher s bot

They wasn t nothin m the way of gags that
Jim couldn t think up when he put us mund to1t

Poor Paul was always land of suspieious of
people maybe on account of how Jim had hept
fooln him  Paul wouldnt have much to do
with anybody only his own mother and Doe Stair
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and a girl here i town named Julie Gregg
That 1s she ain t a gl no more but pretty near
thurty or over

When Doc first come to town Paul scemed
to feel lile here was a real friend and he hung
round Doc s office most of the wile the only time
he wasn t there was when hed go home to eat
or sleep or when he seen Juhe Gregg dom’ her
shoppmn

‘When he looked out Docs window and seen
her hed run downstars and jomn her and tag
along with her to the different stores The poor
boy was crazy about Julie and she always treated
him mughty mce and made him feel like he was
welcome though of course 1t wasn t nothin but
pity on her side

Doc done all he could to improve Paul s nund
and he told me once that he really thought the
boy was gettin better that they was tumes when
he was as bright and sensible as anybody else

But I was gomn to tell you about Julie Gregg
0ld Man Gregg was mn the Jumber business but
got to drinl in and lost the most of his money
and when he died he didn t leave nothin but the
house and just enough nsurance for the girl to
shamp along on

Her mother was a kind of a half mvald and
didn t hardly ever leave the house Julie wanted
to sell the place and move somewheres else after
the old man died but the mother said she was
born here and would die here. It was tough on
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Juhe, a5 the young people round this town—well,
she s too good for them

She’s been away to school and Chicago and
New York and different places and they amnt
no subject she ean t talk on, where you take the
xest of the young foll s here and you mention
anything to them outside of Glorie Swanson or
Tommy Meighan and they think 3 ou're delmous
Did you see Glona m Wages of Virtue? You
mussed somethin !

Well Doc Starr hadn t been here more than
& week when he come n one day to get shaved
and I recogmzed who he was as he had been
pomted out to me so I told hum about my old
lady Shes been mhin for 5 couple years and
either Doc Gamble or Doe Foote neither one
seemed to be helpm her So he smd he would
come out and see her but 1f she was able to get
out herself 1t would be beiter to bring her
to lus office where he could make a completer
examination

So I tool her to hus office and w ile T was wait
m for her in the reception room i come Jule
Gregg When somebody comes 1n Doc Starrs
office they s 2 bell that nings m s maide office
50 as he ean tell they s somehody to see hum

So he left my old lady inside and come out to
the front office and that s the first time mm and
Julie met and T guess it was what they call love
at first sight But ot wasnt fifts fifty  Thie
young fellv was the sliol est Jookin fella shed
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ever seen 1n this town and she went wild over
him To hun she was just a young lady that
wanted to see the doctor

She d came on about the same busme s T had
Her mother had been doctorm for vears with
Doc Gamble and Doc Foote and without no
results So shed heard they was a new doc n
town and deaded to give him a try He prom
1sed to call and see her mother that same day

I smd 2 mmute ago that 1t was love at first
sight on her part Im not only judgin by how
she acted afterwards but how she looked at him
that first day 1n lus office I amn t no mund reader,
but 1t was wrote all over her face that she was
gone

Now Jim Kendall besides bein a jolesrmth
and a pretty good drmber well Jim was quite
a lady Jaller X guess he run pretty wild durm
the time he was on the road for them Carterville
people and besides that he d had a couple httle
affairs of the heart right here in town  As I say,
his wife could of divorced hum only she couldn .

But Jim was like the majority of men and
women too I guess He wanted what he couldn t
get He wanted Julie Gregg and worked his
head off trymn to land her Only hed of sad
bean mstead of head

‘Well Jin s habits and his johes didn t appeal
to Jule and of course he was a married man
50 he didn t have no more chance than well than
2 rabbit Thats an expression of Jims himself
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When somebody didnt have no chance to get
elected or somethin , Jim would always say they
didn t have no more chance than a rabhit

He didn t make no bones about how he felt.
Right 1n here, more than once m front of the
whole crowd he sud he was stuch on Julie and
anybody that could get her for hum was welcome
to Ins house and s wife and lads ncluded
But she wouldn t have nothin’ to do with him,
wouldn t even spesh to him on the street He
finally seen he wasnt gettin nowheres with hus
usual line so he dearded to try the rough stuff
He went nght up to her house one evemn and
when she opened the door he forced his way m
and grabbed her But she brohe loose and before
he could stop her, she Tun in the next room and
locked the door and phoned to Joe Barnes
Joes the marshal Jim conld hear who she
was phonin to and he heat 1t before Joe got
there

Joe was an old friend of Julie’s pa. Joe went
to Jum the next day and told hum what would
happen 1f he ever done 1t agmin

I don™t know haw the news of this httle affur
leaked out. Chance 1s that Joe Barnes told s
wife and she told somebodv else s wife and they
told therr husband  Anyways 1t did leak out
and Hod Meyers had the nerve to hid Jim about
it might here n tlus shop Jim ddnt deny
nothin and Jand of laughed 1t off and smd for
us oll to wait that Iots of people had tried to

258



HAIRCUT

msake 2 monkey out of him but he always got
even
Meanw'lle everybody n town was wise to
Julies bein wild mad over the Doc I dont
suppose she had any 1dear how her face changed
when hin and her was together of course she
jcouldnt of or shed of Lept away from hm
And she didnt Lnow that we was all notiein
how many times she made excuses to go up to
his office or pass 1t on the other side of the street
and look up 1n his window to see 1f he was there
X felt sorry for her and so did most other people
Eod Meyers Lept rubbin 1t mto Jim about
how the Doc had cut im out Jim didnt pay
no attention to the hiddin and you could see
he was planmn one of his johes
One trich Jim had was the knack of changin
huis vowce He could make you thinh he was a
gurl tallin and he could mimie any man s voice
To show you how good he was along this hine
111 tell you the joke he played on me once
You know 1 most towns of any size when a
man 1s dead and needs a shave why the barber
that shaves him soaks lum five dollars for the
job that 15 he dont seak kum but whoever
ordered the shave I just charge three dollars
because personally I dont muind much shavin a
dead person They lay a whole Iot stiler than
hve customers The onh thing 15 that you dont
feel like talkin to them and jou get knd of
lonesome
oxg
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Well about the coldest day we ever had here,
two years ago last winter, the phone rung at the
house wile I was home to dinner and I answered
the phone and 1t was 2 woman s voice and she
sud she was Mrs John Scott and her husband
was dead and would I come out and shave
him

O1d John had always been a good customer of
mune But thev live seven miles out mn the coun
try on the Streeter road Still I didn’t see how
X could say no

So I smd T would be there but would have to
come 1n & Jitney and 1t might cost three or four
dollars besides the price of the shave So
or the voice 1t smid that was all nght so T
T'rank Abbott to drive me out to the »
when T got there who should open the dnc
old John himself! He wasn t no more dead
well than a rabbit

It didnt take no private deteetive to
out who had played me this little Jjohe N
could of thought 1t up but Jim Kendall
certainly was a card!

X tell sou this medent Just to show you
he could disguise hus vorce and make you
1t was somebody else tallin 1 d of swore 1t
Mrs  Scott had called me Anyways
woman

Well Jim waited till he had Doc Stars
down pat then he ftor Tevenge

He called Julie up when he
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Doc was over in Carterville She never ques
tioned but what 1t was Docs voice Jim smd
he must see her that might he couldnt wait no
Ionger to tell her somethin ~ She was all excited
and told nm fo come to the house Bnt he saxd
he was expectin an important long distance call
and wouldn t she please forget her manners for
once and come to his office He said they couldn £
nothin hurt her and nobody would see her and
he just maust talk to her a little wile Well poor
Julie fell for 1t

Doc always heeps a mght Iight mn hus office
50 1t looked to Julie Lihe they was somebody
there

Meanw ile Jum Kendall had went to Wnght s
poolroom where they was a whole gang amusin
themselves The most of them had drank plenty
of gin and they was a rough bunch even when
sober They was always strong for Jim's Jokes
and when he told them to come with hm and
see some fun they give up therr card games and
poal games and followed along

Docss office 1s on the second floor Right out
side his door they s a fight of stairs leadin to
the floor above Jim and s gang ld m the
dark behind these stairs

Well Julie come up to Docs door and rung
the bell and they was nothn domn  She rung
1t agan and she rung 1t seven or eight times
Then she tried the door and found it locked
Then Jym made some kind of 3 nowse and she
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heard 1t and waited a minute and then she
says  Is that you, Ralph? Ralph s Docs first
name

They was no answer and 1t must of came to
her all of & sudden that she d been bunled She
pretty near fell downstairs and the whole gang
after her They chased her all the way home
hollein Ts that you Ralph?’ and *Oh,
Ralphie dear 1s that you? Jim says he couldn t
boller 1t humself as he was laughin too hard

Poor Julie! She didn t show up here on Mam
Street for a long long time afterward

And of course Jim and his gang told every
body 1n fown everybody but Doc Starr They
Yas scared to tell lum and he mmght of never
Lnowed enly for Paul Dichson The poor cuchoo,
as Jim called lim he was here 1n the shop one
mght when Jim was st} gloatn’ yet over what
hed done to Jube And Paul took 1n ns much
of 1t 15 he could understand and he run to Doc
with the story

It was 2 cnch Doc went up 1n the ar and
swore hed mahe Jim suffer But 1t was a kund
of o delieate thing beeause 1f 1t got out that he
had beat Jun up Julie was bound to hear of 1t
and then she d know that Doc knew and of course
hnowin that he Lyew would mal e 1t warse for
her than ever He was gom to do somethin,
but 1t took a lot of figurin

Well it was g couple days later when Jim was
here 1n the shop again and so was the cuchoo
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Jun was goin duch shootin the next day and
had come 1n Joohin for Hod Meyers to go with
hin T happened to know that Hod had went
over to Carterville and wouldnt be home till
the end of the weeh So Jum said he hated to
go alone and he guessed he would call 1t off
Then poor Paul spoke up and said 1f Jim would
tahe um he would go along Jimn thought a wile
and then he saxd well he guessed a half wit was
better than nothin

I suppose he was plottn to get Paul out in the
boat and play some johe on hum bke pushin hum
mn the water Anyways he said Paul could go
He asked him had he ever shot a duck and Paul
said no he d never even had a gun mn his hands
So Jun said he could set 1n the boat and watch
him and if he behaved humself he might lend him
is gun for a couple of shots They made a date
to meet 1n the mormin and that s the last I seen
of Jim alive

Next mormin I hadnt been open more than
ten minutes when Doe Stair come n  He looked
Lind of nervous He ashed me had X seen Paul
Dickson I sad no but I knew where he was
out duch shootin with Jim Kendall So Doc
says thats what he had heard and he couldnt
understand 1t because Paul had told lm he
wouldn t never have no more to do with Jim
as long as he hived

He said Paul had told lum about the johe Jim
had played on Julle He smd Paul had ashed
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him what he thought of the joke and the Doc
had told tum that anybody that would do a thing
hke that ought not to be let live

I sad 1t had been 2 kund of a raw thing but
Jun just couldn t resst no hand of a johe no
matter how raw I smd I thought he was all
night at heart but just bubblin’ over with mis
chief Doc turned and walked out

At noon he got o phone call from old John
Scott The lake where Jim and Paul had went
shootm 15 on John s place Paul had came Tun
nin up to the house » few minutes before and
sad they d been an ncadent Jun had shot &
few ducls and then give the gun to Paul and
told im to try hus Juch Paul hadnt never
handled 2 gun and he was nervous He was
shalin 5o hard that he couldnt control the
gun  He let fire and Jim sunk backh m the
boat dead

Doc Stair bemn the coroner Jumped 1n Tranh
fAbbott s flvver and rushed out to Scott s farm
Paul and old John was down on the shore of
the Inke Paul had rowed the boat to shore,
but they d left the body m it waitin for Doc to
come

Doc exammed the body and sud they mght
as well fetch 1t back to town They was no use
leavin 1t there or callin 2 Jury as 1t was a plan
case of acaidental shootin

Personally I wouldnt never leave 2 person
shoot 2 gun in the same boat T was m unless T
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was sure they knew somethin about guns Jim
was & sucher to leave a new begmner have his
gun let alone a half wit It probably served Jim
night what he got But still we muss hm round
here He certainly was a card!

Comb 1t wet or dry?
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THE MAN WHO STOLE A
MEETING HOUSE

BY J T TROWEBRIDGF

N a recent journey to the Pennsylvama
ol regions I stopped one evenmng with
a fellow traveler at a willage which had
Just been thrown mto a turmoil of excritement by
the exploits of a horse thief As we sat around
the tavern hearth after supper we heard the par
trculars of the rogue s capture and escape fully
discussed then followed many ancther tale of
theft and robbery, told amd curhing puff's of to
bacco smohe until at the close of an exciting
story one of the natives turned to my traveling
acquamtance and with a broad laugh said  Kin
ye beat that stranger?

Well I dont know—maybe I could 2f T
should try X never happened to fall in with any
such tall horse stealing as you tell of but I knew
a man who stole a meetmng house once

Stole a meetin house! That goes a hittle bee
yant anything yit remarked another of the
honest villagers ~ Ye don t mean he stole 1t and
carred 1t away ?
R RN LIER PRI I
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“Stole 1t and carried 1t awav, repeated my
travehng companion, serously, crossing tus legs,
and resting s arm on the back of Ins char

And more than oll that T helped lim
How heppened that’—for you dont looh
much bhe a thief yourself

All eyes were now turned upon my friend 2
plan New England farmer, whose honest home
spun appearance and candid speech commanded
respect

Iwashishired man and X ncted under orders
His name was Jedwort—O1d Jedwort the boys
calted him, although he wasn’t above fifty when
the croalked httle circumstance happened which
TN make as straight a story of as I can 1f the
company would hle to hear 1t

Sa-tin stranger! sartin! about steahn the
meetn house! chimed in two or three voices

My friend cleared Ius throat put his hr be
hmd Ius ears and with a grase smooth face but
with & merrs twinkle in us shrend grav eye, be
£an as follows

Jedwort T smd lus name was and I shall
never forget how he Jooked one parhicular mom
g He stood leanmg on the front gate—or
rather on the post for the gate itself was such &
shackhng concern a cluld couldn t have Jeaned
ont without bresking”it down And Jedwort
wasnoehld Tlink of a stoutish stoopmg duch
legged man with & mountainous back strongly
suggestive of a bag of gnist under hus shist, and
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you have im  That imagmary grist had been
growing heavier and heavier, and he more and
more bent under it for the last fifteen years and
more until his head and neck just came forward
out from between Ius shoulders ke a turtles
from its shell His arms hang as he walked al
most to the ground Beng curved with the el
bows outward he looked for all the world n a
front view lke a waddling interrogation pomnt
melosed 1n a parenthests If man was ever a
quadruped ss1 ve heard some folks tell and rose
gradually from four legs to two there must have
been a time very early n his history when he
went about Iike Old Jedwort

The gate had been a very good gate m 1ts
day It had even been a genteel gate when Jed
wort came nto possession of the place by marry
mg his wife, who mnherited 1t from her uncle
That was some twenty years before and every
thng had been gomng to rach and rumn ever
smcee

Jedwort himself had been gomng to rach and
Tum, morally spealing e was a muddling de
cent sort of man when I first knew him and I
Judge there must have been somethmg about lum
more than common or he never could have got
such & wife But then women do marry some
tmes unaccountably Ive known downnght
ugly and disagreesble fellows to work around
tll by and by they would get a pretty girl fas
cmnated by something in them which nobody else
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could see and then marry her in spite of every
thing —just as vou may have seen a magnefizer
on the stage make Ins subjects do just what he
pleased or a black snake charm o bird Talk
abont ¥ omen marry mg with therr eves open un
der such eircumstances] They don t marry with
their eves open they are put to sleep n one
sense and ant more then half responsible for
what they do if they are that Then nses the
question that has puzzled wiser heads than any
of ours here and wil{ puzzle more yet, till socety
18 different from what 1t 15 now—how much a re
fined and sensitns e woman 15 bound to suffer from
8 coarse and disgusting master, legallv called her
hushand before she 1s entitleq to breal off a bad
bargain she scarce had a hand 1 makmg Ise
sat here to mght and heard sbout men gettng
goods under false Ppretences, voute told some
astomshing big stories gentlemen about yogues
stealing horses and sleyghs and T m gong to tell
you abaut the man who stole g meeting house,
but, when all 13 smd T guessit wll be found that
toore extriordmary thiey my than all that often
£o¢es on under our own eves and nobody takes
any notice of 1t. There's such o thing gentlemen
8s gething hearts under false pretences Theres
suclia thing as o man’s stealing & wife

I speak with feehng on tins subject for T
had an opportumty of seemng what Mrs Jedwort
had to put up with from o man no woman of et
stamp could do anything but detest She was
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the patientest creature you ever saw She was
even too patient If T had been tied to such a
cub I think I should have cultivated the beantt
ful and benignant qualities of a wildeat there
would have been one good fight and one of us
would have been Ining and the other would
have been dead and that would have been the
end of 1t But Mrs Jedwort bore and bore un
told muserses and 4 large number of children  She
had had nine of these and three were under the
sod and six above 1t when Jedwort ran off with
the meeting house m the way I am gomg on to
tell you There was Maria the oldest gir]l a per
fect prcture of what her mother had been at nine
teen Then there were the two boys Dave and
Dan fine young fellows spite of therr father
Then came Lottie and Susie and then Willie a
little four yeir old

