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BY O HENRY






THE PHONOGRAPH AND THE
GRAFT

BY O HENRY

LOOKED m at the engmne room of the
Bloomfield Cater Mfg Co (Ltd) for the
engmeer was Kirksy and there was a golden

half hour between the time he shut down steam
and washed up that I coseted For Kurksy was
an 1mprovisatore and he told stories from the
mside outward finely leaving his spoken words
and his theme to adjust themselves as best they
might
I found Kirksy resting with lus pipe lighted
smut faced and blue overalled
Tis a fair afternoon  Isard  but bids to be
colder

Did T ever tell you began Kirksy honor

ably about the time Henry Horsecollar and me
took a phonograph to South America? and I
felt ashamed of my subterfuge and dropped
nto the wooden chair he kicked toward me

Henry was a quarter breed quarter back

Cherckee educated East i the 1dioms of foot
ball and West m contraband whiskey and a gen
tleman same as you or me He was easy and

B: blish rs. F Cabbages  d Kb
nx‘h{.p;m" uanx=.¥:'nm tca ™ ¥ el
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GREATEST SHORT STORIES

romping n his ways 2 man about six foot with
2 lund of rubber tire movement Yes he was &
little man about five foot five or five foot eleven
He was what you would call a medium tall man
of average smallness Henry had quit college
once znd the Muscogee jail three times~—once
for introdueing and twice for selling whishey
i the Terrttories  Henry Horsecollar never let
any cigar stores come up and stand behind him
He didn t belong to that tnibe of Indians
Henry and me met at Tevarkana and figured
out tlus phonograph scheme He had $360 wiich
came to him ont of 2 land allotment 1n the reser
vation I had run down from Lattle Rock on
account of & distressful scene I had witnessed on
the street there A man stood on a bov and
passed around some pgold watches screw case
stem winders Elgm movement very elegant
Twenty buchs they cost you over the counter
At three dollars the crowd fought for the hichers
The man happened to find a valise full of them
handy and he passed them out hhe putting hot
biscuts on a plate  The backs were hard to un
serew but the crowd put 1ts ear to the case and
they tiched molhfying and agreeable Three
of those watches were genumne tickers but the
rest they were only luchers Hey? 1IWhy
empty cases with one of them horny black bugs
that fly around electrieights in em  Them bugs
Yack off mmutes and seconds mdustrious and
beautsful  The man X was spealung of cleaned
8



PHONOGRAPR AND THL GRAFT

up $288 and went away because he knew that
when 1t came time to wind watches m Lattle Rock
an entomologist would be needed and he wasn t
one

So as I say Henry had $360 and I had $288
The phonograph idea was Henry s but I took to
1t freely bemng fond of machmery of all kinds

The Latin races says Henry explaning
easy n his iwdioms he learned at college are
peculiarly adapted to be victims of the phono
graph They possess the artistic temperament
They yearn for music and color and gayety
They give up wampum to the hand organ man
or the four legged chicken when they re months
belhind with the grocery and the breadfruit tree
Then says I well export canned music to

the Latms but Im mmdful of Mr Julus
Cumsar s account of em where he says Omma
Gallia 1n tres partes divisa est  which s the same
as to say We will need all of our gall in denis
g means to tree them parties 1 hated to
make a show of education but I was disinclined
to be overdone 1n syntax by a mere Indian to
whom we owe nothing except the land on which
the United States s situated

We bought a fine phonograph in Texarhana
—one of the best make—and half a trunkful of
records We packed up and took the T and P
for New Orleans From that celebrated centre
of molasses and disfranclnsed coon songs we
took a steamer for—yes I think 1t was South

9
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America or Mexico—I am full of mabiliy to
divulge the location of 1t— tis on the rural de
Livery route tis colored yellow on the map and
branded with the hiterature of cigar boxes

We Janded on n smiing coast at a town they
denounced by the name as near as I can recol
lect of Sore toe kangaroo Twas a palatable
enough place to look at The houses were clean
and white shicking about among the scenery lihe
hard boiled eggs served with lettuce There was
a block of skyseraper mountams 1n the suburbs
and they kept pretty quet like they were laymng
one finger on therr Iips and watching the town
And the sea was remarking Shshshi on the
beach and now and then a ripe cocoanut would
fall kerblip n the sand and that was all there
was domg Yes I judge that town was con
siderably on the quiet I judge that after Ga
briel quits blowing his horn and the car starts
with Philadelphia swinging to the last strap and
Pme Gulley Arkansas hanging on to the hind
rail  Sore toe hangaroo will wake up and ask
if anybody spoke

The captain went ashore with us and offered
to conduct what he seemed to like to call the ob
seques He introduced Henry and me to the
United States Consul and & roan man the head
of the Department of Mercenary and Lacentious
Dispositions the way 1t read upon his sign

I touch here agam a week. from to day says
the captan

10
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By that time we told him well be amass
ing wealth m the mterior towns with our gal
vanmzed prima donna and correct imitations of
Sousas band excavating a march from a tn
mme

Yell not says the captam  Yell be
hypnotized Any gentleman in the audience who
Lindly steps upon the stage and looks this coun
try m the eye will be converted to the hypothesis
that he s but a fly i the Elgin creamery  Yell
be standing Lknee deep m the surf waiting for me
and 3our machmme for making Hamburger steak
out of the hitherto respected art of music will be
playing There s no place like home

Henry skinned 2 twenty off hus roll and re
cetved from the Bureau of Mercenary Dispo
sitions a paper bearmg a red seal and a dialect
story and no change

Then we got the consul full of red wine and
struch lum for a horoscope He was a thin
youngish kind of man I should say past fifty
sort of French Irish in lus affections and puffed
up with disconsolation Yes he was a flattened
kind of & man 1n whom drink lay stagnant n
chned to corpulence and musery Yes I think
he was a kind of Dutchman bemng very sad and
gemal m his ways

The marvelous mnvention he says entitled
the phonograph has never before invaded these
shores The people have never heard it They
would not beheve 1t if they should Smmple

11
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tearted chldren of nature progress has never
condemned them to accept the work of a can
opener as an overture and rag time mlght mncite
them to = bloody revolution But you can try
the experment The best chance you have 1s
that the populace may not wake up when you
play Theres two ways says the consul they
may take it They may become mcbriated wth
sttention lhike an Atlanta colonel hstening to
Marching through Georgia or they will get
exated and transpose the Ley of the music with
an axe and yourselves into a dungeon In the
latter case says the consul Y1l do my duty by
cabling to the State Department and L1l wrap
the Stars and Stripes around you when you come
to be shot and threaten them with the vengeance
of the greatest gold export and financial reserve
nation on earth The flag 1s full of bullet holes
now says the consul made in that way Twice
before says the consul I have cabled our Gov
ernment for a couple of gunboats to protect
American citizens  The first time the Depart
ment sent me a par of gum boots The other
time was when 1 man named Pease was going to
be executed here ‘They referred that appeal to
the Secretary of Agneulture  Let us now dis
turb the senor behind the bar for a subsequence
of the red wine

Thus solloquized the consul of Sore toe kan
garoo to me and Henry Horsecollar

But notwithstanding we hired & room that

12
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afternoon mn the Calle de los Angeles the mam
street that runs along the shore and put our
trunks there Twas a good sized room dark
and cheerful but small Twas on a various
street diversified by houses and conservatory
plants The peasantry of the aty passed to and
fro on the fine pasturage between the sidewalks
Twas for the world lihe an opera chorus when
the Royal Kafoozlum 1s about to enter
We were rubbing the dust off the machine

and getting fixed to start business the next day
when a big fine loohing white man 1n whte
clothes stopped at the door and looked m  We
extended the mwitations and he walked nside
and sized us up He was chewing a long cigar
and wrinkling his eyes meditative Like a grl
trying to decide which dress to wear to the party

New York? he says to me finally

Orngmally and from time to time I says
Heasn t 1t rubbed off yet?

Its sumple says he when you hnow how
Its the fit of the vest They dont cut vests
nght anywhere else Coats maybe but not
vests

The white man looks at Henry Horsecollar

and hesitates

Injun says Henry tame Injun

Mellinger says the man— Homer P Mel
Inger Boys youre confiscated Youre babes
1n the wood without 2 chaperon or referee and 1t s
my duty to start you gomg Il knock out the

13
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props and launch you proper mn the pelluad
waters of Sore toe hangaroo You Il have to be
christened and 1f you i come with me 111 break
a bottle of wine across your bows according to
Hoyle

Well for two days Homer P Mellinger did
the honors That man cut 1ce m Sore toe han
garoo  He was it He was the Royal Kafooz
lum  If me and Henry was babes m the wood
he was a Robin Redbreast from the topmost
bough Him and me and Henry Horsecollar
Jocked arms and toted that phonograph arcund
and had wassail and diversions  Everywhere we
found doors open we went m and set the ma
chine going and Melhnger called upon the peo-
ple to observe the artful music and his hfelong
friends the two Senors Americanos The opera
chorus was amtated with esteem and followed
us from house to house There was vno finto
and vno blanco to drnk with every tune The
aborigines had acquirements of a pleasant thing in
the way of dnnhs that gums atself to the recollec
tion  They chop off the end of a green cocoanut
and pour n on the hiquor of it French brandy
and gin - We had them and other things

Mine and Henry s money was counterfeit
Everything was on Homer P Melhnger That
man could fingd rolls of bills i lus clothes where
Hermann the Wizard couldn t have conjured out
an omelette  He could have founded umver
sthies and had enough left to buy the colored vote

14
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of his country Henry and me wondered what
his graft was  One evening he told us

Boys says he Ive deceived you Instead
of o panted butterfly Im the hardest worked
man 1n this country  Ten years ago I landed on
1ts shores and two years ago on the pont of its
Jaw  Yes I reckon I can get the decision over
this ginger-cake commonwealth at the end of any
round I choose Il confide 1n you because you
are my countrymen and guests even if you have
committed an assault upon my adopted shores
with the worst system of noises ever set to music

My job 13 private secretary to the Pres:
dent of this Republic and my duties are run
ning it I m not headhned n the bills but Im
the mustard in the salad dressmg  There 1snt
a law goes before Congress there 1snt a conces
sion granted there 1snt an mmport duty levied
but what H P Mellinger he cooks and seasons
1t In the front office I fill the President s mk
stand and search wistting statesmen for dyna
mite 1n the back room I dictate the policy of the
government  Youd never guess how I got the
pull Its the only graft of its kind m the world
111 put you wise You remember the tophner
n the old copy books— Honesty 1s the best
policy Thatsit Im the only honest man in
this republic  The government knows 1t the
people know 1t the boodlers know 1t the foreign
mvestors know 1t I mahe the government keep
its faith  If & man s promised a Job he gets 1t

15
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1f cutside capital buys s concesston they get the
goods I run a monopoly of square dealing here
Theres no competiion  If Colonel Thogenes
were to flash his Iantern m this preanct he d have
my address mside of two mnutes There1sn t ig
money n 1t but 1t s 8 sure thing and lets a man
sleep of mghts
Thus Homer P Mellinger made oration to

me and Henry Horsecollar i Sore toe han
garoo  And later he divested mumself of this
remarh

Boys Im to hold a sowrée this evening with
s gang of leading eiizens and I want your as
sistance  You bring the musical corn sheller and
guwve the affair the outside appearance of a fune
tion  There s important business on hand but
st mustn ¢ show T can talk ta you peaple Lve
been pamed for years on account of not having
anybody to blow off and brag to I get home
sich sometimes and Id swap the entire per
quisites of office for jJust one hour to have a stem
and a caviare sandwich somewhere on Thirty
fourth Street and stand and watch the street cars
go by and smell the peanut roaster at otd
Guuseppe s frnt stand

Yes smd I theres fine caviore at Bdly
Renfrow s cafe comner of Thirty fourth and—

God knows it nterrupts Melhinger and if
you d told me you hnew Billy Renfrow I d have
wnvented tons of ways of making you happy
Billy was my side lucher in New York  Lhat

16
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1s 2 man who never knew what crooked was.
Jlere I am worling Honesty for a graft but
that man loses money on it Carrambos! I get
sick at times of this country Everything s rot
ten Trom the Executive down to the coffee
pickers they re plotting to down each other and
shin their friends  If a mule driver takes off huis
hat to an official that man figures it out that hes
a popular idol and sets his pegs to stir up a revo
Iution and upset the admimstraton Its one
of my lttle chores as private secretary to smell
out these revolutions and affix the kibosh before
they break out and scratch the pamt off the gov
ernment property Thats why I m down here
now i this mildewed coast town The Gover
nor of the district and his crew are plotting to
upnise  Ive got every one of their names and
they re mvited to hsten to the phonograph to
mght comphments of H P M That s the way
111 get them 1n & bunch and things are on the
programme to happen to them

We three were sitting at table 1n the cantina
of the Purified Samnts Mellinger poured out
wine and was loohing some worried I was
thinking
' They re a sharp crowd hesays kind of fret
ful They re capitalized by a foreign syndicate
after rubber and they re loaded to the muzzle
for bibng Im sick goes on Mellinger of
comic opera I want to smell East River and
wear suspenders agam At tunes I feel like

17
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throwmng up my job but Im d—n fool enough
to be sort of proud of 1t  There s Mellinger
they say here Por Dios! you cant touch m
with a milbion 1 d ke to take that record back
and show 1t to Billy Renfrow some day and that
tightens my grip whenever I see a fat thing that
1 could corral Just by winking one eye—and los
mg my graft By ——! they can t monkey with
me They know it What money I get I make
honest and spend 1t Some day 111 make a pile
and go back and eat caviare with Billy To
night I1l show you how to handle & bunch of
corruptionists 111 show them what Mellinger
private secretary means when you spell 1t with
the cotton and tissue paper off

Mellinger appears shaky and breaks s
glass agamst the neck of the bottle

I says to myself White man 1f I m not ms
taken there s been a bait 1a1d out where the tail
of your eye could see it

That mght according to arrangements me
and Henry took the phonograph to a room m a

dobe house m a dirty side street where the

grass was knee igh  Twas a long room lighted
with smoky ol lamps There was plenty of
chairs and a2 table at the back end We set the
phonograph on the table Mellinger was there
walking up and down disturbed 1n his predica
ments He chewed cigars and spat em out end
he bit the thumb nail of s left hand

By and by the mvitations to the musteale
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came shding m by pars and threes and spade
flushes Their color was of & diversity running
from = three days smohed meerschaum to a pa
tent leather polish They were as polite as wax
being devastated with enjoyments to give Senor
Mellinger the good evemngs I understood
theirr Spamish talk—T ran a pumping engine two
years n & Mewican silver mine and had 1t pat—
but I never let on

Maybe fifty of em had come and was seated
when 1n shd the hing bee the Governor of the
district  Mellinger met Jum at the door and
escorted lum to the grand stand When I saw
that Latin man I knew that Mellinger private
secretary had all the dances on his card taken
That was a big squashy man the color of a rub
ber overshoe and he had an eye like a head
watter s

Mellinger explamned fluent in the Castilian
wdioms that his soul was disconcerted with joy
at introducing to his respected friends America s
greatest nvention the wonder of the age Henry
got the cue and run on en elegant brass band
record and the festinities became mhated The
Governor man had a hit of Enghsh under his
hat and when the music was chohed off he says

Ver r ree fine Grrrrracias the Amen

can gentleemen the so esplendeed moosic as to
playee

The table was a long one and Henry and me
sat at the end of 1t next the wall The Governor