Tt was amazing to see what the mother would
do to 1eep her family lool mg decent with the
Iittle means she had Tor Jedwort was the tight
est screw ever vou saw It was avarce that had
spolled lim  end came so near turmng him nto
a beast Ihe bovs used to say he grew so bent
loohg m the dirt for penmes That was true of
hismund if not of is body  He was a peor man
and a pretty respectable man when he married
his wife but he had no sooner come into posses
sion of o hittle property than he grew crazy for
more

There are 2 good many men i the world
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that nobody Jooks upon as monomamacs, who are
crazy m just that sort of way ‘They are all for
laymg up money, depriving themselves of com
forts and thewr families of the advantages of
society and education, just to add a few doHars
to thewr honrd every year and so they heep on
bll they die and leave it to ther cluldren who
would be much better off 1f a little more had been
mested m the cultisation of ther minds and
manners and less in stochs and bonds

Jedwort was just one of that class of men,
elthough pet haps he carried the fault T speah of
2 hitle to excess A dollar loohed so g to lnum
and he held it so close that at Jast he couldn t see
much of anything else By degrees he Jost all
regard for decency and his neighbor s opimions
s ehnddren went barefoot, even after they got
to be great boys and gils because he was too
mean ta buy them shoes It was piaful to see &
mee mteresting girl Jike Mana go about look
g a3 she dud while her father was pilimg his
money into the bank  She wanted to go to sehool
and learn music ang be somebody but he
wouldn ¢ Teep a fured g} and so she was ob-
higed to stay 2t home and do houseworl and she
could e more huve got a dollar out of lum to pay
for clothes and turtion than you could squeezs
sap out of a hoe handle

The only way Ius wife could ever get any
thing new for the fanuly was by stealing butter
fromber own dairy and selling it bebnd Ins back
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*You needn’t say anything to Mr Jedwort about
this batch of butter she would hint to the store-
Leeper but you may hand the money to me or
I will tahe my pav m goods’ In this way a new
gown or a piece of cloth for the boys coats or
something else the famuly needed would be
smuggled mnto the house with fear and trembling
lest old Jedwort should make a row and find
where the money came from

The house mside was hept neat as a pin but
everything around 1t looked terribly shiftless It
was built originally mn an ambrtious style and
pamnted white Tt had four tall front pillars sup
porting the portion of the roof that came over
the porch-—Nlifting up the eyebrows of the house
if T may so express myself and making 1t looh
as1f 1t was going to sneeze Half the blinds were
off their hinges and the rest flapped m the wind
The front doorstep had rotted away The porch
had once a good floor but for years Jedwort had
been mn the hait of gomng to 1t whenever he
wanted a board for the pig pen until not a bit of
floor was left

But I began to tell about Jedwort leamng
on the gate that mornmg We had all noticed
him and as Dave and I brought m the milk his
mother ashed What 1s your father planning
now? Half the time he stands there looking up
the road or else he s walhing up that way m a
brown study

He s got his eye on the old meeting house
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says Dave settmg down his pail  ‘He has been
watching 1t and wallang round 1t, off and on, for
a weeh
That was the first intimation I had of what
the old fellow was up to But after breakfast he
follow ed me out of the house, as if he had some-
thing on s mund to say to me
Stark says he at last youve always 8
sisted on t that I wasnt an enterprisin man
I msist ont stll, says I for I was m the
halnt of tallang mighty plawm to hum, and Jolung
him pretty hard sometunes  If I had this farm,
Id show you enterprise You wouldn t see the
hogs n the garden half the time just for want
of a good fence to heep em out You wonldn t
see the very best strip of Jand lyimng waste Just
for want of a ditch  You wouldn t see that ston¢
wall by the road tumbling down year after year»
till by and by you wont be able to see it for the
weeds and thistles
Yes says he sarcasheally yed lay out te¥
times as much money on the place a5 yed eer
@it back agn Yve no doubt DBut I beheve i
economy
That protohed me a httle and I smd Eeon
omy ! You re one of the hind of men that 1l sk
a flint for sixpence and spoil 8 Jach knufee worth
ashilbng  You waste fodder and grain enought
every three years to pay for a bigger barn—10
say nothing of the incony emence
“ Wal Stark says he, gninning and scrateh
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mg his head I ve made up my mind to have a
bigger barn 1f T have to steal one

That won t be the first thing you ve stole,
neither says I

IIe flared up at that Stole? sayshe What
did T ever steal?

Well for one thing the rails the freshet
last spring drifted off from Talcott s land onto
yours and you grabbed what was that but
stealing?

That was Iuck He couldn’t swear to s
ralls By the way they 1l jest come in play now

Theyve come m play already says I
They ve gone on to the old fences all over the
farm and I could use & thousand more without
making much show

That s cause you re so dumbed extrayagant
with rails as you are with everything else A
few loads can be spared from the fences here and
there as well as not Harness up the team boys
and git together enough to make about ten rods
0 zigzag two rails high

Two tails? says Dave who had a healthy
contempt for the old mans narrow contracted
way of doing things Whats the good of such
a fence as that?

Itllbe saysI kke the single bar m music
When our old singing master asked hs class
once what a smgle bar was Bill Willans spohe
up and said Its a bar that horses and cattle
Jump over and pigs and sheep run under
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What do you expect to Leep out with two
rails?

The Iow boys the low”’ savs Tedwort I
know what I m about T’ll make o fence the low
can t run under nor yump over, and I Qon t care
o cuss for the cattle and mas  You git the rails
and I8 mp some boards off n the pig pen to
make stahes

Boards ant good for nothin for stahes’
says Dave Besides, none can’t be spared from
the mg pen

‘ Tl have boards enongh 1 a day or two for
forty pig pens says Jedwort Bring along the
rails and dump em out 1 the road for the pres
ent and say nothin to nobody *

We got the rails and he made lus stahes,
and night away after dinner he called us out
Come, boys seys he now well astomsh the
naines

The wagon stood m the road with the last
Jagofraisstilfonit Jedwort piled on Ins stahes,
and threw on the crowbar and nxe, while we were
itelung up the team

Now drneon Stark’ sayshe

, Yes but where shall T drive tot
To the old meetin house’ says Jedwort
trudging on ahead
The old meeting house stood on an open
commaon at the northeast corner of s farm A
rouple of cross roads bounded it on two sides,
end 1t was bounded on the other two by Jedworts
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overgrown stone wall Tt was a square old fash
1oned building with a Jow steeple that had a bel
fry but no bell n 1t and with a lngh square
pulpit and ligh straight bached pews inside It
was now some time since meetings had been held
there the old society that used to meet there hav
g separated one division of 1t building a fash
1onable chapel in the North Village and the other
a fine new church at the Centre
Now the peculanty about the old church

property was that nobody had any legal title to
it A log meeting house had been built there
when the country was first settled and the land
was of no account In the course of time that
was torn down and a good frame house put up
mats place  As 1t belonged to the whole com
mumty no title erther to the house or land was
ever recorded and it wasn t until atter the society
dissolved that the queshon came up as to how
the property was to be disposed of While the
old deacons were carefully thmhing 1t over Jed
wort was on hand, to settle 1t by putting m his
claim

Now boys says he ye see what Im
up to

Yes says I provoked as I could be at the
mean trick and I knew 1t was some such ms
chief all along  You never show any enterprise
as you call 1t unless it 15 to get the start of &
neighbor  Then vou are wide awahe then you
are busv as the Devil 1n a gale of wind
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“ But what are you up to pa? savs Dan, whe
didn t see the trich vet
*The old man says ‘Tm gow’ to fence n the
rest part of my farm
* WA hatrest part?
This part that never was fenced, the old
meetin house common
But, pa says Dave, disgusted as I was,
you e no clmm on that*
Wal if IThant 11l make aclmm Gneme
the crowbar Now here s the corner migh as I
can squint  and he stuch the bar into the ground
Make a fence to here from the wall, both sides’
Sho pa! says Dan looking bewildered ye
ant gom to fence m the old meetin house,
beje?
That s yest what Im gom to do Go and
@t some bng stuns from the wall—the biggest
ve can find to rest the corners of the fence
on String the rails along by the rond Stark
and go for another load Dont stand gawpm'
therel
Gawpin 7 says Y 1t's enough to mahe any
bods gawp You do beat all the cntters I ever
had to deal with IImvent ve disgraced your
family enough already without stealing & meet
g house?
How have T disgraced my famly? says he
Then I putittolim Look st your chnldren,
1t s all vour wife can do to prevent em from
growing up n rags and dirt and ignorance, be
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eause you are too close fisted to clothe em de
cently or send em to schoo!l Look at your house
and yard Lo see an Irishman s shanty m such
a condition seems appropriate enough but a
genteel place a house with pillars run down and
gone to seed like that 1s an evesore to the com
mumty  Then looh at your wife You never
would have had any property to mismanage if 1t
badn t been for her and see the way you show
your gratitude for it Y ou wont let her go mto
company nor have company at home jou wont
allow a hired girl in the house but she and Mara
have to do all the drudgery You make perfect
slavesof em I swear 1f 1t want for your wife
I wouldnt work for you an hour longer but
she s the best swwoman m the world after all youve
done to break her spirt and I hate to leave
ber
The old fellow squirmed and wrenched the
crowbar i the ground then snarled back Yes!
youre waitin for me to die then you mean to
step into my shoes’
T hope you Il have a decenter pasr than them
youve goton if I m tostep nto em says I
One thing about 1t says he she won t have
e
! I should think says I a woman that would
marry you would have most anybody
So e had it bac! and forth till by and by
he left me to throw off the rails and went to show
the boys how to build the fence
Look here says he Jest put a thundenn
oy
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g stun to each corner then lay your rail on
then drive your parr of stakes overat hike 2 Jetter
X Hedrovea pur Now put on your nder
There s your letter X mdin one length of raxlf
and carryin another Thats what I call puthin’
ver alphabet to a practical use and I say there
ant no sense m havin any more edication than
vecan put to a practical use I velarmn enough
to gt along m the world and 1f my boys have
asmuch as Ive got they If gitalong Now work
spry for there comes Deacon Taleott

Wal wall says the Deacon coming up,
puffing with exeitement, what ye domn’ to the old
meetin house?

Wal says Jedwort dnving away at his
stakes and never loohing up 1 ve been con
sidenn some time what I shonld do witht, and
I+e concluded to mahe n barn on t

Make a barn! make a barn! eries the Dea
con W ho give ye hiberty to make o barn of the
house of God?

Nabods T tahe the hiberty VWhy shouldn
T do what I please with my own prop ty?

Your own property—what do you meanf
"Tant your meehn house

Whose 15t 1f *tant mine? says Jedwort
lifting his turtle s head from between his hon
zontal shoulders and grnnning 1n the Deacons
face
It belongs to the society * says the Deacon
ﬂ"But the s ety s pulled up stakes and gone
o
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It belongs to mndidooals of the society—
to mdividooals

Wal Im anindividooal says Jedwort

You! you never went to meetin here a dozen
tumes mn your hfel

I never did have my share of the old meet
m house thats a fact says Jedwort but Il
make 1t up now

But what are ye fencin up the common for?
says the Deacon

It1l make a good ealf pastur I ve never
had my share o the vally o that either Ivelet
my neighbors pigs and critters run ont long
enough and now Im jest gomn to take possession
o my own

Your own! says the Deacon mn perfect con
sternation  Youve no deed ont

Wal have you?

No—but—the society—

The s ciety Itellye says Jedwort holding
Ius head up longer than I ever knew him to hold
1t up at a time and grinning all the while in Tal
cott s face— the s ciety 1s spht to preces There
ant no sciety now—any moren a pigs 3 pig
arter you ve butchered and etit Youve et the
g amongst ye and left me the pen  The s clety
never had a deed o this ere prop ty and no man
never had a deed o this ere propty My wifes
gran daddy, when he took up the land here was
a good natered sort of man and he allowed a
corner on t for Ins neighbors to put up & tem
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prary meetin house That was finally used up
~—the kind o preachnn’ they had them days was
enough to use up 1n a hittle tune any house that
want fire proof and when that was preached
to pieces they put up another shelter in 1ts place
This1sit  And now t the Iand a’n t used no more
for the puppose twas lent for, it goes back
nat rally to the estate "twas took from and the
buildin s along with it

Thats all a sheer fabrication says the
Deacon  This land was never a part of whats
now your farm, any more than it was a part of
mine

Wal says Jedwort I look at it inmy way
and you ve a perfect nght to look at it i your
wa)  But Im gon to make sure o my way by
puttin & fence round the hull concern’

And youre usin some of my rails for to do
it with! says the Deacon

. Can you swear the re your rails?

Yes T can theyre the rmls the freshet
carnied off from my farm last spring and landed
on to yourn'

‘ So I've heard ye say DBut can you swear
to the particlar rails? Can you swenr for In
stance, 't this ere 15 vour rmi? or tlis ‘ere
one?
bt ‘No I cant swear to preasely them two—

ut—

* Can vou swear to these twof or to any one
or two? says Jedwort No ye cant Ye canl
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swear to the lot in general but vou cant swear
to any particlar rail, and that kind o swearm’
won t stand law, Deacon Talcott I dont boast
of bein an edicated man but I know suthm o
what law 15 and when I Lnow it, I dror & line
there, and I toe that hne and I make my neigh
bors toe that line Deacon Talcott Nme pints
o the law 1s possession and X1l have possession
o this ere house and Jand by fencin ontin and
though every man t comes along should say these
‘ere rails belong to them LI fence 1t mn with
these ere very rails

Jedwort said this wagging hus obstmnate old
head and grinning with his face turned up pug
nacously at the Deacon then went to work
agam as if he had settled the question and didn t
wish to discuss 1t any further

As for Talcott he was too full of wrath and
boiling mdignation to answer such a speech  He
knew that Jedwort had managed to get the start
of him with regard to the rads by mnung a few
of us own with those he had stolen so that no
body could tell em apart and he saw at once
that the meeting house was 1n danger of gomng
the same way just for want of an owner to
swear out a clear title to the property He did
Just the wisest thing when he swallowed his
vexation and hurried off to alarm the leading
men of the two societies and to consult a lawyer

Hell stir up the old town like a bumble
bees nest says Jedwort Hurry up, boys or
85
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there Il be a buzzin round our ears fore we gt
through!

T wish ye wouldnt pa! savs Dave Why
don t we ’tend to onr own business and be dec
ent like other folhs? I'm sich of this hund of
hfe’

* Quitit then says Jedwort
* Do you tell me to quit 1t? says Dave drop
ping the end of a rail he was handling

Yes I do and do 1t dumbed quich 1f ye
can t show a proper respect to your father!

Dave turned white as a sheet and he trembled
as he answered back, I should be glad to show
you respect 1f you was a man I conld feel any
respect for

At that Jedwort caught hold of the iron bar
that was stiching 1 the ground where he had
been making a hole for a stake and pulled away
atit Il make a stake hole in youl says he

Its enough to have a sassy hired man round,
without bem jawed by one s own chuldren!

‘Dave was out of reach by the time the bar
came out of the ground

Come here you villmn! says the old man

14 rather be excused says Dave, baching
off 1 dont want any stake holes made n me
today You told me to quit and I m gomng to
You may steal your own meetimg houses 1
future I wont help

‘ There was n short race Daves young legs
proved altogether too smart for the old wad
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dlers and he got off Then Jedwort commng
bach wheezing and sweating with hus wron bar,
turned savagely on me
I ve a good notion to tell you to go tool
Very well why dont ye? says I ‘Im
ready
‘ Theres no hvin with ye yere gettn so
dumbed sassy! What I Leep ye for 1s a mystery
to me
No it ant you keep me because you
cant get another man to fill my place You
put up with my sass for the money I bring
yem
Hold your vawp ’ says he and go and gt
another load of rals If ye see Dave tell hm
to come back to work
I did see Dave but 1nstead of telhng hum to
go back I advised him to put out from the old
home and get lns living somewhere else s
mother and Mara agreed with me and when
the old man came home that mght Dave was

gone
When I got back with my second load I
found the neighbors assembling to witness the
stealing of the old meetmg house and Jedwort
was answering their remonstrances
A meetin house 1s a respectable hind o
prop ty to have round’ says he  The steeplell
make & good show belind my house When
folks ride by they Il stop and look and say
There s a man keeps a private meetm house of
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s own I can have preschin 't too if X
want I’m able to hire a preacher of my own, o1
I can preach myself and save the expense

Of course nesther sarcasm nor argument
could have any effect on such 2 man  As the
neighbors were gong awav Jedwort shouted
after em Call agn  Glad to see ye  Therell
be more sport m a few days when I tahe the
dumbed thing away’ (The dumbed thing was
the meeting house } I mwite ye all to see the
show Free gratis Itll be good as a awcus
and 2 tarnal sight cheaper The women can
bring their kmttin, and the gals their everlashn
tatn  Asitll be a pious hind o show bem it>
a meetm house guess 11 have notices g1 R out
from the pulpits the Sunday afore’

The common was fenced n by sundown and
the next day Jedwort had over a house mover
from the North Village to Jooh and see what
could be done with the bmlding  Can ve snake
it over and drop it back of my house? says be.

Itll be o hard job® says old Bob ‘without
vou tear down the steeple fust
, But Jedwort said  Whats o meetm house
thout  steeple? I ve got my beart hind o set
on that steeple and T’'m bound to go the hull
hog on ilis ere concern now I've hegun

‘I vow' says Bob examming the timbers ‘I
won ¢ warrant but the old thngll all tumble

own
¢ TN reshot
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“ Yes, but who Il resk the lives of me and my
men?