18
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sat at the other end Fomer P Mellnger stood
at the ade of 1t I was Just wondering how Mel
linger was gomg to handle his crond when the
home talent suddenly opened the services
That Governor man was suitable for uprs
ings and poheies 1 judge he was a ready hind
of man who took lus own time  Yes he was full
of attentions and immediateness He leaned lus
hands on the table and imposed hus face toward
the secretary man
Do the American Sefiors understand Span
1sh? he ashs 1o his native accents
They do not says Mellnger
Then listen goes on the Latin man
prompt  The musics are of sufficient prettiness
but not of necessity Let us speak of busmess
I well know why we are here since I observe my
compatriots You had & whsper yesterday
Senor Mellinger of our proposals To mght we
will speak out We Lnow that you stand 1n the
President s favor and we know your mnfluence
The government will be changed We know the
worth of your services We esteem your friend
ship and md so much that —Mellinger rases his
hand but the Governor man bottles lm up
Do not speak until I have done
The Governor man then draws a package
wrapped 1n paper from s pocket and lays 1t
on the table by Mellinger s hand
In that you will find one hundred thousand
dollars 1 money of your country You can do
20
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nothing agamnst us but you can be worth that for
us  Go back to the capital and obey our mstruc
tions Tale that money now We trust you
You will find with 1t 2 paper mving n detail the
work you will be expected to do for us Do not
have the unwiseness to refuse

The Governor man paused with his eyes
fixed on Mellinger full of expressions and ob
servances I looked at Mellinger and was glad
Billy Renfrow couldn t see im then The sweat
was popping out on Iis forehead and he stood
dumb tappmng the little pachage with the ends
of his fingers The Colorado maduro gang was
after s graft He had only to change his pol
ities and stuff six figures in his inside pocket

Henry whispers to me and wants the pause
m the programme interpreted I whisper back
H P 15 up agamnst a bribe senators size and
the coons have got im going I saw Mellinger s
hand moving closer to the package He s weak
ening I whispered to Henry Well remind
him says Henry of the peanut roaster on
Thirty fourth Street New York

Henry stooped and got a record from the
basketful wed brought shd it in the phono
graph and started her off It was a cornet solo
very neat and beautiful and the name of 1t was
Home Sweet Home Not one of them fifty
odd men 1n the room moved while 1t was playing
and the Governor man kept his eyes steady on
Mellinger I saw Mellinger s head go up hitl~

21
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by Little and hus hand came creepng away from
the pachage Not until the last note sounded
&d amybody stir  And then Homer P Mel
linger takes up the bundle of hoodle and slams
1t m the Governor man s face
Thats my answer says Melinger prvate
secretary and there 11 be another 1n the mormng
1 have proofs of conspiracy agamnst every man
of you The show 1s over gentlemen
There s one more act puts 1 the Governor

man  You are a servant I beheve employed
by the President to copy letters and answer raps
at the door ¥ am Governor here Sefiors I
call upon you m the name of the cause to seize
this man

That brndled gang of conspirators shoved
back therr chairs and advanced i foree I could
see where Mellinger had made 2 mstahe m mass
ing hus enemy so as to make & grand stand play
T think he made another one too but we can pass
that Mellinger s 1dea of a graft and mne beng
fferent according to estunations and pomts of
view

There was only one window and door in that
room and they were in the front end ¥ere was
fifty odd Latin men commg o bunch to ob
struct the legislation of Melinger You may
say there were three of us for me and Henry
sunultancous declared New York City and the
Cherohee Nation m sympathy with the wesker
party

29
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Then 1t was that Henry Horsecollar rose to o
pomnt of disorder and mtervened showmng ad
murable the advantages of education as apphed
to the American Indians natural imtellect and
natnve refinement He stood up and smoothed
back lus hair on each side with lus hands as you
have seen hittle girls do when they play

Get behind me both of you says Henry
What 1s 1t to be? I asked
Im gomg to buch centre says Henry m
his football :dioms There 1sn t a tachle n the lot
of them XKeep close behind me and rush the
me

That cultured Red Man exhaled an arrange
ment of sounds with ns mouth that caused the
Latin aggregation to pause with thoughtfulness
and hesitations  The matter of lus proclamation
seemed to be a co operation of the Cherokee col
lege yell with the Carhsle war whoop He went
at the chocolate team Iike the flip of a Iittle boy s
mgger shooter His nght elbow laid out the
Governor man on the gndiron and he made a
Iane the length of the crowd that 2 woman could
have carried a step ladder through without strik
g anything All me and Mellinger had to do
was to follow

In five minutes we were out of that street and
at the mulitary headquarters where Mellinger
had things lus own way

The next day Mellinger takes me and Henry
to one side ard begins to shed tens and twenties =

28
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T want to buy that phonograph hesays 1
liked that last tune 1t played Now you boys
better go back home for they Il give you trouble
here before I get the screws put on em  If you
happen to ever see Billy Renfrow agam tell him
I'm coming bach to New Yorh as soon as I can
make o stake—honest

This 1s more money says I than the me
chine 18 worth

Tis government expense money  5ays
Melinger and the governments getting the
tune grinder cheap

Henry and T knew that pretty well but we
never let Homer P Mellinger know that we had
seen how near he came to losing his graft

‘We lmd low until the day the steamer came
back  When we saw the captains boat on the
beach me and Henry went down and stood m
the edge of the water The captam grmned
when he saw us

I told you yjoud be waiting he sa

Where s the Hamburger machine? & ys

It stays behind I says to play Home
Sweet Home ? e

I told you so
Climb 1 the boat

And that sumd Kirksy 1s the way me and

Henry Horsecollar introduced the phonograph

m that Latim country along about the vicmty of
South Amenca

says the captamn agam
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BROTHER RABBIT S CRADLE
DY JOEL CHANDLER HARRIS

WISH youd tell me what you tote a
hanhcher fer remarked Uncle Remus
after he had reflected over the matter a
httle while
Why to Lkeep my mouth clean answered the
Lttle boy Uncle Remus looked at the lad and
shook lis head doubtfully  Uh uh!” he ex
clamed  You can t fool folks when dey git ez
ol ez what T13 I been watchin you now mo
days dan I Lin count an I amnt never see yo
mouf dirty nuff fer ter be wiped wid a hanhcher
Its allers clean—too clean fer ter swmt me
Dars yo pa now when he wuz a httle chap hike
you his mouf useter git duty in de mornin an
stay dirty plum twel mght Dey want sca cely
a day dat he didnt look like he been playm
wid de pigs 1n de stable Iot  Ef he yever 1s tote
a hankcher he amnt never show 1t ter me
He carnes one now remarked the hittle boy
with something like a trumphantlook on hisface
Tooby sho  said Uncle Remus tooby sho
he do He start ter totin one when he tuch an
tuck 2 noton fer ter go & courtin It had s
name mn one cornder an he useter sprinkle 1t
wid stuff outn a pepper sauce bottle It sho
B permisscn £ A Clure Philip & Ca

27
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wuzranh dat stuff wuz 1t smell so sweet 1t make
you fergit whar you hve at I take notice dat
you amt got none on yone
No mother says that cologne or any kind of
perfumery on your handherchief makes you com
mon
Uncle Remus leaned his head bach closed lus
eyes and permiited a hearirending groan to
1ssue from hus hips  The httle boy showed enough
anxsety to ash lim what the matter was ~ Noth
m much honey X wuz des trymn fer ter count
how many diffunt hinder people dey 15 1 dis big
worl sn fo ¥ got mo dan half done wid my
countin a pam struck me i my m an
had ter hrenlli off i
I know what you wmesn sad the cluld
You think mother 1s queer grandmother thinhs
50 too
How come you to be so wise honey? Uncle
Remus mquired openmg lus eyes wide with as
torshment
X know by the way you talk and by the way
grandmother looks sometimes answered the
httle boy
Uncle Remus said nothing for some time
When he did speah it was to lead the httle boy
1o beheve that he had been all the time engaged
m thinking about something else  Tallin er
dirty folks he smd  you oughter seed yo pa
when he wuz a hittle bit er chap  Dey wuz long
days when you couldn t tell ef he wuz black er
28
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white he wuz dat dirty e d come outn de big
house 1n de mornin ez clean ez & new pin an
fo ten er clock you couldnt tell what kinder
clof Ius cloze wuz made outn Manys de day
when Ive seed ol Miss—dats yo great gran
mammy—comb nuff trash out n s head fer ter
fill a bashet