O youll see 1f 1t s re Iy gom to tumble and
look out X1l engage t me and my boysll do
the most dangerous part of the work Dumbed
1f I wouldn t agree to ride m the steeple and ring
the bell 1f there was one

Ive never heard that the promised notices
were read from the pulpits but 1t wasn t many
days before Bob came over agam, bringing with
him this time s screws and ropes and rollers
lis men and tumbers horse and capstan and at
Jast the old house might have been seen on its
travels

Tt was an exeriting tume all around  The so-
ciehies found that Jedwort s fence gave lum the
first claim to house and land unless a regular
siege of the law was gone through to beat him
off—and then 1t might turn out that he would
beat them Some said fight him some saxd let
him be—the thing 2 nt worth gomng to law for
and so as the leading men couldn t agree as to
what should be done nothing was done That
was just what Jedwort had expected and he
laughed m his sleeve while Bob and his boys
screwed up the old meeting house and got their
beams under 1t and set 1t on rollers and slued 1t
around snd shd 1t on the timbers laid for 1t
across nto Jedwort s field steeple foremost like
a locomotive on a trach

It was a trying tine for the women folks at
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home Mana had declared that if her father
did persist n steahng the meeting house she
would not stay a single day after 1t but would
follow Dave

That touched me pretty close for, to tell the
truth 1t was rather more Maria than her mother
that Lept me at work for the old man ‘If you
go says I then there 1s no object for me fo
stay I shall go too

Thats what T supposed says she, for
there s no reason n the world why you should
stay  But then Dan will go and who il be left
to take sides with mother? That s what troubles
me Oh if she could only go tool But she
wont and she couldn't if she would, with the
other chidren depending on her Dear dear!
what shall we do?

The poor gurl put her head on my shoulder
and cried and 1f I should own up to the truth
I suppose I cred o little too  Tor wheres the
man that can hold a sweet woman s head on his
shoulder while she sobs out her trouble and he
hasnt any power to help her~who I say can
do any less under such circumstances than drop
a {ear or two for company?

Never mind dont hurry says Mrs Jed
wort  Be patient and wait o while and il all
turn out nght Im sure

Yes you always sny Be patient and
wmtl ' says Mama brushing bach her har
But, for my part Im tired of waiting and my
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patience has given out long ago  We cant al
ways live in this way and we may as well make
a change now as ever But I cant bear the
thought of gomg and leaving you

Here the two jounger girls came m and
seeing that crying was the order of the day they
began to crv and when they heard Marna talk
of gomng they declared they would go and even
little Willie the four year old began to howl

There there! Maral Lottie! Susie! saud

Mrs Jedwort in her calm way Willie hush
up! X dont know what we are to do but I feel
that something 15 going to happen that will show
us the right way and we are to wait Now go
and wash the dishes and set the cheese

That was just after breakfast the second
day of the moving and sure enough something
like what she prophesied did happen before an
other sun

The old frame held together pretty well till
along toward mght when the steeple showed
signs of seceding  There she goes! Shes fall
g now! sung out the boys who had been hang
mg around all day in hopes of seeing the thing
tumble

The house was then withm a few rods of
where Jedwort wanted it but Bob stopped night
there and said 1t wasn t safe to haul it another
mch  That steeples bound to come down if
we do says he

Not by a dumbed sight 1t ant says Jed
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wort  Lhem cracks a n t nothun’, the 3 ints is all
firm yit  He wanted Bob to go up and ex
amine but Bob shook s head — the concern
looked too shaky Then he told me to go up,
but T s;d 1 hadn t hived quite long enough, and
had s hittle rather be smoling my pipe on terra
firma  Then the boys began to hoot Dumbed
if ye antall o set of cowards,’ sayshe Il go
up ) self

We waited outside while he chmbed up n
side The boys jumped on the ground to jar the
steeple and mahe 1t fall One of them blew a
horn—as he smd to bring down the old Jemcho
—and another thought he d help things along by
starting up the horse and giving the buillding &
Iittle wrench But Bob put a stop to that, and
finally out came a head from the belfry window
It was Jedwort who shouted down to us
There ant a jint or brace @inout Start the
ho:ls 2ud Tl ride  Pass me up that ere horn,
and—

Just then there came o crackhing and loosen
ing of timbers and we that stood neavest had
enly tine to yump out of the way, when down
came the steeple crasimng to the ground with
Jedwort in 1t

I hope 1t Lilled the cuss® said one of the v
lage story tellers

Worse than that rephed my friend  at just
crached his shuli—not enough to put an end to
tus misersble fe but only to take away what
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Iittle sense he had We got the doctors to im
and they patched up Ius broken head and by
George 1t made me mad to see the fuss the
women folks made over mm It would have been
my way to let lum die but they were as an<ious
and attentive to him as if he had been the kind
est husband and most indulgent father that ever
Ined for thats womens style they re unrea
soning creatures

Along toward mormng we persuaded Mrs
Jedwort who had been up all mght to lie down
2 spell and catch a little rest while Maria and I
sat up and watched with the old man Al was
still except our whispers and lus heavy breath
g there was a lamp burning mn the next room
when all of a sudden a hight shone nto the win
dows and about the same time we heard a roar
ing and crackhing sound We looked out and
saw the mght all lighted up asif by some great
fire  As 1t appeared to be on the other side of
the house we ran to the door and there what did
we see but the old meeting house all in flames!
Some fellows had set fire to 1t to spite Jedwort
It must have been burning some time mside for
when we looked out the flames had burst through
the roof

As the mght was perfectly stll except a
Iight wind blowing away from the other build
mngs on the place we raised no alarm but just
stood 1n the door and saw it burn  And a glad
sight 1t was to us you may be sure X just held
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Maria close to my side, and told her that all was
well—it was the best thing that could happen
O yes says she 1t seems to me as though a
kind Providence was burning up his s and
home out of our sight

I had never yet smd anything to her about
marriage—for the time to come at that had
hever seemed to arrne but there s nothing like
a hittle excitement to bring things to a focus
You ve scen water i a tumbler just at the freez
ing point but not exactly able to make up 1ts
mind to freeze when a lhttle jar will set the
crystals formng and in a minute what was
hquid 15 1ce Tt was the shock of events that
might that touched my Iife into crystals—not of
ice gentlemen by any manner of means

After the fire had got along so far that the
meeting house was a gone case an alarm was
gwven probably by the very fellows that set 1t
and a hundred people were on the spot before
the thing had done burning

Of course these circumstances put an end to
the breakmg up of the famly Dave was sent
for and came home Then as soon as we saw
that the old man s bran was njured so that he
wasn t likely to recover lus mind the boys and I
went to work and put that farm through a course
of improvement 1t would have done your eyes
good to see The children were sent to school,
and Mrs Jedwort had all the money she wanted
now to clothe them and to provide the house
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with comforts without stealng her own butter
Jedwort was 2 burden but n spite of him that
was Just about the happiest family for the next
four years that ever lived on this planet

Jedwort soon got ns bodily health but I
dont think he knew one of us agam after his
hurt As near as I could get at hus state of
mmd he thought he had been changed into some
sort of ammal He seemed mchned to take me
for a master and tor four years he followed me
around like a dog During that time he never
spoke but only whined and growled When I
smd Lie down hed he down and when I
whistled he d come

I used sometimes to make lim work and cer
tain simple things he would do very well as long
as Iwasby One day I had a jag of hay to get
mn and as the boys were away I thought Id
have lum load 1t T pitched 1t on to the wagon
about where 1t ought to he and looked to him
only to pack it down There turned out to be
bigger load than T had expected and the higher
1t got the worse the shape of 1t till finally as T
was starting 1t toward the barn off it rolled and
the old man with 1t head foremost

He struck a stone heap and for a moment I
thought he was Lilled But he jumped up and
spoke for the first ttme Il blow 1 soys lie
fimshing the sentence he had begun four years
before when he called for the horn to be passed

up to im
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I couldn t have been much more astomshed
if one of the horses had spoken But I saw at
once that there was an expression in Jedwort s
face that hadn t been there since his tumble 1n
the belfry and X Lnew that as lus wits had been
knocked out of him by one blow on the head so
another blow had knocked em in agamm

Wheres Bob? says he looking all round

Bob? says I not thinking at first who he
meant  Oh Bob is dead—he has been dead these
three years

Without noticing my reply he exclamed
“Where did all that hay come from? Wheres
the old meetm house?

Don t you know? says I  Some rogues set
fire to 1t the mght after you got hurt and burnt
1t up

He seemed then just begmming to reslze
that something extraordmary had happened

Stark says be whats the matter with ye?
You re changed

Yes say I I wear my beard now, and I ve
grown older!

Dumbed 1f tant odd! says he ‘Starh,
what 1n thunder s the matter with me?

Youve had meeting house on the bram for
the past four years says I thats whats the
matter

It was some time before I could make Iim
understand that he had been out of Ius head and
that so long a time had been a blank to lim
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Then he smxd  Is this my farm?

Don t you know 1t? says I

It looks more shicked up than ever it used
to says he

Yes says I and youll find everythng
else on the place shiched up 1 about the same
way

Where s Dave? says he

Dave has gone to town to see about selling
the wool

Where s Dan?

Dans m college He takes a great notion
to medicne and were gomng to make a doctor
of him

Whose house 15 that? says be as I was tak
g lim home

No wonder you dont know 1t says X It
has been pamted and shmgled and had new
blinds put on the gates and fences are all 1
prime condition and thats a new barn we put
up a couple of years ago

Where does the money come from to make
all these improvements?

It comes off the place saysI We havent
run in debt the first cent for anything but we ve
made the farm more profitable than it ever was
before

That my house? he repeated wondenngly,
as we approached it  What sound 1s that?

That s Lotte practiemg her lesson on the

uano
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“‘A paner n my house? he muttered ‘I
cant stand that! He hstened It sounds
pooty though!

Yes 1t does sound pretty and I guess youll
Iikeit How does the place suit you?

It Iooks pooty He started What young
lady 15 that?

It was Lottie who had left her music and
stood by the window

My dahter! ye dont say! Dumbed if she
ant a mghty mee gal

Yes says I she tahes after her mother’

Just then Susie who heard talking ran to
the door

Whos that agin? says Jedwort

I told him
Wal shes a mighty nice lookin gall
Yes says I, she takes after her mother’
Lattle Wille now eight years old came out
of the woodshed with & bow and arrow m his
ilalrl;d and stared ke 2n owl hearing hus father
A,

What boy 1s that? says Jedwort And
when T told him he muttered Hes an ugly
looking brat!

He s more Iike Ius father’ says I

The truth 1s Willie was such a fine boy the
old man was afraid to prase hum for fear Id
s2y of lum as Id sud of the girls that he fa
vored his mother

Susie ran back and gave the alarm and
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then out came mother and Mama with her
baby m her arms for I forgot to tell you that
we had been married now mgh on to two
years

Well the women folks were as much aston
ished as I had been when Jedwort firol spoke
and a good deal more delighted The s drew him
mto the house and I am bound to ay he be
haved remarkably well He Lept looking at his
wife and his children and his grandchild and
the new paper on the walls and the ne v fur
niture and now and then ashing & queston or
making a remark

It all comes back to me now says be at
last X thought I was Iving m the moon witha
supertor race of human beins and this 1s the
place and you are the people

It wasn t more than a couple of days before
he began to pry around and find fault and
grumble at the expense and I saw there was
danger of things relapsing into something hke
their former condition  So I took hun one side
and talked to him

Jedwort says I youre like a man raised
from the grave You was the same as buried
to your nerghbors and now they come and look
at you as they would at a dead man come to hife
To you 1ts like commng mto a new world and
111 Jeave 1t to you now if you don t rather hike
the change from the old state of things to what
you see around you to day Youve seen how

o200



GREATEST SHORT STORILS

the famuly affarrs go on—how pleasant every
thing 15, and how we all enjoy ourselves You
hear the psno and bihe 3t, you see your chil
dren sought after and respected your wife m
finer health and spinits than you ve eser known
her since the day she was marmed you see
dustry and neatness everywhere on the prem
1ses and you re a beast 1f you don t hike all that
In short you see that our managementisa great
deal better than yours snd that we beat jou
even m the matter of economy Now what
want to know 15 this whether you thinh youd
hike to fall nto our way of living or 1eturn hbe
a hog to your wallow

I dont say but what I lihe your way of
hvin very well he grumbled

Then says I, you must just let us go
abead as we have been gang shead Nows the
time for you to turn about and be a respectable
man hle jour neighbors  Just own up and 58Y
3ou ve not only been out of your head the past
four years but that you ve been more or less out
of your head the last four and twenty years
But sav youre mn your right mnd now, snd
prove it by acting hke & man 1 his mght mind
Do that and Im with you were all with you
But go back to vour old dirty ways and you go
alone Now Ishant let you off till you tell me
what you mean to do

He hesitated some time then smd Mashe
you re about right Stark you and Dave and the
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old woman seem to be dom pooty well and I
guess 11l Iet you go on

Here my friend paused as if his story was
done when one of the villagers asked About
the land where the old meetin house stood—what
ever was done with that?

That was approprated for a new school
house and there my Lttle shavers go to school

And old Jedwort 1s he alive yet?

Both Jedwort and s wife have gone to that
country where meanness and dishonestv have a
mghty poor chance—where the only mvestments
worth much are those recorded in the Book of
Lafe Mrs Jedwort was rich mn that hind of
stock and Jedwort s account I guess will com
pare favorably with that of some respectable
people such as we all know I tell ye my
friends continued my fellow traveler theres
many a man both in the higher and lower ranks
of ife that t would do a deal of good say
nothing of the merey twould be to therr farmlies
Just to knock em on the head and make Nebu
chadnezzars of em-—then after theyd been
turned out fo grass a few years let em come
back again and see how happy folks have been
and how well they have got along without em

I carry on the old place now he added

The younger girls are married off Dans a
doctor in the North Village and as for Dave he
and I have struck 1le I m gomg out to look at
our property now
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A RIDE WITH A MAD HORSE
IN A FREIGHT CAR

Bx W H H MUEEBAY

T was at the battle of Malvern Hill—a battle
where the carnage was more fnightful as it
seems to me than m any this side of the Alle

ghames during the whole war—that my story
must begin T was then serving as Major m the
~—th Massachusetts Regiment—the old —th as
we used to call it—and a bloody time the boys had
of it too About 2 M we had been sent out to
shirmish along the edge of the wood in which as
our generals suspected the Rebs lay massing for
a charge across the slope upon the crest of which
our army was posted We had barely entered the
underbrush when we met the heavy formations
of Magruder i the very act of charging Of
course our thin line of shirmishers was no impedi

ment to those onrushing masses They were on
us and over us before we could get out of the way

T do not think that half of those runmng seream

g masses of men e er knew that they had passed
over the remnants of as pluchky a regiment as ever
tame out of the old Bay State But many of the
Anc”:nﬁ‘" gzsd.by\\lllmﬂ wH My Guf d, Com

ans



GRLATEST SHORT STORIES

boys had good reason to remember that afterncon
at the base of Malvern Hill, and I among the
number for when the last line of Rebs had passed
over me I was left among the bushes with the
breath nearly trampled out of me and an ugly
bayonet gash through my thigh, and mghty
httle consolation was 1t for me at that mo

ment to see the fellow who ran me through
lymng stark dead at my side, with a bullet holemn
his head his shoch of coarse black hwr matted
with blood and lus stony eyes looking into mimne

Well I bandaged up my limb the best X might,
and started to crawl away for our batteres hed
opened and the grape and camster that came
hurtling down the slope passed but s few feet
over my head It was slow and pamnful work, as
you can imagine but at last by dint of persever

ance I had dragged myself away to the left of
the direct range of the batteries and creeping to
the verge of the wood looked off over the gre.n
slope T understood by the erash and rosr of the
guns the yells and cheers of the men and that
boarse murmur which those who have been m
battle hnow but which I can not deseribe 1
words that there was hot worh gomng on out
there but never have I seen no not m that three
days desperate mciee at the Wilderness nor ab
that terrific repulse we had at Cold Harbor such
absolute slaughter as X saw that afternoon on the
green slope of Malvern Full ‘The guns of the
entire army were massed on the crest and thirty
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thousand of our mfantry lay musket i hand m
front Tor eight hundred yards the hll sank
easy declension to the wood and across this
smooth expanse the Rebs must charge to reach
our lines It was nothing short of downright in

sanity to order men to charge that hill and so
Ius generals told Lee but he would not listen to
reason that day and so he sent regiment after
regiment and brigade after brigade and division
after division to certan death Talk about
Grants disregard of human Life lus efforts at
Cold Harbor—and I ought to know for I got a
Minie ;n my shoulder that day—was hopeful and
easy work to what Lee laid on il s and Ma

gruders divisions at Malvern It was at the
close of the second charge when the yelling mass
teeled back from before the blaze of those sixty
guns and thirty thousand rifles even as they be

gan to breal. and fly bachward toward the woods

that I saw from the spot where X lay a riderless
horse break out of the confused and flymg mass

and with mane and tail erect and spreading nos

tril come dashing obliquely down the slope

Over fallen steeds and heaps of the dead she
leaped with a motion as airy as that of the flying
fox when fresh and unjaded he leads away from
the hounds whose sudden cry has broken him off
from hunting mice amid the bogs of the meadow

So this riderless horse came vaulting along Now
from mjy earliest boyhood I have had what horse-
men call & weakness for horses Only give me
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a colt of wild 1rregular temper and fierce blood
to tame and X am perfectly happy  Never did
lash of mine smging with cruel sound through
the air fall on such a colt s soft lnde Never did
yell or hick send lis hot blood from heart to head
delugig his sensitive brmn with fiery currents

driving hiun mto frenzy or blinding him wath fear

but touches soft and gentle as 2 woman s caress

mng words and oats given from the open palm

and unfaling hindness were the means I used to
subjugate Imn  Sweet subjugation both to
fum who subdues and to lum who yields! The
wild unmannerly, and unmanageable colt the
fear of horsemen the country round finding 1
you not an enemy but a friend recewmg his
daily food from you and alf those hitle noth

mgs which go as far with a horse as & woman,
to win and retamn affection grows to ook upon
you as his protector and friend and testifies 1
countless ways lus fondness for vou So whenT
saw this horse with action so free and motion s0
graceful amud that storm of bullets my heart
mvoluntanly went out to her, and my feelings
Tose higher and igher at every leap she tooh
from amud the whirlwind of fire and Jead And
as she plunged at last over a little hnllock out of
range and came careering toward me as only &
riderless horse might come her head flung % Wldly

from side to side her nostnils widely spread hes
flank. and shoulders flecked with fonm her €3¢
dilating 1 forgot my wound and all the wild roaf

208



A RIDE WITH A MAD HORSE

of battle and Lifting myself mnvoluntarly to a
sitting posture as she swept grandly by gave her
a ringing cheer

Perhaps i the sound of & human vorce of
happy mood amid the awful din she recogmzed a
resemblance to the vorce of him whose blood
moistened her shoulders and was even yet dnp
ping from saddle and housings Be that as it
may no sooner had my voice sounded than she
flung her head with a proud upward movement
nto the air swerved sharply to the left neighed
as she mught to a master at morming from her
stall and came trotting directly up to where I
lay and pausing Iooked down upon me as 1t
were in compassion I spoke agamn and stretched
out my hand caressmgly She priched her ears
took a step forward and lowered her nose until
1t came 1n contact with my palm Never did I
fondle anything more tenderly never did I see
an ammal which seemed to so court and appre
crate human tenderness as that beautiful mare I
say beautiful No other word might describe
her Never will her image fade from my memory
while memory lasts

In weight she mught have turned when well
conditioned nimne hundred and fifty pounds In
color she was a dark chestnut with a velvety
depth and soft look about the hawr ndescribably
nch and elegant DMany a time have I heard
ladies dispute the shade and hue of her plush hike
coat as they ran therr white jJeweled fingers
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through her sithen hair - ¥er body was round m
the barrel and perfectly symmetrical  She was
wide 1 the haunches without projection of the
hipbones upon wiuch the shorter ribs seemed to
lap High mn the withers as she was the hne of
her back and nech perfectly cured while her
deep oblique shoulders and long thich forearm
ndgy with swelling smews suggested the perfee

tion of strade and power  ITer hnees ncross the
pan were wide the cannon bone below them short
and thin the pasterns long and sloping her
hoofs round darh shiny and well set on Fler
mane was s shade darker than her coat fine and
thin as a thoroughbred s always 1s whose blood
s without tamnt or cross Ier ear was thin,
sharply pointed delicately curved nearly blach
around the borders and as tremulous as the leaves
of an aspen  Her neck rose from the withers to
the head i perfect curvature hard devond of fat,
and well eut up under the chops Her nostnls
were full very full and thin almost as parch

ment  The eyes from which tears mught fall or
fire flash were well brought out soft as 2
gazelles almost human mn ther mtelligence

Shile over the small bony head over nech end
shoulders yea over the whole body and clesn
down to the hoofs the veins stood out as if the
shin were but bissue paper agamst wihich the
warm blood pressed and which 1t mught at any
moment burst asunder A perfeet animal, I
sad to myself as I lay looking her over—‘an
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anmal which might have been born from the
wind and the sunshme so cheerful and so
swift she seems an ammal which a2 man would
present as his chowcest gift to the woman he
loved and yet one which that woman wife
or ladylove would give lim to ride when
honor and hfe depended on bottom and
speed

All that afternoon the beautiful mare stood
over me while away to the right of us the hoarse
tide of battle flowed andebbed What charm what
delusion of memory held her there? Was my
face to her as the face of her dead master sleep
mg a sleep from which not even the wildest roar
of battle no nor her cheerful neigh at morning
would ever wake him? Or 1s there n anmals
some mstinet answering to our intwition only
more potent which tells them whom to trust and
whom to avoid? I know not and yet some such
sense they may have they must have or else why
should this mare so fearlessly attach herself to
me? By what process of reason or instinct I
know not but there she chose me for her master
for when some of my men at dush came search
g and found me and layng me on a stretcher
started toward our lines the mare uncompelled
of her own free will followed at my side and all
through that stormy mght of wind and ramn as
my men struggled along through the mud and
mre toward Harrison s Landing the mare fol
lowed and ever after until she died was with me
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and was imne and T, so far as man mght be, was
hers I named her Gulnare

As quickly as my wound permitted I was
transported to Washington, whither I took the
mare with me  Her fondness for me gren daily,
and soon became so marked as to cause universel
comment I had her bosrded while 1n Washing
ton at the corner of ~—— Street and -—— Avenue
The groom had nstructions to lead her around
to the window aganst which was my bed st the
hosputal twice every day so that by opening the
sash I mght reach out my hand and pet her
But the second dsy no sooner had she reached
the street than she broke suddenlv from the
groom and dashed away at full speed I was
lying bolstered up m bed rending when I heard
the rush of flying feet and 1n an mstant with a
loud joyful neigh she cheched herself i front
of my window And when the nurse Lifted the
sosh the beautiful creature thrust her hesd
through the aperture and rubbed her nose
agamst my shoulder hie a dog I am not
ashamed to say that I put both my arms around
her nech and bum mg my face m her sihen
mane hissed her agawn and sgamn Wounded
weah and away from home with only strangers
to wmt upon me and seant service at that the
affection of s lovely creature for me, 50 tender
and touching scemed almost human and my
heart went out to her bevond any power of ex
pression, as o the only heng of all the thot
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sands around me who thought of me and loved
me  Shortly after her appearance at my win
dow the groom who had divined where he should
find her came into the yard But she would not
allow lim to come near her much less touch her
Tf he tried to approach she would lash out at him
with her heels most spitefully and then laymg
back her ears and opening her mouth savagely
would make a short dash at im and as the terr
fied African disappeared around the corner of
the hospital she would wheel and with a face
bright as a happy childs come trottng to the
window for me to pet her I shouted to the
groom to go back to the stable for I had no
doubt but that she would return to her stall when
I closed the window Rejoiced at the permisston
he departed  After some thurty rinutes the last
ten of which she was standing with her shm deh
cate head in my lap while I braided her foretop
and combed out her siken mane I hfted her
head and patting her softly on either cheek told
her that she must go I gently pushed her head
out of the window and closed it and then holding
up my hand with the palm turned toward her
charged her making the appropriate motion to
g0 away nght straight bach to her stable  For
a moment she stood looking steadily at me with
an indescribable expression of hesttation and sur
prise n her elear hiquid eyes and then turmng
Iingermgly walked slowly out of the yard

Twice a day for nearly a month while I lay
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m the hospital did Gulnare visit me At the
appoimted hour the groom would shp her head
stall and without a word of command she would
dart out of the stable and with her Jong Jeopard
like lope go sweeping down the street and come
dashing mnto the hospital yard cheching herself
with the same glad neigh at my window nor did
she ever once fal at the closing of the sash to
return directly to her stall  The groom wformed
me that every morming and evening when the
hour of her visit drew near she would begin to
chafe and worry and by pawing and pulling at
the halter advertise him that 3t was time for her
to be released

But of all exhubitions of happiness either by
beast or man hers was the most positive on that
afternoon when racing into the yard she found
me leaning on a crutch outside the hospstal build
mg The whole corps of nurses came to the
doors and all the poor fellows that could move
themselves—for Guinare had become a universal
favorte and the boy s Joohed for her dailsy visits
nearly 1f not quite as ardently as ¥ did—crawled
to the windows to see her  What gladness was
expressed mn every movement! She would come
prancmg toward me head and tail erect, and
pausing rub her head agawst my shoulder, while
T patted her glossy necl then suddenly, with &
sidewise spring she would break away and with
her long tail elevated until her magmificent brush
fine and sithen as the golden har of a blonde fell
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m a great spray on either flank and her head
~urved to 1ts proudest arch pace around me with
that hugh action and springing step pecubar to
the thoroughbred Then Iike a flash droppmg her
brush and layimng bach her ears and stretching her
nose straight out she would speed away with
that quick nervous low lying action which markst
the rush of racers when side by side and nose to
nose lapping each other with the roar of cheers
on either hand and along the seats above them,
they come strammng, up the home stretch  Re
turning from one of these arrowy flights she
would come curvetting back now pacng side
wise as on parade now dashing her hind feet ligh
mto the air and anon vaulting up and springing
through the air with legs well under her asif in
the act of taking a five barred gate and finally
would approach and stand happy m her reward
—my caress

The war at last was over Gulnare and X
were 1n at the death with Sheridan at the Five
Forks Together we had shared the pageant at
Richmond and Washington and never had I seen
her i better spirits than on that day at the cap
tal It was a sight mdeed to see her as she came
down Pennsylvama Avenue If the trumphant
procession had been all mn her honor and mmne
she could not have moved with greater grace and
pnde With dilating eyc and tremulous ear
ceaselessly champing her bit her heated blood
bringing out the magmficent lacework of vems
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over her entire body now and then pausmg and
with a snort gathering herself bach upon her
haunches as for 2 mighty leap while she shook
the froth from her bits she moved with a lugh
prancing step down the magnificent street, the
admired of all beholders Cheer after cheer was
given huzza after huzza rang out over her head
from roofs and balcony bouquet after bouquet
was launched by fair and enthusiastic admirers
before her and yet amud the crash and swell of
music the cheermg and tumult so gentle and
manageable was she that though X could feel her
frame creep and tremble under me as she moved
through that whirlwind of excitement no chech
or curb was needed and the bridle lines—the
same she wore when she came to me at Malvern
Hill—lay unlifted on the pommel of the saddle
Never before had I seen her so grandly herself
Never before had the fire and energy, the grace
and gentleness of her blood so revealed them
selves  This was the day and the event she
veeded  And all the royalty of her ancestral
breed—a race of equmne Lings—Aflowing as with
out tamt or cross from hum that was the pride and
wealth of the whole tribe of desert rangers €¥X
presseditself inher X need not say that I shared
her mood I sympathized 1n her every step
entered mto all her royal humors I patted her
nech and spoke loving and cheerful words to her
I called her my beauty my pride my pet
did she not understand me? Every word! Llse
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why that histening ear turned back to catch my
softest whisper why the responsive quver
through the frame and the low happy neigh?
‘Well I exclumed as I leaped from her back at
the close of the review-—alas! that words spoken
i lightest mood should portend so much'— well
Gulnare 1f you should die your Iife has had its
triumph The nation itself through its admiring
capital has paid tnbute to your beauty and
death can never rob vou of your fame And I
patted her moist neck and foam fleched shoulders
while the grooms were busy with head and lomns
That might our brigade made 1ts bivouac just
over Long Bridge almost on the identical spot
where four years before I had camped my com
pany of three months volunteers WWith what
experiences 2f march and battle were those four
years filled! For three of these years Gulnare
had been my constant companion  'With me she
had shared my tent and not rarely mv rations
for n appetite she was truly human and my
steward always counted her as one of our mess
Twice had she been wounded—once at Fred
erichsburg through the thigh and once at Cold
Harbor where a piece of shell tore away a part
of her scalp So completely did 1t stun her that
for some months I thought her dead but to my
great joy she shortly recovered her senses I had
the wound carefully dressed by our brigade sur
geon from whose care she came 1 a month with
the edges of the wound so mucely united that the
317



GREATEST SHORT STORIES

eye could with difficulty detect the scar This
mght as usual she lay at my sde her head
almost touching mine Never before unless
when on o raid and m face of the enemy, had T
seen her so uneasy Her mosements during the
night compelled walefulness on my part The
shy was cloudless and 1n the dim hight I lay and
watched her Now she would stretch herself at
full Jength and rub her head on the ground
Then she would start up and sitting on her
hanuches Iihe 2 dog 1ift one foreleg and paw her
neck and ears  Anon she would rise to her feet
and shale herself walk off a few rods return and
hie down again by my side I did not know what
to make of 1t unless the exaitement of the day
had been too much for her sensitive nerves
spohe to her landly and petted her In response
she would rub her nose aganst me and heh my
hand with her tongue—a peculiar habit of hers—
like a dog  As I was passing my hand over her
head Y discovered that 1t was hot and the
thought of the old wound flashed mto my mind
with 2 momentary fear that something might be
wrong about her brain but after thinking 1t over
T dismussed 1t as ncredible  Still T was alarmed
I knew that somethmg was amuss and T rejorced
at the thought that I should soon be at home
where she could have quiet, and 1f need be the
best of nursing At length the mormng duwned
and the mare and T took our last meal together on
Southern soll—the last we ever took together
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The brigade was formed in line for the last tume
and as I rode down the front to review the boys
she moved with all her old battle grace and
power Only now and then by a shake of the
head was T rermded of her actions during the
might I said a few words of farewell to the men
whom I had led so often to battle with whom I
had shared perils not a few and by whom as I
had reason to thnk I was loved and then gae
with a voice shightly unsteady the last order they
would ever recerve from me Brigade Attention
Ready to break ranks Breaf Ranks The order
was obeyed But ere they scattered moved by a
common ympulse they gave first three cheers for
me and then with the same heartiness and even
more power three cheers for Gulnare And she
standing there looking with her bright cheerful
vountenance full at the men pawmng with her
forefeet alternately the ground seemed to un
derstand the compliment for no sooner had the
cheering died away than she arched her neck to
tts proudest curve lifted her thin dehcate head
mto the air and gave a short joyful neigh

My arrangements for transporting her had
been made by a friend the day before A large
roomy car had been secured 1ts floor strewn with
bright clean straw a bucket and a bag of oats
provided and everything done for her comfort
The car was to be attached to the through ex
press in consideration of fifty dollars extra
which I gladly pad because of the greater rapid
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1ty with which 1t enabled me to make my journey
As the brigade broke up into groups I glanced
at my watch and saw that I had barely tine to
reach the cars before they started I shook the
remns upon her neck and with a plunge startled
at the energy of my signal away she flew What
o stride she had! What an elastic spring! She
touched and left the earth as 1f her Limbs were of
spiral wire  When I reached the car my friend
was standing 1n front of 1t the gang plank was
ready I leaped from the saddle and running up
the plank into the car whistled to her and she
timd and hesitating yet unwilling to be sepa
rated fromme crept slowls and cantiously up the
steep incline and stood besideme  Inside T found
2 complete suit of flannel clothes with a blanket
and better than all a lunch bashet My friend
explained that he had bought the clothes as he
came down to the depot thmhing as he sad
that they would be much better than your reg
mentals and suggested that I doff the one and
don the other To this I assented the more
readily as I reflected that T would haveto pass one
might at least in the car ‘with no better bed than
the straw under my feet I had barely time to
undress before the cars were coupled and started
T tossed the clothes to my friend with the njunc
tion to pack them in my trunk and express them
on to me and waved him my adien X array ed
myself1n the nice cool flannel and looked around
The thoughtfulness of my friend had anuepated
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every want An old cane seated char stood m
one corner The lunch basket was large and well
supphed Amud the oats I found a dozen
oranges some banznas and a pachage of real
Havana cigars  How I called down blessings on
Tis thoughtful head as T took the chair and light

ing one of the fine flavored figaros gazed out on
the flelds past which we were ghding yet wet
with morning dew  As I sat dreamily admiring
the beauty before me Gulnare came and resting
her head upon my shoulder seemed to share my
mood As I stroked her fine hared satin like
nose recollection quickened and memones of our
compamonship 1n perils thronged mto my mmd

I rode agamn that mudmght ride to Knoxville

when Burnside lay intrenched desperately hold

mg his own warting for news from Chattanooga
of which I was the bearer chosen by Grant him

self because of the reputation of my mare

What riding that was! We started ten riders of
us m all each with the same message 1 parted
company the first hour out with 2ll save one an
iron gray stallion of Messenger blood Jack
Murdock rode hum who learned lus horseman

ship from buffalo and Indian huntmng on the plams
—not a bad school to graduate from Ten miles
out of Knoxville the gray his flanks dnpping
with blood plunged up abreast of the mares
shoulders and fell dead and Gulnare and I
passed through the limes alone I kad ridden the
terrible race without whip or spur 'With what
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scenes of blood and flight she would ever be asso
ciated! And then 1 thought of home unvisited
for four long y ears—that home I left a stripling
but to which I was returning a bronzed and
brawny man I thought of mother and Bob—
how thevy would adnure herl—of old Ben the
famuly groom and of that one who shall be name-
less whose picture T had so often shown to Gul
nare as the hikeness of her future mustress had
they not all heard of her, my beautiful mare she
who came to me from the smoke and whirlwind
my battle gift? Flow they would pat her soft
smooth sides and tie her mane with mibbons and
feed her with all sweet things from open and
caressing palml  And then I thought of one who
mught come after her to bear her name and repeat
at least some portion of her besuty—a horse
honored and renowned the country through be-
cause of the transmission of the mother s fame
About three o’clock n the afternoon a change
came over Gulnare T had fallen asleep upon the
straw, and she had come and awahened me with
a touch of her nose  The moment T started up I
saw that something was the matter Ter eyes
were dull and heavy  Never before had I seen
the hight go out of them The rocking of the car
as 1t went Jumping and vibratmg along seemed
tointate her  Shebegan to rub her head agamst
the side of the car Touching it I found that the
shin over the bramn was hot as fire Her breath
g grew rapidly ouder and Jouder Lach breath
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was drawn with 2 kimd of gasping effort The
Lids with their silken fringe drooped wearnly over
the lustreless eyes The head sank lower and
lower until the nose almost touched the floor
The ears naturally so lvely and erect hung limp
and widely apart The body ws cold and sense

less A puch ehuted no motion ven my
voice was at last unheeded 'To word and touch
there came for the first tume 1n all our mter

course mo response I hnew as the symptoms
spread what was the matter The signs bore all
oneway  She wasn the first stages of phremtis
or mflammation of the brain  In other words

my beautsiful mare was going mad

I was well versed n the anatomy of the horse

Loving horses from my very childhood there was
Ditle in veterinary practice with which I was not
familar  Ynstmnctrvely as soon as the symptoms
had developed themselves and I saw under what
frightful disorder Gulnare was laboring I put
my hand mnto my pochet for my knife 1n order
to open a vemn There was no hmfe there