The httle boy laughed at the prcture that
Uncle Remus drew of his father Hes very
clean now said the lad loyally

Maybe he 1s an maybe he amt remarked
Uncle Remus suggestng a doubt Dats
needer here ner dar  Is he any better off clean
dan what he wuz when you couldn t put yo hans
on 1m widout havin ter go an wash um? Yo
gran mammy useter call 1 2 pig an clean ea
he may be now I {ahe notice dat he makes mo
complaint er headache an de heartburn dan what
he done when he wuz runnm roun here half
naked an full er mud T hear tell dat some
nights he can t git no sleep but when he wuz It
tle ike you—no suh 11l not say dat behaze he
wuz higger dan what you 1s fum de time he kin
toddle roun widout nobody hepm hm but
when he wuz ol ez you an twice ez ig dey ant
parry mght dat he can t sleep—an not only all
night but half de day ef deyd 2 let mm Ef
dey d let you run roun here like he done an git
dirty youd gt big an strong fo you know 1t
Dey am t nothm mo wholesomer dan & peck er
two er clean dirt on a Iittle chap like you
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There 15 no telling what comment the chuld
would haxe made on this sincere tribute to clean
dirt for hus attention was suddenly attracted to
somethmg that was gradually taking shape mn
the hands of Uncle Remus At first 1t seemed
to be hardly worthy of notice for it had been only
o thin piece of board  But now the one piece had
become four preces two long and two short and
under the deft manipulations of Uncle Remus it
so0n assumed a boxlihe shape

The old man had reached the pomt m hs work
where silence was necessary to enable hum to do it
full justice As he ftteq the thin boards to
gether a whisthing sound 1ssued from Ius hips as
though he were letting off steam but the singu
lar noise was due to the fact that he was com
Pletely absorbed i s worl, He continued to
fit and tnm and tnm and fit until finally the
hittle boy could no langer restram is curiosity

Uncle Remus what are you making? he asked

plamtn ely

Larroes fer ter Lech meddlers  was the
prompt and blunt reply

Well what are larrces to catch meddlers?
the child msisted

Nothin much an sumpn mo  Ihcky,
Dicky Walit a chicky an fred o quichy n de
oven hke a sloven Den ter s daddy s Sunday
bat he tuek n hutched de ol black cat Now
what you rechon make him do dat? If you
cant tell me word fer word an spelin fer
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spelin well go out an come in an tale &
walk
He rose grunting as he did so thus paying an
unntentional tribute to the efficacy of age as the
partner of rheumatic aches and stff jomts
You hear me gruntm  he remarhed— well
dats bekaze I aint de chicky fred by Dicky
which he et nuff fer ter mahe 1m sicky As
he went out the child took his hand ard went
trotting along by his side thus affording an in
teresting study for those who concern themselves
with the extremes of hfe Hand m hand the two
went out into the fields and thence into the great
woods where Uncle Remus after searching
about for some time carefully deposited his ob
long box remarking Ef I don t make no ms
takes dis amt so mughty fur fum de place whar
de creeturs has der playgroun an dey amt no
telin but what one un um Il creep m dar when
deyer playin lndin an ef he do hell sho be
our meat
Oh 1ts 2 trap! evclaimed the httle boy s
face ighting up with enthusiasm
An dey want nobody here fer ter tell you
Uncle Remus declared astomshment mn lus tone
Well ef dat don t bang my time I amn t no free
mgger Now ef dat had a been yo pa at de
same age Id a had ter tell 1m fortvIlevm
times an den he wouldnt a bheved me twel
he see sump n 1 dar trymn fer ter git out  Den
hed say it wuz a trap but not befo X amt
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blamin 1m Uncle Remus went on  haze taint
evey chap dat Lin tell a trap tune he see 1t an
mo dan dat traps don allers shetch what dey er
sot fer

He paused looked all around and up mn the
sky where fleecy clouds were floating lazly
along and i the tops of the trees where the
foliage was swaying gently in the breeze Then
he Jooked at the httle boy Tf I amt gone an’
gotlos hesaid we amn t so mighty fur fum de
place whar Mr Man once pon a time—not yo
time ner y1t my time but some time—tuch n sot
a trap for Brer Rabbit In dem days dey hadnt
larnt how ter be kyarpenters an dish yer trap
what Im tellin you bout wuz 2 great big con
traption  Big ez Brer Rabbit wuz 1t wuz lots
too big fer um

Now whiles Mr Man wuz fixin up dis trap
Mr Rabbit want so omghty fur off He hear
de saw—er rash! er rashl—an he hear de ham
mer—bang bang bang!—an he ax lsse f what
all dis racket wuz bout He see Mr Man come
outn his yard totn sumpn an he got furder
off he see Mr Man comun todes de bushes an
he tuck ter de woods he see 1m comun todes de
woods an he tuck ter de bushes Mr Man tote
de trap so fur an no furder He put 1t down
he did an Brer Rabbit watch 1 he put mn de
bait an Brer Rabbit watch 1m he fix de trigger
an stll Brer Rabbit watech 1m Mr Man look
at de trap an 1t satchifv hm  He Jook at 1t an
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Jaugh an when he do dat Brer Rabbit wunk
nn; eye an wiggle lus mustache an chaw his
cul

An dat ant all he do needer He sot out
m de bushes he did an study how ter git some
game mn de trap He study so hard an he got
so errytated dat he thumped his behime foot on
de groun twel 1t soun like a cow dancmn out dar
m de bushes but twan t no cow ner yit no ealf—
twuz des Brer Rabbit studymn  Atter so long
a tume he put out down de road todes dat part er
de country whar mos er de creeturs Live at
Evey time he hear a fuss hed dodge n de
bushes Laze he wanter see who commn  He kLeep
on an he keep on an bimeby he hear ol Brer
‘Wolf trottn down de road

It so happen dat Brer Wolf wuz de vey
one what Brer Rabbit wanter see Dey wuz
perhit ter one aner but dey want no frienly
feelm twix um Well here come ol Brer
Wolf hongrier dan a chicken hawk on a frosty
mornin an ez he come up he see Brer Rabbit
set by de side er de road lookin like he done lose
all his famuly an lus friends terboot

Dey pass de tune er day an den Brer Wolf
Linder grmn an say Laws a massy Brer Rab
bit! what a1l you? You look like you done had a
spell er fever an ague what de trouble? Trou
ble Brer Wolf? You am t never see no trouble
twel you git whar Im at  Maybe you wouldn t
mn it ke I does kaze I amnt usen ter 1t But
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¥ boun you done seed me hght minded fer de
las tme Im done—Im plum wo out sez
Brer Rabbit sezee Dis make Brer Wolf open
Ius eyes wide  He say Dis de fus time I ever
15 here you talk dat 2 way Brer Rabbit take yo
time an tell me boutit I amnthad my brekkus
it but dat dont make no diffunce long €
youer in trouble Il he p you out ef I kan an
mo dan dat Il put some heart n de work
‘When he say dis he grin an show his tushes an
Brer Rabbit hinder edge way fum 1m He say
Tell me de trouble Brer Rabbit an Ili do my
level bes fer ter he p you out

Wid dat Brer Rabhit low dat Mr Man
done been had 1m hired fer ter take heer er s
truck patch an keep out de minks de mush rats
an de weasels Ke say dat he done so well
settin up might atter mght when he des might
ez well been m bed dat Mr Man prommus 1m
sumpn extry sides de mess er greens what he
gun mmevey day Atter so long a hime he say
Mr Man low dat he gwineter make 1m a pres
ent uv 2 eradle so he hin rock de Little Rabs ter
sleep when dey cry  So smd so done he say
Mr Mon moke de cradle an tell Brer Rabbit he
Lun take 1t home wid 1m

He start out wadat he say but 1t got so heavy
he hatter set 1t down 1n de woods an dats de
reason why Brer Wolf seed im settin down by
de side er de road lookin like he 1n deep trouble
Brer Wolf sot down he did an study sn hime-
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by he say he d lihe mghty well fer ter have a
cradle fer his chillun long ez cradles wuz de
style Brer Rabbit say dey been de style fer de
longest an ez fer Brer Wolf wantin one he
say he kin have de one what Mr Man make fer
hin Laze 1t s Jots too big fer his chillun ~ You
know how folhs1s sez Brer Rabbit sezee Dey
try ter do what dey dunner how ter do an dars
der house bigger dan a barn an dars de fence
wid mo holes mn 1t dan what dey 15 1n a same an
Laze dey have great big chillun dey got de 1dee
dat eve y cradle what dey male mus fit der own
chillun  An dats how come I cant tote de
cradle what Mr Man make fer me mo dan ten
steps at a time
Brer Wolf ax Brer Rabbit what he gwineter
do fer a cradle an Brer Rabbit Jow he kin man
age fer ter git long wid de ol one twel he kin
suade Mr Man ter make 1m aner one an he
don t spech dat Il be so mighty hard ter do Brer
Wolf can t he p but b lieve dey s some trick mnat
an he say he aint see de ol cradle when las he
wuz at Brer Rabbit house 'Wid dat Brer Rab
bit bust out laughin  He say Dats been so
long bach Brer Wolf dat I done fergit all
bout 1t sides dat ef dey wuz a cradle dar I
boun you my ol oman got better sense dan ter
set de cradle in der parler whar comp ny comes
an he laugh so loud an long dat he make Brer
Wolf night shame er himse f
He low ol Brer Wolf did Come on Brer
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Rablit an show me whar de cradle 1s Ef it s
too big fer yo chillun 1t 1l des bout fit mmne
An so off dey ent ter whar Mr Man done sot
his trap  Twant so mighty long fo dey got
whar dey wuz gwine an Brer Rablnt say Brer
Wolf dar yo cradle an may it do you mo
good dan 1t s yever done me) Brer Wolf walk
ail roun de trap an look at it ke twuz live
Brer Rabbit thump one er his belume foots on de
groun an Brer Wolf jump hihe some un done
shot & gun nght at m  Dis make Brer Rabbit
laugh twel he can t Jaughnomo  Brer Wolf he
say he Linder nervous bout dat time er de year
an de leas Dittle bit er nowell male 1m Jump
He ax how he gwmeter gt any purchis on de
cradle an Brer Rabbit say he ll hatter gt inside
an walh wad 1t on hus back haze dat de w ay he
done done

Brer Wolf ax what all dem contraptions on
densdess an Brer Rablut spon dat dey er de
rochers an dey am t no needs fer ter be sheer d
un um haze dey ant nothn but plan wood
Brer Wolf say he amt zactly sheerd but be
done got ter de p mt whar he Lnow dat you bet
ter look fo you yump Brer Rabbit fow dat ef
dey s any Jumpin fer ter be done he de one ter
do it an he talk like he done fermt what dey
come fer Brer Wolf he fool an fumble roun
but bimeby he walk i de cradle sprung de
tngger an dar he wuzl Brer Rabbit he holler
out Come on Brer Wolf deg hump yosef an
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Il be wid you But try ez he will an grunt ez
he may Brer Wolf can t budge dat trap DBimme-
by Brer Rabbit git tired er waitin  an he say
dat ef Brer Wolf ant gwineter come on hes
gwine home. He low dat a frien what say he
gwineter he pyou an den gon a cradle an drap
off ter sleep dats all he wanter hknow bout um

an wid dat he made fer de bushes an he want
a mmmt too soon kaze here come Mr Man ter
see ef hus trap had been sprung He look an she
nuff 1t uz sprung an dey wuz sumpn i dar

Laze he hear 1t rusthn an kckin ter git out

‘Mr Man look thoo de crach an he see Brer

‘Wolf which he wuz so skeer d twel hus eye look
right green Mr Mansay Ahal!llgotyou 1sI?
Brer Wolf say Who? Mr Man laugh twel he
cant scacely talk an still Brer Wolf say

Who? Who you think you got? Mr Man low

I dont think I knows Youer ol Brer Rabbit

dat s who youis Brer Wolf say Turn me outer
here an Il show you who Xis Mr Man laugh
fit ter knll He low You neenter change yo

voice Id know you ef I met you mn de darh

Youer Brer Rabbit dats who you 15 Brer
‘Wolf say I amntnot datswhat Im not!

Mr Man look thoo de crach ag’m an he see

de short years He low You done cut off 3o

long years but stdl I knows you Oh yes! an

you done sharpen yo mouf an put smut on it—
but you can t fool me Brer Wolf say Nobody
amnt tryin fer ter fool you Look at my fine
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long bushy tal  Mr Man low You done tied
aner tal on belime you but you cant fool me
Oh no Brer Rabbit! You can t fool me Brer
Wolf say  Laok ot de har on my bach do dat
Jook hke Brer Rablut? Ay Man Jow You done
wallered 1n red san  but you can t fool me
Brer Wolf say Look at my long black legs
do dey look Iike Brer Robhyt? Mr Men low
You kin pul aner yint in yo legs an you un
smut um but you ean t fool me Brer Wolf say,
Look at my tushes does dey look Iike Brer Rab
bit? Mr Man Jow, You done got new toofies
ut you cant fool me  Brer Wolf say, ‘Laok at
my httle eyes does dey Jook Iike Brer Rabhit?*
Mr Man Jow, Youlun squnchyo eye balls but
you cant fool me Brer Rabbit Brer Wolf
squallout I am tnot Brep Rabbit an yo better
turn me out er dis place so T Lin tale hde an
har off n Brer Rabbst Mr Man say Ef bofe
hide an har wuzoff 14 know you Laze tamt

2big boo boo an dat s bout all I know

Dhd the man really truly think Brother Wolf
was Brother Rabhyt? asked the little boy

When 3ou pm me down dat a way * re
sponded Uncle Remus Im bleeze ter tell you
dat L amn t too certarn an sho bout dat De 1ale
come down fum my great gran daddy ¢ great
grandaddy it come on down ter my daddy an
des ez he gun 1 ter me I done gun 1t ter you
8R
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AFTER THE BATTLE
I} JOSEPH A ALTSHELER

HE falling dusk quenched the fury of
the battle 'The cannon glimmered but
feebly on the dim honzon like the sput

ter of a dying fire The shouts of combatants
were unheard and Dave Joyee concluded that
the fighting was over for that day at least In
his soul be was glad of 1t

Pardner he said to the wounded man the
battle has passed on an left us here like a canoce
stuck on a sand bank I think the fightin 1s over
but if 1t 21n t we re out of 1t anyhow an Idont
know any law why we shouldn t make ourselves
as comf table as things will allow

If theres anythn done said the wounded
man youll have to do 1t for I cant walk, an,
I can t move except when there s a bush for me
to grab bold of and pull myself along by

That s mighty bad sard Joyce sympathets
cally  Where did you say that bullet took
you?