Friends I have met with many surprises More
than once m battle and scout have I been mgh
death but never did my blood desert my vens
and settle so around my heart never did such a
sickening sensation possess me as when stand

g 1n that car with my beautiful mare before me
marhed with those horrible symptoms Y made
that discovery My kmfe my sword my pistols
even were with my surt in the care of my friend,
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two hundred muies away Hastly, and with
trembling fingers I searched mv clothes the
lunch bashet, my linen, not even a pm could I
find I shoved open the shding door and swung
my hat and shouted hopmg to atfract some
brakeman s attention The tramn was thundering
along at full speed and none saw or heardme I
knew her stupor would not last long A shght
quivering of the lip, an occasional spasm running
through the frame told me too plamly that the
stage of frenzy would soon begmm My God I
exclaimed 1n despmr as I shut the door and
turned toward her must I see you die Gulnare
when the openmg of a vemn would save you?
Have y0u borne me my pet through all these
years of peril the 1cy chnll of winter the heat and
torment of summer and all the thronging dan
gers of a hundred bloody battles only to die torn
by fieree agontes when so near a peaceful home!
But little time was given me to mourn My
Lfe was soon to be m pert and I must summon
up the utmost power of eye and hmb to escape
the violence of my frenzied mare  Did you ever
sce a mad horse when s madness 1s on Jim?
Take your stand with me i that car and you
shall see what suffering & dumb creature can €n
dure before 1t dies  In no maledv does o horse
suffer more than i phremitis or inflammation of
the bramn  Possibly 1n severe cases of colic prob
ably 1n rabres i its fiercest form the pmn 13
equally intense 'These three are the most ago
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mzng of all the diseases to which the noblest of
anmals 1s exposed Had my pistols been with
me I should then and there with whatever
strength eaven granted have taken mj com
panion s hfe that she mght be spared the suffer
mg which was so soon to rach and wring her sen
sitive frame A horse laboring under an attach
of phremtis 1s as violent as & horse can be He
15 not ferocious as 1s one m a fit of rabies He
may hill is master but he does 1t without design
There 15 1n him no desire of muschief for its own
sake no cruel cunning no stratagem and malice
A rabid horse 1s conseious m every act and mo
tion He recognzes the man he destroys There
1510 him an insane desire to xll - Not so with the
phrenetic horse  He 1s unconseious m his vio
lence He sees and recogmizes no one  There 1s
1o method or purpose 1n luis madness He Lills
without knowing 1t

I knew what was commg I could not jump
out that would be certam death I must abide
i the car and tahe my chance of hfe 'The car
was fortunately lhigh long and roomy I took
my position n front of my horse watchful and
ready to spring  Suddenly her Iids which had
been closed came open with a snap asif an elec
tric shock had passed through her and the eyes
wild in their brightness stared directly at me
And what eyes they were! The membrane grew
red and redder until 1t was of the color of blood
standing out 1 frightful contrast with the trans
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parency of the cornes The pupil gradually
dilated until 1t seemed about to burst out of the
sochet The nostrils which had been sunken and
motionless quvered swelled and glowed The
respiration became short quich and gasping
The imp and drippmng ears stiffened and stood
erect priched sharply forward as i to catch the
shightest sound  Spasms as the car swerved and
wibrated ran along her frame  More hornd than
all, the lips slowly contracted, and the white
sharp edged teeth stood uncovered, grving an n

describable look of feroamty to the partully
opened mouth The car suddenly recled as it
dashed around a curve swaymg her almost off
her feet and as 2 contortion shook her she re

covered herself, and rearing upward as high as
the car permutted plunged divectly st me I was
expecting the movement and dodged Then fol

lowed exlubitions of pain which I pray God I may
never sec agan  Time and again did she dash
herself upon the floor and Toll over and over

lashing out with her feet i a1l directions  Paus

ng a moment she would stretch her body to its
extreme length and lymng upon her side pound
the floor with her head as if 1t were n maul Then
like a flnsh she would leap to her feet and whirl
round and round untdl from very giddmess she
would stagger and fall  She would lay hold of
the straw with her teeth and shahe it as 8 dog
shales a struggling woodehuch then dashing it
from her mouth she wonld seize hold of her ownt
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sides and rend herself Springmgup she would
rush against the end of the car falling all n a
heap from the violence of the concusston Tor
some fifteen minutes without mtermssion the
trenzy lasted I was nearly exhausted My
efforts to avoid ber mad rushes the terrible ten

ston of my nervous system produced by the spec
tacle of such exqusite and prolonged suffering
were weahening me beyond what I should have
thought 1t possible an hour before for anything
to weaken me In fact I felt my strength leav

mgme A terror such as I had never yet felt was
taking possession of my nund I sickened at the
sight before me and at the thought of agomes
yet to come My God I exclaimed must X be
Lilled by own horse in this imserable car!  Even
as I spoke the end came The mare raised her

self until her shoulders touched the roof then
dashed her body upon the floor with a violence
which threatened the stout frame beneath her I
leaned panting and exhausted agamnst the side
of the car Gulnare did not stir  She lay mo

tionless her breath commg and going 1n lessening
resprrations I tottered toward her and, as I
stood above her my ear detected a low gurghng
sound T can not describe the fecling that fol

lowed Joy and grief contended within me I
Lnew the meaning of that sound Gulnare in her
frenzied violence had brohen a blood vessel and
was bleeding internally  Pain and hfe were pass

g away together I hnelt down by her side I
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laid my head upon her shoulders and sobbed
aloud  Her body maved a hittle beneath me I
crawled forward and lifted her beautiful head
mto my lap O for one more sign of recognition
before she died! X smoothed the tangled masses
of her mane I wiped with a fragment of my
coat torn in the struggle the blood which oozed
from her nostril I called her by name My de

sire was granted  In a moment Gulnare opened
her eyes  The redness of frenzy had passed out
of them  She saw and recogmized me I spoke
agun  Ier eye ighted a moment with the old
and mteligent look of love Iler ear moved

Her nostril qunered shightly as she strove to
neigh  The effort was in vam  Her love was
greater than her strength  She moved her head
ahttle asf she would be nearer me, looked ance
more with her clear eyes into my face breathed 2
long breath strmghtened her shapely hmbs and
died And there, holding the head of my dead
mare i my lap while the great warm tears fell
one after another down my chechs sat untid the
sun went down the shadows darhened 1n the car,

and mght drew her mantle, colored bhe my gricf,
over the world
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HERE S a man now that has been
famous m his time said Davidge as
we passed the mill glancing mn at the
sunny gap m the side of the building
I paused ncredulously Phils lion so often
turned out to be Snug the jomer Phil was my
chum at college and i mviting me home to
spend the vacation with im I thought he had
fancted the resources of his village larger than
they proved In the two days since we came we
bad e<amned the old doctor s cabmet listened
superciliously to a debate mn the Dterary club
upon the Evils of the Stage and passed two
solid afternoons in the arcle about the stove
the drug shop where the squire and the Metho-
dist parson and even the mild white cravated
young rector of St Mark s were wont to sharpen
therr wits by frichion  What more was left? I
was postive thal I kmew the mental gauge of
every man 1 the village
A Iittle earlier or later in Life 2 gun or fishing
rod would have satisfied me The sleepy sunny
httle market town was shut mn by the bronzed
Copyright, 87 by J B Lippincott & Co.
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sutumn meadows, that sent their long gropng
fingers of grass or part colored weeds drowsily
up mto the very streets there were ringes of
hulls and heavy stretches of oak and beech woods
too through wluch crept ghttering creehs full of
trout But I was just 2t that age when the soul
disduins all aumless pleasures mv game was
Man I was busy mn phiosophically testng
weighmg labeling human nature

‘Famous eh? T sad looking after the pursy
figure of the muller in lus flowery canvas round
about and corduroy frousers trottng up and
down among the bags

That 35 one of the Balaccln Brothers ’ Pht
answered as we walhed on Youve heard of
them when jou were boy?

I had heard of them The great acrobats were
as noted m therr line of art as Eltsler and Jenny
Lindn thars  But acrobats and dansenses had
been alikhe briliant wiched wnpossibihities to my
youth for T had been reared o Cotenanter of the
Cavenanters In spite of the doubting philoso
phues with which T had clothed myself at cotlege
that old Presbytenan trammng clung to me m
every day life close as my stan

After that day I loitered about the mull watch
mg this man whose hfe had been spent 1 one
godless theatre after another, verv much as the
Llorentine peasants loohed after Dante when
they knes he had come back, from hell I was on
the lochout for the tnint the abnormal signs of
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vice It was about that time that I was fevered
with the missionary enthusiasm and mn Poly
nesta where I meant to go (but where I never
did go)} I declared to Phil daily that I should
find 1n every canmibal the half effaced image of
God only waiting to be quichened mto grace
and virtne That was quite concervable But that
a flashy God defying actor could be the same
man at heart as this fat good tempered gossip
g mller who jogged to the butchers every
morning for his wafe a basket on one arm and a
baby on the other was not concervable He was
a close dealer at the butcher s too though drib
bling gossip there as everywhere a regular at
tendant at St Marks with huis sandy headed
flock about lum among whom he slept com
fortably enough 1t 15 true but with as pious
dispositions as the rest of us

I remember how I watched this man week
m and week out It was a trivial matter but
st writated me unendurably to find that this
arcus rider had human blood precisely like
my own

We talk a great deal of the rose colored illu
sions mn which youth wraps the world and the
agony 1t suffers as they are scripped from 1ts
bare hard face But the fact 1s that youth
(aside from its narrow passionate friendships)
15 usually apt to be acnid and watery and sour mn
its Judgment and creeds—it has the quality of
any other unnpe fruit 1t 1s middle age that 13
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Just and tolerant that has found room enough
m the world for 1tself and all human fles to buzz
out therr hives good humoredly together It 1s
youth who can see a tangible devil at work
every party or sect opposed to its own whose
enemy 1s always a villan and who finds treach
ery and falsehood m the friend who 1s occasion
ally bored or indifferent 1t 1s mddle age that
has discovered the reasonable sweel juste milien
of human nature—who knows few sants per
haps but 15 apt to find its friend and grocer and
shoemaker agreeable and honest fllows It 1s
these vehement illusions these mherited bigo

tries and prejudices that tear and cnipple 2
young man as they are taken from him one by
one He creeps out of them as a crab from the
shell that has grown too small for hum but he
thinks he has left hus wdentity behind him

It was such a reason as this that made me fol

low the muller assiduously and cultivate o quast
ntimacy with lim 1n the eourse of which I
picked the following story from lum It was
told at divers times and with many interrup

tions and questions from me But for obvious
reasons I have made 1t contmuous It had its
meanmg to me coarse and common though 1t
Wwas—the same which Christ taught m the diine
beauty of His parables Whether that meaning
might not be found i the lustory of every human
?fc if we had eyes to read 2t 1s matter for ques

10n
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Balaceln Brothers? And youve heard of
them eh? Well welll (with a pleased nod rub
bing s hands on his knees) Yes sir  Fifteen
years ago they were known as The Admirable
Crichtons of the Ring It was George who got
up that name T did not see the force of it But
no name could claim too much for us Why I
could show you notices in the newspapers that—
I used to chp them out and stuff my pochet
book with them as we went along but after T
quit the bustness I pasted them in an old ledger
and I often now read them of mghts No doubt
I lost a good many too

Yes sir I was one of Balacchi Brothers
My name t¢ Zack Loper And it was then of
course

You think we would have plenty of ad-
Fentures? Well no—not a great many Iheres
& good deal of monotony n the busmess Towns
seem always pretty much alike to me And
there was such 2 deal of rehearsing to be done by
day and at mght T looked at nothing but the
rope and George the audience was nothing, but
a packed flat surface of upturned staring eyes
'and half open mouths It was an odd sight yes
when youn come to think of 1t I never was one
for adventures 1 was mostly set upon shaving
close through the week so that when Saturday
night came I d have somethimng to lay by I had
this il 1n my mind you see I was married
and had my wfe and a baby that I d never scen
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waiting for me at home I was brought up to
milling, but the trapeze pmd better

But Georgel—he had adventures every week
And as for acquamtances! Why, before wed
be m » town two days hed be hal fellow well
met with half the people mit  That fellow could
seent 2 dance or a joke half & mile off You
never see such wide awale men nowadays I'eo~
ple seem to me half dead or asleep when I think
of him

Oh I thought you knew My portner Ba-
laceln It was Balacch: on the bills the actors
called lum Signor and people hike the manager,
South and we who Lnew him well George I
ashed im his real name once or twice, but be
Johed 1t off  How many names must a man be
saddled with?” he said Y don’t know 1t to this
day nor who he had been They hinted there
was something queer about his stary but Il go
my bail 1t was a clean one, whatever it was

You never heard how Balaceh: Brothers
broke up? That was as near to an adsenture as
Ieterhad Come over to thus bench and 111 tell
it to you

1t was early August of 56 when George
sud I came to un old town on the Olo half eity,
half village to play an engagement We were
under contract with South then, who provided
the rest of the troupe three or four posture
orls Strad, the piamist and a Madame Som&
body who gaie rendings ond sang  Concert
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was the heading n large caps on the hills,
Balaccht Brothers will give thewr sthetic
tableaux vevants 1 the mterludes 1n agate be
low
Ive got to cover vou fellows over with re
spectability here South said  Rope dancing
wont go with these anstocratic church goers
1 remember how George was irmtated
When I was my own agent he sad I only
went to the aittes  Educated people can appree:
ate what we do but mn these country towns we
rank with crreus riders
George had some queer notions about his
busmess He followed 1t for sheer love of 1t as
I did for money I ve seen all the great athletes
smee but 1 never saw one with his wonderful
skill and strength and with the grace of a wom
an too or a deer Now that takes hard steady
work but he never flinched from 1t as I did
and when mght came and the people and lights
and I thought of nothing but to get through I
used to think he had the pride of a thousand
women 1n every one of his muscles and nerves a
Iittle applause would fill hm with a mad kind of
fury of dehight and triumph  South had a story
that George belonged to some old Knicherbocker
famly and bad run off from home years ago
I dont know There was that wild restless
blood mn him that no home could have kept him
‘We were to stay so long m this town that I
found rooms for us with an old couple named
837
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Peters who had but latelv moved m from the
countrv and had half a dozen carpenters and
masons boarding with them It was cheaper
than the hotel and George preferred that hand
of people to educated men winch made me doubt
that story of lus having been a gentleman The
old woman Peters was uneasy about taking us,
and spoke out quite freely about it when we
called not knowing that George and I were Ba
iaceln Brothers ourselves

"The house has been respectable so far gentle-
men  she sad I dont know what about tak
wmg mn them half naked, drunlen play actors
What do you sav, Susy? to her granddaughter

Wat till you see them grandmother the
grrl smid gently T should think that men whose
tives depended every mght on their steady eyes
and nertes would not dare to touch Iiquor

You are quite might-—nor even tobacco® smd
George It was such a prompt sensible thing
for the httle gurl to say that he loohed at her at
tentively 2 minute, and then went up to the old
ladv, smiling ~ We don't looh Lhe drinkmg
men do we madam?