I got 1t mn my right leg here the other re
plied ar X think 1t brohe the bone Least
ways the leg 2 t any more use to me than if 1t
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was dead though 1t hurts like tarnation some
tmes I guess itll be weeks before I walk
again

Maybe I could do somethmn for you sad
Joyce 1f there was a hittle more hight I guess
Il take o looh anyhow 1 havent been two
years n the army not to hnow anythin sbout
bullet wounds

He bent down and with his pocket kmfe cut

away a pateh of the faded blue cloth from the
wonnded man s leg

I guess 1d better not fool with that he
said looking cratically at the wound  The bul
lets gone all the way throngh but the bloods
clotted up so thich over the places that the
bleedin has stopped  You won t die af yon don t
move too much an start that wound to bleedin
agam

Thats consohn  sad the wounded man

but smce I cant move I dont know whats to

become of me but to lay here on the field an die
anyway

Dont you fret smd J oyce cheerfully Il
take care of you Youre I'ed and I m Confed
but yourehurt an T amt an if the case was the
other way 1d expect you to do as much for me
Besides Ivelost my regiment m the shuffle and
the chanees are 1f T tried to find 1t sgmn to mght
1d run nght amnto the muddle of the Yankee
army and that would mean Camp Chase for
your humble servant which 1s 2 bunk he amt
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covehin very bad just now So I guess 1t'll be
the safe as well as the right thing for me to do
to stich by you Jerusalem! Iisten to that! Just
hear them crichets chirpin will you!

There was a blaze of light i the west fol
lowed by a crash which seemed to roll around
the horizon and set all the trees of the forest to
trembling 'When the echoes were lost beyond
the hills the silence became heavy and porten
tous The might was hot and sticky and the
powdery vapor that still hung over the field
crept mto Joyces throat and made hum cough
for breath

Thunderation! he said at length shll look
ing 1n the direction m which the light had blazed
up I guess at least a dozen of the big cannon
must have been fired at once then Cant some
fellows get enough fightin 1 the daytime with
out pluggin away mn the might time too? Now
I come of fightin stoch myself—Im from Ken
tucky—but twelve hours out of the twenty four
always peared to me to be enough for that sort
of thing Besides its so mnfernal hot to-mght
too

It was hotter than this for me 2 while ago
said the wounded man

So 1t was so it was said Joyce apologet
cally an X mustnt forget you either Let em
fight over there if they want to an 1f they re big
enough fools to spile 2 mght that way when they
mght be restin = What you need just now 13
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water I thmnk theres a spring runmin out of
the side of that il there If you Il hsten youll
hear 1t tricklin away so cool and refreshin Iike
T guess it was trichlin that same way just as
caim an peaceful as Sunday mormn, while the
battle was gom on round here Don t you feel as
if & little water would help you mughtly pard

ner?

Twould so said the wounded man Im
burmin up mside an of you d get me & ig drink
of 1t T d think you were mighty nigh good enough
to be one of the tnelve apostles

It s easy enough for me to do it smid Jayee
111 be back in 2 mmute
He took off kus big slouch hat and walked to-
ward the source of the tricklng sound From
beneath an overhangmg rock mn the side of the
Tl near by a tiny stream of water flowed  After
& fall of five feet 1t plunged into a litle basmn
which 1t had hallowed out for itself i the rack
and formed a deep and cool hittle pool Around
the edge of the pool the tender green grass grew
The overflow from it wandered away mn a httle
rul through the woods
Thunder but amt this purty? exclaimed
Joyce forgetting that the wounded man was out
of hearing It just hke our springhouse back
in old Kentuch I ve put out butter crocks an
mulk buchets a hundred tumes to cool m our pool
when I was 2 boy Wish I had some of thems
ungs nowl
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The stirnng of pesceful memories caused
Joyce to Iinger a hittle 1n forgetfulness of the
wounded man It was cool in the shadow of the
il and the gay Iittle stream tinkled merrily mn
s ears He would have liked to remam there
but he pulled mmself together with an impatient
Jerk filled the crown of his hat with the hmpid
water and started bach to the rehef of the
wounded man

He followed the channel of the stream for a
Iittle way and as he turned to step across it he
noticed the mereasing depth of its waters

It s dammed up he muttered X wonder
what s done that

Then he started bach shuddening and spilled
half the water from his hat for he had almost
stepped on the body of & man that had fallen
across the channel of the poor hitle rivulet
cheching the flow of 1ts waters and deepening the
stream

The body lay face downward and Joyee could
not see the wound that had caused death But
as he stooped down he saw agam the broad red
flash 1n the west and heard the heavy crash of
the cannon

Wil them cannon always be hungry? he
muttered  But I guess I must give this poor
little stream which amnt done no harm to any
body the right of way agam

He stooped and pulled the body to one side
With a thankful rush and gurgle the waters of
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The stirrmg of peaceful memornes caused
Joyee to linger a hitle m forgetfulness of the
wounded man It was cool in the shadow of the
hill and the gay little stream tinkled mernly n
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but he pulled himself together with an impatient
Jerk filled the crown of his hat with the hmpid
water and started back to the rehef of the
wounded man

He followed the channel of the stream for 2
Iittle way and as he turned to step across it he
noticed the mcreasing depth of its waters

Its dammed up he muttered I wonder
what s done that

Then he started back shuddermg and spilled
half the water from lis hat for he had almost
stepped on the body of 2 man that had fallen
across the channel of the poor Uttle mivulet
checking the flow of its waters and deepening the
stream

The body lay face downward and Joyce could
not see the wound that had caused death But
as he stooped down he saw agamn the broad red
flash 1n the west and heard the heavy crash of
the cannon

Will them cannon always be hungry? he
muttered  But I guess I must give this poor
Iittle stream which amn t done no harm to any
body the night of way agamn

He stooped and pulled the body to one side
‘With a thankful rush and gurgle the waters of
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the recent pool sped on in their natural channel
and Joyee returned to the fountamn head to fill
lus hat agam
He found the wounded man waitmg with pa

tience

I was gone longer than T ought to have been
Did you thinh X had left you pardner? asked
Joyce

No smd the man I dudnt believe youd
play that kind of a trick on me

An soLhavent smd Joyee an for your
fuith 1 me Ive brought you a hatful of the
vicest an freshest an coolest water you ever put
your kips to i all your born days  Raise your
head up there an drnk

The wounded man drank and drank and then

when the hat was emptied he laid hus head back
mn the grass and sighed as if he were mn heaven

I must say that you pear to like water pard
ner  smd Joyce

Loke st? said the wounded man  Wait till
you ve been wounded an then you Il know what
135 to want water Why till you brought 1t T
felt as 1f my mside was full of hot coals an 1d
burn afl up of T dudnt get something mighty
quick to put the fire out

Then I rechon I ve stopped a whole confla
gration  sud Joyee an with naghty hitle
trouble to myself too But I don t wonder that
you get thirsty on a might Iike this  Thundera
tion but am t 1t clammy!
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He sat down on a fallen tree and drew hs
coat sleeve across s brosw  Then he held up
the sleeve 1t was wet with sweat There was no
wind The mght had brought no coolness The
thick and heavy atmosphere hung close to the
earth and coiled around and embraced every
thing Through 1t came the famnt gunpowdery
vapor that crept mto the throats and nostrils of
the two men

I wish T was at home sleepin on the hall
floor said Joyce Il bet 1t would be cool
there

The wounded man made no answer but turned
s face up to the sky and drew in great mouth
fuls of the warm air

Them tarnation fools over yonder pear to
have their dander up yet, said Joye- pomting
to the west where the alternate flashing and
rumbling showed that the battle still lingered

I thought the battle was over long ago but I
guess it amt X ve knowed some all fired fools
m my time but the fellows that would Leep on
fightin on a hot rght like this must be the all
firedest

Then the two lay quite still for a while watch
mg the uneasy nising and falling of the mght
battle Had they not known so much of war
they mught have persuaded themselves that the
flashes they saw were flashes of heat lightnung
and the rumbling but the rumbling of
thunder But they knew better They knew
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@t was men and not the elements that
fought

1t s mighty cunous sad Joyce how the
sand s all gone out of me for the time To-day
1 felt as 1f I could whip the whole Yanhee army
all by myself Tomght I dont want to fight
anythin  Im as peaceful m temper as & httle
lamb friskin about 1 our old field at home I
hape that there fightin wont come our way at
least not to night How are you feeln pard
ner?

Pretty well for a wounded man  rephed the
other but I d like to have same more water

Then Im the man to get it for you sad
Joyce springing up  An Im pgomn to see if I
cant get somethn to eat too for my mnards
are crym cupboard mighty loud Theres dead
men layin aroun here an there may be some
thin m their haversachs I hate to rob the dead
l(;ut if they ve got grub we need 1t more n they

o
He returned with ancther hatful of water

which the wounded man drank eagerly grate
fully Then he went bach and searched mn the
grass and bushes for the fallen Presently he
came mn great glee and triumphantly held vp
two haversachs

Lack pardner! he exclamned Great Juckf
Bully Juck! One of these I got off a dead Fed
and tother off 2 dead Confed and both must
have been boss foragers for m one haversach
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there s a roast chichen an m t other there s half
abided ham an 1 both there s plenty of bread.
T havent had such luch before in six months
Youre a Yank pardner and a Northerner an
maybe you don t know much about the vamties
of roast chicken an cold biled ham But its
time you did know I ve come from the field at
home when I d been plown all day an my ap
petite was as sharp as a razor an as big as our
barn  Id put up old Pete our black mule that
T d been plowin with an feed hun then Id go
to the house an kinder loosen my waist ban an
mother would say to me Come m the hutchen
Dave your supper s ready for you Say pard
ner you ought to see me then There d be a pit
cher of cold buttermulk from the spring house
and one dish of roast chuchen an another of cold
ham an all for me too An say pardner I
can taste that ham now When vou eat one prece
you want another an then another an you Leep
on 4l there aint any left on the dish an then
you lean back i your charr an wish that when
you come to die youd feel as happy as you do
then Pardner I wish them times was back
agamn

I wish so too  said the wounded man

We cant have em back at least not now”
said Joyce cheerily ‘but we can make believe
an 1tIl be mughty good makle-believe too for
we ve got the ham an the chicken an we can get
cold water to take the place of cold milk, I
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guess you can use your avms all nght so you
can spread this ham an chicken out on the grass
an Ilisec:f I cant find a canteen to heep the
water m  Say pardner well have a banquet,
you an me thats what we ll have
The stalwart young fellow full of boyish de
light at the 1dea that the thought of home had
suggested to hun swung off mn search of the can
teen He found not one alone but two Then
he returned clanking them together to indicate
has success  As he came up he called out mn his
hearty voice
Pardner 1s the supper table ready? Have
you got the kmves an forhs? You needn t mmn
sbout the naphins I guess we can get along
without em just this once
All ready said the wounded man an I
guess I can heep you company at this ham an
chicker an bread for Im gettin a rmghty sharp
edge on my appetrte too
So much the better said Joyce  Theres
plenty for both an 1t wouldn t be good manners
for me to eat by myself
He sat down on the grass m front of the im
provised repast and placed one canteen beside
the wounded man and the other beside humself
Now pardner he smd well dunk to each
other s health an then we Il charge the ham an
clicken with more vim than either of us ever
charged a breastwork
They drank from the canteens and then they
&0
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made onslaught upon the provisions Joyce ate
for a while in deep and silent content forgetting
the heat and the battle winch still lowered in the
west DBut presently when his appetite was
dulled he remembered the cannonade
There they go aganl he sad  Boom!
Boom! Boom! Wont them fellows ever get
enough? T thought I was hungry but the can
non over there pear to be hungrier I suppose
there ain t men enough n all this country to stop
up their wron throats But bang awayl They
don t bother us do they pardner? They cant
spile this supper for all therr boomun an
flashin
The wounded man bowed assent and took an
other piece of the ham
Joyce leaned back on the grass held up a
chicken leg 1 is hand and looked contempla
twvely at 1t
Amt it funny pardner he said that you
a Tummy Yank an me a Johnny Reb are
sitin here eatm grub together as frendly as
two brothers when we ought to be kilin each
other? I don t know what Jeff Davis an old Abe
Lncoln will say about 1t when they hear of the
way you an me are dom
The wounded man laughed
You can say that I was your prisoner he
sard  when they summon you before the court-
martial  An so I am if you choose to make me
I cant resist.
Bl
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T'm thinkin more about gettn back safe to
our army than makin pnsoners said Joyce as
be flung the chicken bone now bare mto the
bushes

That may be hard to do  said the wounded
man for nether you nor me can tell which way
the armies will go  Lasten to that boomm !
Wasnt 1t louder than before? That fightn
must be movin Tound nearer to us

Let it move sad Joyce I tell you Ive
had enough of fightn for one day  That baitle
can take care of itself I won t let it bother me.
X don t want to shoot anybody

Is that the way you feel when you go mto
battle? asked the wounded man

I cant say exactly rephed Joyce Ot
course when I go out mn a charge with my regt
went I want to beat the other fellows but I dont
bate em no not abit I ve got nothin agamst
the Yanks I ve knowed some of em that was
mighty good fellows There amt any of em
that Twant tolall No Y11 take that back there
s one just one & bloody villam that I d like to
draw 3 bead on an send a bullet through tus
skullin body

Who 15 that? asked the wounded man 2n
why do you malke an exception of hun?

Joyce remamned slent for a moment or two
and drew a long blade of grass restlessly through
s fingers

It snot a plessant story he said at last an
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it hurts me now to tell 1t but I made you ash the
question an I guess X might as well tell you
cause I feel friendly toward you pardner bemn
as we are together in distress hke two Robinson
Crusoes so to speak

The wounded man settled himself in the grass
like one who 1s gomng to listen comfortably to a
story

Its just a yarn of the Kentuck hills sad

Joyce an a2 bad enough one too Were a
good sort of people up there but were hot
blooded an when we get into trouble as we
sometunes do hinfolks stan together I guess
you re from Mame or York State or somewhere
away up North an you cant understand us
But it s just as Isay Sometimes two men up m
our hills fight an one Lills the other Then the
dead man s brothers an sons if he s got any old
enough an cousms an soon take up their guns
an go huntin for the man that lilled m An
the livin man s brothers an sons an cousmns an
so on take up their guns an come out to help him
An there youve got your feud an theres no
telln how manjy years it ll run on an how many
people will get Llled in 1t —Thunderation but
wasn t them cannon loud that time! The battle
15 movin round toward us sure!

Joyce hstened a moment but heard nothing
more except the echoes

QOur family got into one of them feuds he
said It was the Joyces and the Ryders I
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Dave Joyce the son of Henry Joyce I don tres
member how the feud starfed about nothn
much I guess but 1t was a red hot one I can
tell you pardner It was fought fair for 2 long
time but at last Bill Ryder shot father from am
bush and killed lnm  Tather hadn t had much to
do with the feud either he didn t hhe that sort
of thing—didn ¢ think 1t was might I sard right
then that 1f I ever found the chance when I got
big enough 1 d Ll Ball Ryder

Did you get the chance? ashed the wounded
man

No  replied Joyce Country got too hot
for Ryder and he went away He came back
after a while an I was big enough to go gunnm
for him then but the war brohe ont an off he
went snto the Union army before I could get a
chance to draw & bead on nm X amn t heard of
him snce  Maybe hes been Lilled 1 battle
an his bones are bleachm somewhere 1n the
woods

Most Iikely  said the wounded man

There s no tellm  sand Joyee  Still some
day when were commn up against the Yonks
face to face I may see hin before me an then
I hold my gume steady an shoot straight at him
mstead of whoepin like mad an firmm lickety
spltt mto the crowd amm at nothin as X gener
ally do

Its 2 sad story very sad for you smd the
wounded map
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Yes sud Joyce  You dont have such
things as feuds up North do you?

No repled the other an were well off
without em Hark theres the cannon agamn!