No no sir I did not know that you were
the Italians’ She was quite flustered and
frightened, and said cordially enough how glad
she was to have us both But 3t was George she
shook hands with There was something clean
and strong and mspinng about that man that
made most women friendly to him on sight

338



BALACCHI BROTHERS

Why 1 two davs youd have thought he'd
never had another home than the Peterss He
helped the old man mlk and had tinkered up
the broken Litchen table and put in half a dozen
window panes and was mntumate with all the
boarders could gne the masons the prices of
Job work at the East and put Stoll the car-
penter on the 1dea of contract houses out of
which be afterward made a fortune It was
nothing but jokes and fun and shouts of laughter
when he was i the house even the old man
brightened up and told some capital stories But
from the first I noticed that Georges eve fol
Iowed Susy watchfully wherever she went though
he was as distant and respectful with her as he
was with most women He had a curious kind of
respect for women George had Even the
Slingsbyvs that all the men 1 the theatre johed
with he used to pass by as though they were
logs leaming agamst the wall They were the
posture girls and anything worse besides the
name I never saw

There was a thing happened once on that
pont which I often thought might have given
me a clew to lus history 1f 14 followed 1t up
We were playing 1n one of the best theatres in
New York (they brought us mnto some opera),
and the boxes were filled with fine ladies beautt
fully dressed or I might say half dressed

George was n oneof thewings  Itsa Ppretty
sight, X said to hum,
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It's a shameful sight! he smd with an oath
‘The Shingsbys do it for their iving, but these
women—"

1 smd they were ladies and ought to be treated
with respect T was amazed at the heat he was
m

I had a sister, Zach, and theres where I
learned what 2 woman should be

I never heard of your sister George,’ said I
T Lnew ke would not have spoken of her but for
the heat he was in

No Im ss dead to her bemng what I am,
as)f I were six feet under ground’ )

T turned and lool ed at lim and when I saw
Tus face Y said no more and I never spoke of 1t
agan It was something neither I nor any ather
man had any busmess with

So when I saw how he was touched by Susy
and drawn toward her it rased her m my opin
lon though I d seen myself how pretty and senst
ble a hittle body she was But X was sorry for I
knew twantno use The Peters were Metho-
dists and Susy more strict than any of them,
and I s2w she looked on the theatre ns the gate of
hell and Gearge and me swinging over it

1 dont thinl though that George saw how
strong her feeling about 1t was for after wed
been there o week or two he hegan to ash her to
go and see us perform 1f only for once I believe
he thought the girl would come to love hum if
she san him at hus best I dont wonder at it
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sir I ve seen those pictures and statues they’ve
made of the old gods and I rechon they put in
them the best they thought a man could be but
I never knew what real manhood was until I saw
my partner when he stood quiet on the stage
waiting the signal to begin the light full on his
Leen blue eyes the gold worked velvet tume and
his perfect figure

He looked more like other men 1 his ordmary
clothing  George hiked a bt of flash too in his
dress—a red neckhe or gold chain stretched over
hus wastcoat

Susy refused at first steadily At last how
ever came our final night when George was to
produce his great leaping feat never yet per
formed in public  'We had been practieng 1t for
months and South judged it best to try it first
before a small quiet audience for the risk was
horrible  Whether because 1t was to be the last
mght and her kind heart dishked to hurt him by
refusal or whether she loved him better than
erther she or he knew T could not tell but I saw
she was strongly tempted to go  She was ann
nocent httle thing and not used to lnde what she
felt Her eyes were red that morning as though
she had been erying all the mght Perhaps be
cause I was a married man and queter than
George she acted more freely with me than im

T wish I knew what to do  she said looking
up to me with her eyes full of tears
I couldnt adwise you Miss Susy says I
341
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“Your church discrphine goes agamst our trade,
I know*
I know whats mght myself I don't need
church discipline to teach me  she said sharply
Ithmkh Xd go Susy smd her grandmother
It s a concert after all its not « plav
‘The name don t alter ot *

Seemng the temper she was i, T thought 1t best
1o say no more, but the old lady added ItsMr
George s last mght How I1i mss hum!

Susy turned quickly to the window ‘Why
does he follow such godless ways then? she
cried  She stood still a good winle and when
she turned about her pale ttle face made my
heart ache T 1l take home Mrs [ysons dresy
now grandmother she smd and went out of
the room I forgot to tell you Susy was a seam
stress Well the bundle was large and T offered
to carry 1t for her as the time for rehearsal did
not come till noon  She crept alongaide of me
without o word, loohing weak and done out she
was always so busy and bright 1t was the more
noticeable The house where the dress was to go
was one of the Jargest in the town The servant
showed us into a bach. parlor and took the dress
up to her mustress I Jooked around me o good
deal for 1d never been 1 such o house before,
but very soon T caught sight of a lady who made
me forget carpets and pictures I only saw her
n the mirror for she was standing by the fire-
place in the front room The door was open be
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tween It wasn t that she was especially pretty,
but m her white morning dress with the lace
about her throat and her hair drawn back from
her face I thought she was the delicatest softest,
finest thing of man or woman kind I ever saw

Look there Susy!look there! I whispered

Itis a Mrs Lloyd from New Yorh She s
here on a viit  That 1s her husband  and then
she went down nto her own gloomy thoughts
again

The husband was a grave nuddle aged man
He had had hs paper up before s face so that
I had not seen him before

You will go for the tickets then Edward?
she sad

If youmake a pont of 1t yes 1 an annoyed
tone  But I dont know why you make a pomnt
of it The musical part of the performance 13
beneath contempt I understand and the resl at
traction 1s the exhibition of these mountebanhs
of trapezists which will be simply disgusting to
you You would not encourage such people at
home why would you do 1t here?

They are not necessarilv wicked I noticed
there was a curious unsteadmess m her voice as
though she was hurt and agitated I thought
perhaps she knew T was there

There 1s verv little hope of any redeemung
qualittes n men who male a trade of twisting
their bodies Iihe apes he said  Contortionists
and ballet dancers and clowns and harlequins—
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he rattled all the names over with a good deal of
unealled for sharpness I thought calling them
dissolute and degraded the verv offal of hu
mamty I could not understand Ins heat unt:l he
added I never could comprehend your mterest
and sympathy for that especial class Elinor
No you could not Edward  she smid quietly
‘But I have1t X never have .een an exhibition
of the lind  But I want to see this to mght if
you will gratify me I have no reason ’ she
added when he looked at her curtously  The de-
sire 1s unaecountable to myself
The strmghtforward look of her blue eyes 83
she met hiz seemed strangely famubar and
friendly to me
At that moment Susy stood up to go  Her
cheeks were burming and her eyes sparhhing
Dussolute and degraded! she smd agan and
again when we were outside
As we reached the house she stopped me when
T turned off to gotorehearsal  Youll get sents
for grandmother and me Mr Bulacel? she smd
oure gomng then Susy?
Yes Im gomg

Now the house 1 which we performed was a
queer structure A stocl company thinhing
there was a field for a theatre m the town had
taken a four story building gutted the interior,
and fitted 1t up wath fiers of sents nnd scenery
The stock company wng starved out however,
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and left the town and the theatre was used as a
gymnasium a concert room or a church by
turns Its peculianty was that 1t was both ex
ceedingly lofty and narrow which suited our
purpose exactly

It was packed that might from dome to pit
George and I had rehearsed our new act both
mornmg and afternoon South watching us
without interrmssion  South was ternbly nerv
ous and anxious half disposed at the last min
ute to forbid it although 1t had been announced
on the bills for 2 week  But a feat which 1s sue
cessful m an empty house with but one spec
tator when your nerves are quet and blood cool
15 a different thing before an exeited ternfied
noisy audience your whole body at fever heat
However George was cool as a cucumber 1n
deed almost indifferent about the act but in g
mad boyish glee all day about everything else
I suppose the reason was that Susy wag gong

South had hghted the house brilhantly and
brought m a band And all classes of people
poured into the theatre until 1t eoylq hold no
more I saw Mrs Peters m one of the side
seats with Susy s blushing frightened Iitte face
beside her George standing ba, among the
scenes saw her too I think jndeeq 1t was all he
did see

There were the usual readings from Shake-
speare at first

While Madame w&sB 4,? South came to us-
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“Boys” smd he “let thus matter go over 5 few
weeks A hitle more practice will do you ne
havm  You ean substitute some other trich, and
these people will be none the wiser

George shrugged lus shoulders mmpatiently

Nonsense!  YWhen did you grow so chichen
hearted South? Itis I who have to yun the nish,
X faney

X suppose South s uneasmess had mfected me

I am quite willing to putitoff Tsmd Xhad
felt gloomy znd superstiious all day  But I
neser ventured to oppose George more decidedly
than that

Heonly lnughed by way of reply, and went off
1o dress  South Jooked af ter lnm I remember,
s2ymg what o magmficently built feflon he was
If we coulg onls have seen the end of that mghts
worh !

As T went to my dressing room T saw Mrs
Lloyd and her hushand i ano of the stage-hoves,
with one or tw o other ladies and gentlemen  She
was planly and darkly dressed but to my mnd
she locked like o prncess umong them alf I
eould not but nondey y, hat imterest she could hmve
m such a rough set g we, although her husband,
I confess dig Judge us hardly

After the readings came the concert part of
the performanee ang then what South chose to
call the Movingy Tableaux wihich was really noth
188 30 the world but et danemg  George and
I were Teft to cronp phe whole I had some ords
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nary trapeze work to do at first but George was
reserved for the new feat m order that his nerves
nught be perfectly unshaken When I went out
alone and bowed to the audience I observed that
Mrs Lloyd was leaning eagerly forward but at
the first glance at my face she sank back with a
look of relief and turned away that she might
not see my exploits It nettled me a httle X
think yet they were worth watching

Well I fimshed and then there was a song to
give me time to cool I went to the side scenes
where I could be alone for that five minutes I
had no risk to run m the grand feat jou see but
I had George s hife n my hands T havent told
you yet—have I%—what 1t was he proposed to do

A rope was suspended from the centre of the
dome the lower end of which T held standing n
the highest gallery opposite the stage Above the
stage hung the trapeze on which George and the
two posture girls were to be At a certam signal
I was to let the rope go and George springing
from the trapeze across the full width of the
dome was to catch 1t mn mid air a hundred feet
above the heads of the people You understand?
The mistake of an mstant of time on either his
part or mme and death was almost certamm The
plan we had thought surest was for South to
give the word and then that both should count—
One Two Threel At Three the rope fell and he
leaped We had practiced so often that we
thought we counted as one man
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TWhen the song was over the men hung the
rope and the trapeze Jenny and Lou Shingsby
swung themselves up to 1t turned a few somer
saults and then were quet  They were only
meant to gne effect to the scene mn ther gauzy
dresses and spangles Then South come forward
and told the audience what we meant to do It
was a feat he smd which had never been pro
duced before in any theatre and in which farlure
was death No one but that most daring of all
acrobuts Balaechi would attempt 1t Now I
Knew South so well that I saw under all lus con
fident bragmng tone he was more anwuous and
doubtful than he had ever been He heaitated 2
moment and then requested that after we took
our places the audience should preserve absolute
silence and refram from esen the slightest move
ment until the feat was over The merest tnfle
might distract the attention of the performers
and render thewr eyes and hold unsteads, he sud
He left the stage and the musie began

I went round to tal e my place in the gallery
George had not yet left Ius room  As T passed I
tapped at the door and called Good luck old
fellow !

That s certnm now Zackh  he answered with
8 Joyouslaugh He was so exultant you sec, that
Susy had eome

But the shadow of deth seemed to have crept
over me  When I tooh my stand in the lofty
gallery and loohed down at the bralliant hghts
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and the great mass of people who followed my
every motion as one man and the two ghttering
half naked guls swnging m the distance and
heard the musie roling up thunders of sound it
was all ghastly and horrible to me sir Some men
have such presentiments they say I never had
before or smece South remamed on the stage
perfectly motionless 1 order I thmk to mam
tamn his control over the audience

The trumpets sounded a call and m the middle
of a burst of tnumphant music George came on
the stage There was a deafeming outbreak of
applause and then a dead silence but I think
every man and woman felt a thrill of admration
of the noble figure Poor George! the new tight
fitting dress of purple velvet that he had bought
for this mght set off his white shin and his fine
head was bare with no covering but the short
curls that Susy hked

It was for Susy! He gave one quck glance up
ather and a bnght boysh smule as if telling her
not to be afraid which all the audience under
stood and answered by an mvoluntary long
drawn breath Ilooked at Susy The gl s color
less face was turned to George and her hands
were clasped as though she saw hum already dead
before her but she could be trusted I saw Ske
would utter no sound T had only tune to glance
ather and then turned to my work George and
I dared not take our eyes from each other

There was & single bugle note and then
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George swung himself up to the trapeze The
silence was hike death as he steadied himself and
slowly turned so as to frontme As he turned he
faced the stage box for the first time  He had
reached the level of the posture-girls who flut
tered on either side apgd stood on the swaying
rod poised on one foot Ias arms folded, when mn
the breathless stiilness there came n sudden ery
and the words Qp Charley ! Charley I

Lven at the distance where T stood I saw
George stark and a shiver pagss over us body 1ITe
looked wildly about hup

Tomeltomel* T shouted

He fived ns €3¢ on mmne and steadhed hmself
There was g ternble silent exatement m the peo
ple m the very air

There was " the mustahe  We should have
stopped then shaken as he was but South be
wildered and ternfied, lost control of himself he
£ave the word

I held the rope loose—held George with my
eyes—QOnel

X saw hus Lpsmove he was counting with me

Twal

His eje wandereg turned to the stage bor
Three}

Like o flash T gqyp the white upturned faces
below me the Posture mrls gestures of horror
the darl SPENgIng figure through the air, that
wavered—and fe]} shapeless mass on the floor

here was a moment of deathlihe mlence, snd
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then a wild outery—women fanting men curs-
ing and erying out in that senseless helpless way
they have when there 1s sudden danger By the
time I had reached the floor they had straightened
out hus shattered hmbs and two or three doctors
were fighting therr way through the great crowd
that was surging about hm
Well sir at that minute what did I hear but
George s voice above all the rest choked and hol
low asit was like 2 man calling out of the grave
The women! Good God! dont you sce the
women? he gasped
Looking up then T saw those miserable Shings
bys hanging on to the trapeze for hfe What
with the scare and shock they d lost what DLittle
sense they had and there they hung helpless as
lmp rags igh over our heads
Damn the Shingsbys! sad I God forgive
me! But I saw tlus battered wreck at my feet
that had been George Nobody seemed to have
any mind left Even South stared stupidly up at
them and then back at George The doctors were
making ready to hft him and half of the erowd
were gapmng mn horror and the rest yellng for
ladders or ropes and scrambling over each other
and there hung the poor fimsy wretches ther
eyes starting out of their heads from horror and
their lean fingers losing therr hold every minute
But sir—1I couldn t help 1it—1 turned from them
to watch George as the doctors Iifted um
It s hardly worth while  whispered one
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But they raised him and sir—the body wend
one way and the legs another

I thought he was dead I couldn t see that he
breathed, when he opened his eyes and loohed up
for the Slingsbys  Put me down, he said and
the doctors obeyed lum There was that m his
voice that they bad to obey lum though it wasn't
but & wlisper

Ladders are of no use "he smd  ‘Loper!”

“Yes, George ”

“You can swing yourself up Do’

Iwent Iremember the queer stunned feeling
I had my jomts moved hhe a machme

‘When I had reached the trapeze, he sad as
ool as if he were ealling the figures for a Vir
gmn reel, Support them, you—Loper Now
lower the trapeze men—carefully!’

1t was the only way thewr lives conld be saved,
and be was the only man {o see 1t ¥le watched
us until the grls touched the floor more dead than
alne and then his head fell back and the life
seemed fo go suddenly out of Jum hike the flame
out of o candie leaving only the dead wich

As they were earrying him out I noticed for
the first time that » woman was holding his hand
It was that frad hitle wisp of a Susy, that used
to blush and tremble 1f you spohe to her sud
denly, and here she was quste quiet and steady n
the midst of this great crowd

His mster, X suppose? one of the doctors said
to her
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“No sr If he hves I will be hus mafe  The
old gentleman was very respectful to her after
that I noticed

Now the rest of my story 1s very muddled
youll say, and confused But the truth 15 I
don t understand 1t myself I ran on ahead to
Mrs Peters s to prepare lus bed for hum but they
did not bring lum to Peterss After I warted an
hour or two I found George had been taken to
the principal hotel m the place and a bedroom
and every comfort that money could buy were
there for lnm Susy came home subbing late in
the mght but she told me nothing except that
those who had a nght to have charge of lum had
taken him I found afterward the poor gl was
driven from the door of his room where she was
waiting like a fmthful dog I went myself but
I fared no better What with surgeons and pro
fessional nurses and the gentlemen that crowded
about with their solemn looks of authonty I
dared not ash to see m  Yet T believe stil
George would rather have had old Loper by him
1 his extremuty than any of them Once when
the door was opened I thought I saw Mrs Lloyd
stooping over the bed between the lace curtams
and Just then her husband came out talking to
one of the surgeons

He said It 1s certamn there were here the
finest elements of manhood And I will do my
part to rescue lum from the abyss mnto which he
has fallen
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*Will y ou tell me how Georges sw? T ashed,
puslingup “Balacein? My partner?

Mr Lioyd turned away directly, but the sur
geon told me civilly enough that if Georges Tife
could be saved 1t must be with the loss of one
or perbaps both of lus legs

Hell never mount o trapeze agan, then,’ I
sud and I suppose I groaned for to think of
George helpless—

‘God forbid!’ crmed Mr Lloyd, sharply

Now look here my good man you can be of no
possible use to Mr —Balacchs, as you call lim
He 15 m the hands of hus own people and he will
feel, as they do that the Lindest thing you can
do s ta let lum alone

There was nothing to be done after that but to
touch my hat and go out but as X went I heard
him tafling of mexphicable madness and years
of wasted opportumties

Well sir I never went agan the words hurt
ke the cut of a whip though twant George
that spohe them  But I gt business, and hung
around the town 1l I heard he was gomg to hive
and I broke up my contract with South I never
went on o trapeze g I felt ag if the mfernal
thing was always dnpping with lns blood after
that day Anyhow all the heart went out of the
business for rac with George So I came bach
here nnd settled down to the milling, and by de-
grees I Jearned to think of George 2s a rich snd
fortunate man
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Ive nearly done now—only a word or two
more About six years afterward there was a eir
cus came to town and I took the wife and chl
dren and went I always did when I had the
chance It was the old Adam mn me yet hkely

‘Well sir among the attractions of the circus
was the great and unrivaled Hercules who could
play with cannon balls as other men would with
dice I dont know what made me restless and
exated when I read about this man It seemed as
though the old spint was commg back to me
again T could hardly keep still when the time
drew near for hum to appear I don t know what
I expected But when he came out from behind
the curtan T shouted out like 2 madman Bal
acchi! George! George!

He stopped short looked about and catching
sight of me tossed up s cap with hus old boyish
shout then he remembered lumself and went on
with lus performance

He was lame—yes 1n one leg  The other
was gone altogether He walked on crutches
Whether the strength had gone mnto his chest
and arms I dontknow but there he stood toss
ing about the cannon balls as T might marbles
So full of hearty good humor tco johing with
his audience and so dehighted when they gave
him a round of applause

After the performance I hurned around the
tent and you may be sure there was rejoieng
that made the manager and other fellows Jaugh.
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George haled me off with him down the street.
He cleared the ground with that crutch and
wooden leg lLike a steam engine ¢ Comel come
along!’ he ened I ve something to show you,
Loper

He took me to a qumet boarding house, and
there 11 a cozy room was Susy with a four year-
old girl

“We were married as soon as I could hobble
about 'hesaid  and she goes with me and makes
ahome wherever I am

Susy nodded and blushed and laughed *“Baby
andI shesmd Do you see Baby? She has her
father s eyes doyou see?

She 15 her mother, Loper,” said George—*Just
as innocent and pure and foohish—just as sure of
the Tather i heaven taking care of her They ve
made a different man of me 1 some ways—a
different man’ bending Ins head reserently

After a while I began “You did not stay
with—?

But Balacch: frowned. I knew where I be-
longed he smd

Well, he s young yet  He's the best Hercules
n the profession and has lud up a snug sum
Why don theinvest it and retwre? I doubtif hell
ever do that sir  He may do 1t, but T doubt 1t
He cant change his blood, and there s that m
Balaceln that makes me suspect he will die with
the velvet and @it on and in the hesght of good
humor and fun with his audience.
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B} RAYARD TAYLOR

OME now there may as well be an end of
C this! Lvery time I meet jour eyes
squarely I detect the question just shp
ping out of them If you had spokenit or even
boldly looked 1t 1f vou had shown m your mo
tions the least sign of a fussv or fidgety concern
on my account 1f this were not the evening of
mjy birthday and you the only friend who re
membered 1t 1f confession were not good for the
soul though harder than sin to some people of
whom I am one—well 1f all reasons were not at
this instant converged mnto a focus and burmng
me rather violently 1n that region where the seat
of emotion 1s supposed to he I should Leep my
trouble to myself
Yes I have fifty times had 1t on my mnd to
tell you the whole story But who can be certamn
that lus best friend will not smile—or what 1s
worse cherish a hind of charitable pity ever after
ward—when the external forms of a very sertous
kind of passion seem trivial fantastic foolish?
And the worst of all 1s that the heroic part which
I magmed I was playmng proves to have been a1

Rp tdby permisso. Fom “Th At M thly* f  Septeme
be 874
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most the reverse  The only comfort which I can
find m mv humibation 15 that X am capable of
feehng it There 1sn t a bit of a parados in this,
as you will see but I only menhon it now to
prepare vou for maybe, & lttle morind sensttne-
ness of my moral nerves

The documents are all i this portfolio under
my elbow I had just read them again com
pletely through when you were announced  You
may examune them as you like afternard for
the present fill your glass take another Cabafia,
and keep silent untid my ghastly tale has
reached sts most lamentable conclusion

The beginming of it was at Wampsochet
Springs three years ago lnst summer I suppose
most unmarned men who have reached, or
passed, the age of thirts—and I was then thirty
three—cxperience a mulder return of their andoles
cent warmth 2 hind of fanter second spring
since the first has not fulfilled its promise  Of
course I wasnt clenrly conscous of thus at the
time who 1s? But I had had rv youthful pas
sion and mv {ragic disappantment as you know
1 had loo! ¢d far enough mto what Thacheray
used to call the ery ptic my steres to save me from
the Scylla of dissipatson and yet presersed
enough of natural nature to heep me out of the
Pharisate Charyhdis My devotion to my legal
studies had alrcady brought me a mild distine
tion the paternal legacy was » good nest egg
for the mcubation of wealth—in short I was e
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fair respectable party desirable to the hum-
bler mammas and not to be despised by the
haughty exclusives

The faslionable hotel at the Springs holds
three hundred and 1t was pached I had meant
to lounge there for a fortmght and then fimsh
my holidays at Long Branch but exghty at least
out of the three hundred were young and moved
hightly in mushn  YWith my years and experience
I felt so safe that to walk talk or dance with
them became simply a luxury such as I had
never—at least so freely—possessed before My
name and standing known to some farmhes were
agreeably exaggerated to the others and I en
Jjoyed that supreme satisfaction which a man al
ways feels when he discovers or mmagmes that
he 1s popular in soctety There 15 2 kind of pre-
momtory apology immpled in my saymg this T
am aware You must remember that I am cul
prit and culprit s counsel at the same time

You have never been at Wampsocket? Well
the hills sweep around 1n a crescent on the north-
ern side and four or five radiating glens de-
scending from them umte just above the village
The central one leading to a waterfall (called

Minne hehe by the mreverent young people
because there 1s so Iittle of 1t) 1s the fashionable
dnive and promenade but the second ravine on
the left steep crooked and cumbered with bowl
ders which have tumbled from somewhere and
lodged 1n the most extraordmary groupings be
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came my favorite walk of a mormng There was
o footpath n 1t well trodden at first but gradu
ally fading out as 1t became more like a Jadder
than a path and X soon discovered that no other
aty fect than mine were hhely to scale a certam
rough slope wiich seemed the end of the ravine
With the md of the tough laurel stems I chimbed
to the top passed through a cleft as narrow asa
doorway and presently found myself i a hittle
upper dell as wild and sweet and strange as one
of the pictures that haunts us on the brink of
sleep

There was a pond—no rather a bowl—of
water m the centre hardly twenty yards across
et the sky m 1t was so pure and far down that
the eirele of rochs and summer fohage mclosing
1t seemed lihe a little planetary ring floating off
alone through space I eant explun the charm
of the spot nor the selfishness which instantly
suggested that X should Leep the discovery to
myself Ten vears earlier T should have looked
around for some fair spuit to be my mumnster
but now—

One forenoon—I think 1t was the third or
fourth time 1 had wisited the place—I was
startled to find the dent of a heel 1 the earth
half nay up the slope There had been ram dur
ing the mpght and the earth was still moist and
soft. It was the mark of a woman s boot only to
be distinguished from that of a walking stick by
ats semuerrcular form A Ittle higher I found
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the outlme of & foot not so small as to awake an
ecstasv but with a suggestion of hightness elas
tiety and grace If hands were thrust through
holes 1n & board fence and nothing of the at
tached bodies seen I can easily mmagmne that some
would attract and others repel us with foot
prints the 1mpression 1s weaher of course but
we cannot escape 1t I am not sure whether I
wanted to find the unknown wearer of the boot
withn my precious personal sobitude I was
afraid I should see her while passing through
the rocky crevice and yet was disappointed when
I found no one

But on the flat warm rock overhangmng the
tarn—my special throne—lay some withering
wild flowers and a book! T lool ed up and down
right and left there was not the shghtest sign of
another human hfe than mmne Then I lay down
for a quarter of an hour and listened there were
only the noises of bird and squirrel as before
At last I took up the book the flat breadth of
which suggested onlv sketches There were n
deed some tolerable studies of rochs and trees
on the first pages a few not very strhing carea
tures which seemed to have been commenced as
portrats but recalled no faces I knew then 2
number of fragmentary notes written mn penal
I found no name from first to last only under
the sketches a monogram so complicated and
Jaborious that the imtials could hardly be dis
covered unless one already knew them
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The wnting was a woman's but 1t had surely
taken ats character from certain features of her
own 1t was clear firm, individual It had noth
mg of that air of general debihty which usually
marhs the manuseript of young ladies yet s
firmness was far removed from the stiff, conien
tional slope which all Tnglishswomen seem to ac
qure n youth and retan through hfe X don’t
se¢ how anv man m mv situation could have
helped reading a few lines—f only for the sake
of restoring lost property But I was drawn on,
and on and finsshed by reading ail thence since
no further harm could be done I reread ponder
g over certmn passages until they stayed with
me Here they are as I set them down that cve-
ming on the back of a legal blank

It mahes a great deal of difference whether
we wear social forms as bracelets or handenifs

Can we not still be wholly our ndependent
seltes even while doing n the main as others
do? I Imow two who are so, but they are
marned

The men who admire these bold dashing
young girls treat them lihe weaher copies of
themseltes  And yet they boast of what they call
expenence |

I wonder 1f any one felt the exquisite beauty
of thenoon as T did to A1y ? A famt appreciabion
of sunsets and storms 15 twaght us 1 vouth and
heptahve bn novels and flirtations but the broad,
1mpenal splendor of ths summer nooni—and
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myself standing, alone 1n 1t—yes utterly alone!
The men I seek must exist where are they?

How male an acquantance when one obse
quiously bows limself away as I advance? The
Ffanlt 1s surely not all on my side

There was much more ntimate enough to in
spire me with a Leen mterest in the wrniter yet not
sufficiently so to make my perusal 2 panful in
discretion I yielded to the impulse of the mo
ment took out my pencil and wrote a dozen Lines
on one of the blank pages They ran something
m ths wise

lovorvs 1 worwi—3 u b e bestowed without intend g it
and Thv t1nwthout yu k wldge Do nt regret the
Sccid nt which h”_entichedlan 11 " Ths cone aled idyl of the
hills was min as I upp ed but I ack wl dge your q al 1 ght

it, Shallwesha thep ¢ for orwilly ubs hm

There was a frank advance tempered by a
proper caution I fancied 1n the words I wrote
It was evident that she was unmarried but out
side of that certainty there lay a vast range of
possibilities  some of them alerming enough
Howeser if any nearer acquaintance shonld anse
out of the inaident the next step must be taken
by her Was X one of the men she sought? I al
most imagmed so—eertamnly hoped so

1 lad the book on the rock as I had found 1t
bestowed another leen scrutiny on the lonely

dscape and then d ded the ravine That
evening I went early to the ladies parlor chatted
more than usual with the various damsels whom
I Lnew, and watched with a new nterest those
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whom I knew not M+ mind, involuntanly, had
alreadv created a picture of the unknown She
mght be twenty fivre I thought a reflective
halnt of mind would hardly be developed before
that age Tall and stately of course distinctly
proud 1n her beanng and somewhat reserved mn
her manners Why she should have large dark
=ves with long dark lashes I could not tell but
so I seemed to see her Qute forgetting that I
was {or had meant to be) Ignotus I found my
self staring rather significantly at one or the
other of the voung ladies 1 whom I discovered
some shight general resemblance to the imagnary
character My fancies I must confess plaved
strange pranks with me Thev had been Lept n
a coop so many years that now when I suddeniy
turned them loose their nckety attempts at fight
fuite bewildered me

Mol there was no use m expeching a sudden
discoverv I went to the glen betimes next momn
mg the book was gone and so were the faded
flowers but some of the Iatter were scattered over
the top of another rock, n few vards from mine
T1altlus means that T am not to withdraw I smd
to muself she makes room for mel But how to
surpnise her’—for by tius tume I was fully re
solved to make her acqumntance even though she
mght turn out to be forty, scraggv and sandy
baired

1 knew no other wav so likely as that of visit
g the glen at all times of the dey T even went

366



WHO WAS SHE?

so far as tc write a line of greetng with a re-
gret that our visits had not vet comaded, and
Iaxd 1t under 2 stone on the top of her rock The
note disappeared but there was no answer m ts
place  Then I suddenly remembered her fond
ness for the noon hours at which time she was

utterly alone  The hotel fable d hote was at
one o cloch her famidy doubtless dined later 1n
therr own rooms YWhy this gave me at least
her place 1n soctety! The question of age, to be
sure remamed unsettled but all else was safe

The next day I took a late and large break
fast and sacnficed mv dinner Before noon the
guests had all straggled back to the hotel from
glen and grove and lane so brght and hot was
the sunshine Indeed I could hardly have sup-
ported the reverberation of heat from the sides
of the ravme but for 2 fixed belief that I should
be successful VWhile crossing the narrow meadow
upon which 1t opened I caught a ghmpse of
something white among the thichets higher up
A t later 1t had vamshed and I quickened
my pace feelmg the begimming of an absurd
nervous excitement 1n my hmbs At the next
turn there 1t was again! but only for another mo-
ment I paused exulbng and wiped mv
drenched forechead  She cannot escape me! I
murmured between the deep draughts of cooler
air T inhaled in the shadow of a rock.
A few hundred steps more brought me to the
foot of the steep ascent where I had counted on
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overtahang her I was too late for that but the
dry bahed soil had surely been crumbled and dis
lodged here and there, by a rapd foot X fol
lowed 1n rechless haste snatching at the laurel
branches nght and left and paymg hitle heed to
my footing About one third of the way up I
shipped fell caught a bush wlich snapped at
the root, shd winrled over and before I faurly
knew wlat had happened I was lying doubled
up at the bottom of the slope

I rose made two steps forward and then sat
down with & groan of pam my left ankle was
badly sprmned m addition to vanous sumor
seratches and brmwses  There was a revulsion of
feclng of course—mnstant complete and hide-
ous I farly hated the Unlnown Yool that I
wos! I evelmmed 1n the theatrical manner
dashing the palm of m+ hand softly agunst my
brow lured to this by the far traitress! But
nol—not fur she shows the artfulness of
faded desperate spinsterhood  she 15 all com
pact of emamel lqud bloom of youth and
hair dyel

There was o fierce comfort 1n this thought but
1t couldn t belp me out of the serape I dared not
sit still lest n sunstrohe should be ndded and
there was 1o resource but to hop or cran] down
the rugped path n the hope of finding a forked
saphng Trom wineh T could extemporize a eruteh
With endless pan and trouble I reached a thichet,
and was feebly working on n branch with my pen
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kmfe when the sound of a heavy footstep sur
prised me
A brown harvest hand 1n straw hat and shirt
sleeves presently appeared He grmned when Le
sawme and the thick snub of his nose would have
seemed Iike 2 sneer at any other time
Are you the gentleman that got hurt? he
ashed  Is it pretty tolerable bad?
Who said T was hurt? I eried 1n astomsh
ment
One of your town women from the hotel—
I recl on she was I was binding oats m the field
over the rmidge but I havent lost no tmme mn
comun here
‘While I was stupidly starmg at this announce-~
ment he whipped out a big clasp kmife andm a
few minutes fashioned me a practicable crutch
Then taking me by the other arm he set me in
motion toward the village
Grateful as I was for the mans help he ag
gravated me by lus ignorance When I ashed 1f
he knew the lady heanswered Itsmoren likely
you know her better  But where did she come
from? Down from the hill he guessed but it
mught ha been up the road How did she look?
was she old or young? what was the color of her
eyes? of her hair? There now I was too much
for hm When a2 woman lept one o them
spechled vells over her face turned her head
away and held her parasol between how were
you to know her from Adam? I declare toyou I
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conldn t arrive at one positive particulsr Even
when he affirmed that she was tall, he added, the
next instant  Now I come to think on 1, she
stepped roighty quick so I guess she must ha'
been short

By the time we reached the hotel T wasin o
state of ferer opates and lotions had therr will
of me for the rest of the day I was glad to
escape the worry of questions and the conven
tional sympathy expressed wn inflections of the
voice which are meant to soothe and only ex
asperate  The next mormng as I lay upon
my sofr restful patient and properly cheer
ful the waiter entered with g bouquet of wild
flowers

“Who sent them? I nshed

I found them outside your door sir Maybe
theresacard yes heresa bt o paper’

I opened the twisted ship he handed me, and
read  From your dell—and mime T took the
flowers anong them were two or three rare and
beautiful vaneties which 1 had only found in that
onespot T'sol agaml I noisclessly kissed while
pretending to smell them had thein placed on 2
stand sthin reach and fell into o state of quet
and agreeable contemplation

Tell me yourself whether any male human be
mg s ever too old for sentiunent, provided that st

tohen? Knowledpe first then sympathy and
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finally encouragement at least Of course she
had seen my acadent from above of course she
had sent the harvest laborer to aid me home It
was quite natural she should imagme some
spectal romantic interest 1 the lonely dell on
mj part and the gift took additional value from
her conjecture

T'our days afterward there was a hop mn the
Jarge dining room of the hotel Early m the
morning a fresh bouquet had been left at my
door I was tired of my enforced 1dleness eager
to discover the fair unknown (she was agam fair
to my fancyl) and I determined to go down be-
lieving that a cane and a crimson velvet shpper
on the left foot would provole a glance of sym
pathy from certamn eyes and thus enable me to
detect them

The fact was the sympathy was much too gen
eral and effusive Everybody it seemed came to
me with hindly greetings seats were vacated at
my approach even fat Mrs Huxter msisting on
my taking her warm place at the head of the
room But Bob Leroy—jou know him—as gal
lant a gentleman as ever Iived put me down at
the nght pont and kept me there He only
meant to divert me yet gave me the only place
where I could quetly mspect all the younger
ladies as dance or supper brought them near
* One of the dances was an old fashioned cotil
lon and one of the figures the coquette
brought every one i turn before me I recened

an
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a pleasant word or two from those whom I Lnew,
and 2 long Lind silent glance from Miss May
Danvers  Where had been my eyes? She was
tall stately, tnenty five had large darh eyes, and
long dark Jashes! Agam the changes of the dance
brought her near me I threw {or strove to
throw) unutterable meamngs info my eyes and
cast them upon hers  She seemed startled looked
suddenly ansy Joohed bach to me, and—blushed
I hnew her for what 1s ealled 2 mee girl -that
ts tolerably franl, gently feminine and not dan
gerously mtelhgent Was it possible that T had
overloched so much character and mtellect?

As the cotidlon closed, she was agam i my
neighborhood and her partner led her in my
direcion T was nsmg pawnfully from my
chatr when Bob Leroy pushed me down agan
whished another seat from somewhere planted
1t at my side and there she was!

She Lnew who was her neighbor I plamly
saw but mstead of turming towsrd me she be
gan o fan herself 1 a nerous way and to fidget
w2th the buttons of her gloves I grew mm
prhent

Miss Danvers! T smd at Tast

ORI was all her answer ns she Jooked at ma
for a mament

Where are your thoughts?® T ashed

Then she turned with vide astonsshed eyes
colonng softly up to the roots of her hair My
heart gave a sudden leap

are
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‘How can you tell if Tcannot? she asked
May I guess?

She made a shght mclination of the head say

g nothing I was then quite sure
The second ravine to the left of the mamn
drive?

This time she actuallv started her color be
came deeper and a leaf of the vory fan snapped
between her fingers

Let there be no more o secret! I exclaimed
Y our flowers have brought me your messages
T knew I should find you—

Full of certamty I was speaking in a low
mmpasstoned voice She cut me short by nsing
from her seat I felt that she was both angry
and alarmed Fisher of Philadelpha jostling
right and left in his haste made lus way toward
her She farly snatched lis arm clung to 1t
with a warmth I had never seen expressed m a
ballroom and began to whisper m his ear It
was not five minutes before he came to me alone
with 2 very stern face bent down and said

If you have discovered our secret you will
Leep silent You are certamly a gentleman

I bowed coldly and savagely There was a
draught from the open window my ankle be
came suddenly weary and pamful and I went to
bed Can you beheve that I didnt guess m
mediately what 1t all meant? In a vague way
T fancied that T had been premature m my at
tempt to drop our mutual iwrcogmto and that
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Fisher a miallover was jealous of me This was
rather flatterng than otherwise but when I
hmped down to the ladies parlor the next day
ne Miss Danvers was to be seen I cid not
venture to ask for her 1t might seem mportu
nate and a woman of so much ldden capaaity
was evidently not to he wooed n the ordmary
way

So another mght passed by and then, twith the
morning came a letter which made me feel at
the same mstant hihe a fool and & hero It had
been dropped m the Wampsochet post office
was legibly addressed to me and delnered with
some other letters which had arrrved by the mght
inail Hereatis hstenl

010 L or 'Iiaste is not a gift of the pods ani you have
been fmpatient with the usual m‘ﬁi 1 was A'Smcsl prtpylr!ﬂ tor
this and thus am not wt olly d§ aprointed 1In n dav or two more
you will discoser your mistske whict so far as I can learn has
done ro partientar harm 11 you wish to find me there Iy only
one way 1o seek me should I € it vou what it s I should yun the
sk ot loring Soue~that §s T shogl} preclude the mantfestatlon of
a certak g Lty whict 1 hore to find In the man who mayeor
fathet mu't—~be my fnend  This sounds enigmatical yet you
have read enouph of wy nator 88 written in the ¢ ran lom npotes
in ooy sk teh fwok o guest at Jeast, how muct I require  Only
this fet me 6 1d mere Rgue sing iy useless

Being unbnown 1 can wrile froely  1f you find e T shall
be Justifind 1f not T shall hardly need to Blush e en o myself
oxer & fut fe expe iment.

Bt I3 pos 11 for me 10 learn enough of vour life henceforth, to
direct My relstion taward you, This may be the end 3f so { shall
know R 2oon 1 th 1§ also know whether you continue to serk me.
Trasting in Jourtonor ss a man I st ask you fo Lyust n ming,
&3 & woman

I did discover my mistake, as the Unknown
promused  There had heen a secret betrothal
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between Fisher and Miss Danvers and singu
larly enough the momentous question and an
swer had been given m the very ravine leadmg
to my upper dell! The two meant to keep the
matter to themselves but therem 1t seems I
thwarted them there was a httle opposition on
the part of therr respective families but all was
amicably settled before I left Wampsocket

The letter made a very deep mmpression upon
me What was the one way to find her? What
could 1t be but the triumph that follows am
bitions toll—the mamfestation of all my best
qualities as 2 man? Be she old or young plam
or beautiful I reflected hers 1s surely a nature
sworth knowing and its candid intelligence con
ceals no hazards for me I have sought her
rashly blundered betrayed that I set her lower
m my thoughts than her actual self let me now
adopt the opposite course seek her openly no
longer go back to my tasks and following my
own aims vigorously and cheerfully restore that
respect which she seemed to be on the pomnt of
losng  For consciously or not she had com
municated to me a doubt imphed m the very
expression of her own strength and pride  She
had meant to address me as an equal yet despite
herself took a stand a Dhttle above that shich
she gecorded to me

T came back to New York earler than usual,
worhed steadily at my profession and with in
creasing success and began to accept opportn
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nities (which I had previously dechned) of mal
ing myself personally hnown to the great, m
pressible fiekle tyranmical public  One or two
of my speeches m the hall of the Cooper In
stitute on varwous occasions——as vou may per
haps remember—gave me o good headway with
the party and were the chief cause of my nom
mation for the State office which I stil hold
(There on the table, hes a Tesignation written
to-day but not vet sgned Well talk of it
afterward ) Several months passed by, and no
further letter reached me I gave up much of
my tume to society moved famsharly in more
than one provines of the hingdom here, and
vastly extended my acquamtance, especally
among the women but not one of them betrayed
the mysterious something or other—really I
ean't explan preasely what it wast—whnch I
was loohing for  In fact, the more X endeavored
quietly to study the sex the more confused I be
came

Atlast T was subjected to the usual onslaught
from the strong minded A small but formids
ble commuttee entered my office one mormng and
demanded a categoncal declaration of my prn
aples  What my views on the subject were 1
knew very well they were clesr and de
aded and vet I hesitated to declare them! It
wasnt & temptation of Sa nt Anthony—that 15,
turned the other way—nnd the befhigerent attt
tude of the dames did not alarm me 1n the least,
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but she/ What was her posttion? How could I
best please her? Tt flashed upon my mind while
Mrs was making her formal speech that I
had taken no step for months without a vague
secret reference to her So I strove to be cour
teous friendly and agreeably noncommuttal
begged for further documents and promused to
reply by letter in a few days

T was bardly surprised to find the well known
hand on the envelope of a letter shortly after
ward I held 1t for a mnute mn my palm with
an absurd hope that X mght sympathetically
feel 1ts character before breaking the seal Then
I read 1t with a great sense of rehef

b eneerssumedtogadesmen excepttw dth full

exercls fspowrs It1 ot pn nin bnbut pmnina

Bt Ty whehrepelsm I m deeply gl d

thaty u h egmedsan}m,uchshccyuleﬂih ¢ ntey If m
v

sha) ou uoeyu ht of me I will f = Ly say
that, fo that ¢ £ yu dwnn ¢ AmImtinin
conjectunng th t y © Wt know my rel tion to th ™ ement
concern ng which you w  rec tlyIntrrgted Inth asin
other in t nc 3 wheh m y com I must beg y u to consid r me
olyea pett Them emy wn fewsm 7 seem licly to

wyyu tom n
you find ths eold \mwomnnly rememb  that it is not easy!
Yes! I felt that I had certanly drawn much
nearer to her And from this time on ber m
agmary face and form became other than they
were She was twenty eight—three vears older
s very little above the muddle height but not
tall serene rather than stately in her move-
ments with a calm almost grave face relieved
by the sweetness of the full firm Iips and finally
a1z
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eyts of pure hmpid gray, such as we fancy
belonged to the Venus of Milo I found
her thus much more attractive than with
the dark eyes and lashes——but she did not
make her appesrance n the ercles which I
frequented

Another year slipped away As an offical
personage my unportance mecreased but 1 was
careful not to exaggerate 1t to myself Many
have wondered (perhaps you among the rest)
at m) success seemng that I possess no remark
able abiities  If I have any secret st 1s sumply
this—domg farthfully with all my might what
ever L undertahe Nine tenths of our politicians
become inflated and careless after the first few
years and are easily forgotten when they ance
{ose place

T am a httle surprised now that I had so much
patience with the Unknown I was oo impor
tant atlenst to be played with, too mature to be
subjected to a Jonger test too earnest as I had
proved to be doubted or thrown ande without
o further explanation

Growing tired at last of silent waitng I be
thought me of advertismg A carefully wnitten
‘ Dersonal” 1n which Tgnotus iformed Ignota
of the necessity of lus commumeating with her
appenred  simultaneouslv 1 the “Tribune

Herald  World and * Times * T renewed
the advertisement as the time expired without an
snswer, and T think 1t was about the end of the
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third week before one came through the post as
before

Ah yes! I had forgotten See! my advertise
ment 15 pasted on the note as a heading or motte
for the manuscript hnes I don t know why tha
printed ship should give me a particular feehng
of humiliation as I look at it, but such 1s the
fact What she wrote 15 all I need read to you

T eould not at first, be certain th t this was m ant for me If
Iweetoexplamtoy nwhy Lh ven twntien fo sol ne a time,
Ymight 1 eyouon  fthefwelewswhehI nsst nkeepngin
myownhands Iny u pubhc p ty youha been (o farasa
woman may yudge) wpHEht, independe ¢ wholly m miy in your
relations w th other men Tle mn th gof y o th t1 ot
© ble tow rd women you r land chv Irous n_d ubt, ov
flow ng ot e et Jodal xeh s bt Jire s x
run b rd up o the absolute necessity of sil ne wy b
Myoen 't traes it Issosmple, sov 1y s mple' 1 after

h tTh writen Icannot enw v myhnd nthed echn
ot X w thout cevtarm 5 1f cant. mpt. Thnlf Ufect tlys,
we hlld wap rt and r m n unkn

Youd e townt  Idonotprohbtit Ih b tofore
md no arr ngem nt for b a ing f om vou in tumn bec us 1
could n ¢ d scov 7 th t any ad antsg would coru from it Bt
$ eems yf leo for ond e not th ok me ¢ pncion
So three yhncealsixoltklntheeve ng a tro ty mes
senger of mne will c 1l tyon doo Ifyuh e nything te
gr herfrm the ect of glung It must be the sgn T8 € m
pact on you p rt th t you will allow her to 12 mmediately
unguestioned and nnfoll wed™

You look puzzled I see you dont catch the
real dnft of her words? Well thats a melan
choly encouragement Neither did T at the
time 1t was plam that I had disappomnted her in
some way and my intercourse with or manner
toward women had somethng to do withit In
vain I ran over as much of my later social Iife as
I could recall There had been no special at
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tention nothing to mislead a susceptible heart,
on the other side certamnly no rudeness no want
of chivalrous’ (she used the word!) respect and
attention 'What m the name of all the gods,
was the matter?

In spite of all my efforts to grow clearer, I
was obliged to wnte my letter in a rather
muddled state of mind T had so much to say!
sixteen foho pages I was sure would only suf
fice for an ntroduction o the case yet when the
creamy vellum lay before me and the moist pen
drew my fingers toward 1t I sat stock dumb for
half an hour X wrote, finally, 1n 2 half desper
ate mood without regard to coherency or logie
Here s a rough draft of a part of the letter and
& single passage from 1t will be enough

T can concerve of no simpler way to you than the knowledge of
Jour name &nd address I h ve drawn atry images of you but
they do not t come foearnat and 1 atn not sure that 1 should
recogmlze you fn the brnef moment of passing  Your nature is not
of th se which ar instantiy fepitl  As an sbstract power ft has
wrought in my life & d € continually moves my heart with des
sires wtich mre unsatisfactory because so ague nd Ignorant, Let
me ofter you, personally my gr titude Ty earnest friendshipt you
would laugh 1f I were now 1o offer more

Stay ! here 1s another fragment more rechless
m tone

“T want to fin] the wom n whom 1 ean lova—sho can love me
Bat this Is a ma querade where the features are hidfen the vofce
4 guled even the h nds grotesquely glaved Come! I will en
ture more than T ever tho ght was jd fblc to me_ You shall kn w
tiy deepest nat re us T myself seem to know it Then gl & me the
commonest chance of learnlag yours through an intercourse which

sh 1 lea ¢ both free should ‘we not frel the elosing of the in
exitable bond ™
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After I had written that the pages filled
rapidly 'When the appomted hour arrned a
bulky epistle 1n & strong linen envelope sealed
with five wax seals was waiting on my table
Precisely at six there was an announcement the
door opened and a hitle outside in the shadow
I saw an old woman n a threadbare dress of
rusty blacl

Come m! Xsad

The letter! answered a husky voice She
stretched out a bony hand without moving a
step

It 1s for a lady—very mmportant busmess
said I tahing up the letter are you sure that
there 1s no mustake?

She drew her hand under the shawl turned
without a word and moved toward the hall door

Stop! I cried I beg a thousand pardons!
Tal e it—take 1t! You are the night messenger!

She clutched it and was mstantly gone

Several days passed and I gradually became
so nervous and uneasy that I was on the pomt of
mserting another Personal 1n the daily papers
when the answer armived It was brief and mys
terious you shall hear the whole of it

1 thank you Yo r letter is a sacred confidence which T

you never to regret. Your natar It ¢ u & ond good. You as gird

Taore th n is reas abl and I have n real mght to ref se. In

the one respect wh hTh e h ted, I m 7 have been wnskilf 1 or

too narmwly ¢ t Ymutha thee rt inty of this There.
asa gen ro fa or gl cm s m nthsm rel At the end

of th t time I w I wnt to iou again. Have pnl ence with these

jef Ines & oth word might be 8 w rd too m
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“You notice the change mn her tone? The letter
gave me the strongest impression of 2 new,
warm almost anxious interest on her part My
fancies as first ot Wampsochet began to play
all sorts of singular pranks sometumes she was
rich and of an old family sometmmes moderately
poor and obscure but always the same calm
reposeful face and clear gray eyes ¥ ceased
loohing for her in sotiety quate sure that X should
not find her and nursed a wild expectation of
suddenly meeting her, face fo face n the most
unbthely places and under starthng creum
stances However the end of 1t all was patience
—patience for six months

There s not much more to tell, but this last
letter 1s hard for me to read It came punctu
ally toaday I knew st would and nt the last
I began to dread the hime as if a heavy note
were falling due and I had no funds to meet 1t
My head was m a whirl when I brohe the seal
The fact m 1t stared at me blankly, at once, but
it was o long time hefore the words and sen
tences became intelhgble

*Th_stipulsted time h s come and our hidden romance is at sn
end Had [ taken t1s resolution a year ago it wonld h ve saved
w movvinh pes and you perhaps a little uncertainty Fore
gl e me first, if you can ‘and th n hear the explan tion:

“You withef {'r a personal intervlew gou hare had not one
but mans Weh ve mel in soclety § Vked £ ce to fuce dlscuss &
the weath 1 the opers, toll ttes Queechy Aurora lloy) Long
Branch, and Newport and excha gvd & w ary amount of tastlon
able gossipt and you never gu ssed that 1 w s go ermed by any
deeper interest! I ha v purposely uttered ridiculons platituley
and you were a8 smllingly courtenus as 3f you enjoyed thems I
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have Jet fall remarks whose holl wness and s 1fl hness could nof
have cseaped you, and bave w ited fn vam fo a wo d of sharp
honest m nly reproof Y ur mann r to me was unexcept onable
a3 it was to 1l othe women but th re lies the source of my
appomtment of—yes—of my sorrow !

“You pprec t Icannotd bt the qual ties in woman wh ch
men v lue in o c A oth r—culture ind pe dence of thought, a
high nd rmest pp hn nof [fes but you k w not how to
seck them It Is not true that a m ture and unperverted woman
s flattered by recelv ng nly the gene lob qu usn ss wheh mo t
men give to the whole sex. In the man who cont dicts nd stn ¢
wath he she discovers a truer § t rest a nobler respect The
gupty he ded sp ndle sh nked youths who dance sduirably wn
d rstand someth g of bl rds rou hless of horses and still less of
n vig ton soon grow n p  bly weansowe to us but the men
wh adopt the r soclal cou t sy 1 er seek ng to arouse uplift
Instruct us e & bitt r d sappo ntment

“What would have b en th end h @y u r ally found me Cer
t11y a sinc tisfying friendshp~ No myst ious megnete
fore’ h s drawn y u to me or held you ne r me nor has my ex
periment in pir d ' me w th an inte est wh he nn t be gi en up
withutap nlpang Iamer ved f th sak f all men
and 1l wom n  Yet understand m ! T mean no slightest re-
proach. Testeem ndhon ryouf what youare Farewell

There! Nothing could be linder n tone
nothing more humihating m substance I was
sore and offended for a few days but I soon be
gan to see and ever more and more clearly, that
she was wholly right T was sure also that any
further attempt to correspond with her would
be vam It all comes of taling society just as
we find 1t and supposing that conventronal
courtesy 1s the only safe ground on which men
and women can meet

The fact 15-—there s no use in hudimg 1t from
myself (and I see by your face that the letter
cuts mto your own conscience)—she 1s a free
courageous independent character and—I am
not But who was she?
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