Yes an they heep creepin round toward us
with therr mfernal rachet said Joyce Can
non love to chaw up people an then brag about
1t But if them fellows are bent on fightin all
mght I guess we Il have to give em room for it
What do you say to movin ? I ve eat all T want
an I guess you have too an we can take whats
left with us

Idontknow said the wounded man My
leg s pamnin me 2 good deal an the grass s soft
an long here where Imlaym It makes a good
bed an maybe I d better s ay where Y am

I think not said Joyce decidedly  That
might fight s still swingin down on us an if we
stay too long them cannonll feed on us too
We d better move pardner Let me take a look
at your wound Itsgettin highter an T can see
better now The moonsup an shes shmin for
all shes worth through ther1 trees Besides
them cannon flashes help Raise up your head
pardner an well take a look at your wound to
gether

I don t think you can do any good said the
wounded man It would be better not to dis
turb 1t

But we must be movin pardner said Joyce
a httle impatiently See the fights warmn
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up an 1ts still excepn down on us Seems to
me I can almost hear the tramp of the men an
the rollin of the cannon wheels J erusalem!
what a blaze that was! I say its ume for us {0
be gom If we stay here were likely to be
ground to death under the cannon wheels 1f e
amt shot first  Just let me get a grip under
vour shoulders pardner an 11l take you out of
this
The cannon flamed up sgamn and the deep
thunder filled all the mght
Listen how them old 1ron throats are growlin
an mutterin  smd Joyce an they re saymn s
time for us 1o be travehn
I believe sad the wounded man that 1
would rather stay where I am an tahe my
chances If I move I m afrmd I11 break open
my wound Besides I thinh youre mustaken
It seems to me that the fight s passm round to
the night of us
Passin to the right of usnothn sad Joyee
It s commg straight this way with no more Ie
spect for our feelm s than if you sn me Wwas 8
couple of field e
The wounded man made no answer
Do you think pardner ashed Joyce shight
offence showmg i s voiee  that the Yanhs
may come this way an pich you up an then you
won t be 2 prisoner? s that your game?
As his compamon made no answer Joyce col
mued
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You don t thml pardner that ¥ want to hold
you a prisoner do you? an you & wounded man
too that I piched up on the battle field and that
Ive eat and drank with? Why that ant my
style

He waited for an answer and as none came he
was seized with a sudden alarm

You aint dead pardner? he cmed Jeru
salem! what 1f he s died while I ve been standin
here talkin an wastin tumel

He bent over 1o take a look at the other s face
but the wounded man with a sudden and con
vulsive movement writhed away from him and
struch at lum with his open hand

Keep away! he ecmed Dont touch mel
Don t come near me! I wont have 1tl I wont
have 1t!

Thunderation pardner! exclaimed Joyce

what do you mean? T amt gom to harm you
T want to help you Then he added prtymgly

I guess hes got the fever an gone out of his
head So I1i take hum along whether he wants
to go or not

He bent over agamn seized the wounded man
by the shoulders and foraibly rased him up
At the same moment the cannonade burst out
afresh and with mcreased violence A blaze of
Iight plaved over the face of the wounded man
revealing and magnifying every feature every
line

Joyce uttered no exclamation but he dropped
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the man as 1f he had been & colmg serpent m his
hands and looked at lum an expression of hate
and loathing creeping over hus face

So hesmd at last ths is the way T have
found you?

The wounded man lay as he had fallen with
us face to the earth

Nowonder smd Joyce you wanted tokeep
your face Ind 1n the grass! No wonder you Inde
1t there now!

Oh DavelDave! exclaimed the man spring
ing to hus knees with sudden energy dont kill
me! Dont kll me Davel

Why shouldnt I Ll you? ashed Joyee
scornfully  What resson can you give why I
shouldn t do 1t?

There amt any  There amt any Oh I
know there amnt any  cried the wounded man
dButtl dont do it Dave! ¥or Christ s sake dont

o 1

You murderer! You sneakm ambushm
murderer! said Joyce  Its mght for you to
beg for your Iife an then not get 1t Hear them
cannon! Hear how they gronl an see the flash
from their throats! They d like to feed on you
but they wont That sort of death 15 too good
for the hikes of you The death for you s to be
shot hike a ravin cur

He drew the londed pistol from hus belt and
coched 1t with deliberate motion

Dave! Dave! the man cnied draggng him
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self to Joyces feet you wont do that! You
cant! Tt would be murder Dave to shoot
me here me a wounded man that cant help
myself]

You done 1t an worse smd Joyce Of all
the men unburnt in hell I think the one who de
serves to be there most 1s the man who hid 1n
ambush and shot another i the bach that had
never harmed him

I know it Dave I Ikmow it! cried the
wounded man grasping Joyces feet with both
hands It was an awful thing to do an Ive
been sorry a thousand times that T done it but all
the sorrow mn the world an everythin else thats
mn the world can t undo 1t now

Thatsso sad Joyee but 1t don t make any
reason why the murderer ought to be kept on
hLivm

It dont Dave voure right I know but T
don t want to die! cried theman Im acow
ard Dave and I don t want to die by myself here
m the woods an i the darh!

Youll soon have light enough said Jojce

an I won t shoot you
He let down the hammer of lus pistol and re-
placed the weapon n lus belt

Oh Dave! Dave! evclaimed the man liss
mg Joyces foot I m so glad you Il let me have
my hfe IknowI amt fit to hve but I want to
live anyhow

I saxd I wouldn t shoot you said Joyce but
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1 never sad 1 d spare your ife  See that blaze
1 the trees up there

A few hundred yards away the forest had
burst nto flame  Sparks fell upon 2 tree and
blazed up Long red spirals corled themselves
ground the trunk and boughs untal the tree be
came a mass of fire and then other tongues of
flame leaped forward and seized other trees
There was a steady cracklmg and roanng and
the wind that had sprung up drove smoke and
ashes and fiery particles before it

That said Joyce 15 the wood on fire
Them cannon thats been makin so much fuss
done 1t Ive seen it often m battle when the
cannon have been growhn  The fire grows an
1t grows an it burns up everythin m its waj
The army 1s still busy fightin an the wounded
them that s hurt too bad to help thewrselves have
to lny there on the ground an watch the fire
commn an sure to get em By an by 1t sweeps
downon em an they shrieh an shrieh but that
dont do you no good for before long the fire
goes on an there they are dead an burnt to 8
coal I tell you 1ts an awful death!

The wounded man was sient now He had
drawn himself up a hittle and was watching the
fire as 1t leaped from tree to tree and devoured
them one after another

That fire 15 commn for us an the wind 15

brngin 1t along fast  smd Joyce composediy

but it s easy enough for me to get out of is
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way All I ve got to do 15 to go up the hill an’
the clearm s run for 2 long way beyond T can
stay up there an watch the fire pass an youll
be down here right i its track

Davel cried the man you mint gom to let
me burn to death right before your eyes?

Thats what X mean to do said Joyce I
dont like to shoot a wounded man that cant
help humself an I wont doit but I amt got no
call to save you from another death

Id rather be shot than burned to death
cried the man 1n a frenzy

It 5 Just the death for you said Joyee

‘Then the » ounded man again dragged himself
1o the feet of Joyce

‘Dont dort Davel hecried Dont leare
me here to burn to death! Oh I tell you Dave
I am t fit to die!

Take your hands off my feet sad Joyce

I dont want em to touch me Theres too
much blood on em

‘Dont leave me to the firel contmued the
man  You ve been kind to me to mght Help
me a hittle more Dave an youll be glad you
done 1t when you come to die yourself!

I must be gom  sad Joyce repulsing the
mans detaining hands  Its gettin hot here
now an that fire will soon be near enough to
scorch my face Good by

For the sahe of your own soul Dave Joyce
cried the man beatmg the ground with hus
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hands don t leave me to be burned to a coall
Think Dave how we eat an drank together to
might like two brothers an how you waited on
me an brought the water an the grub  Youll
remember them things Dave when you come t0
die yourselfl

The fire mereased m strength and violence
The flames ran up the trees and whirled for
sbove them m Ted colls that met and twined with
each other and then whirled tnmphantly on m
search of fresh fuel A gant oak burned
through at the base and swept of all its young
boughs and foliage fell with a rending crash 8
charred and shattered trunk  The flames roared
and the burning trees mamntaned an meessant
erackling ble a fire of musketry The smohe
through which the sparks of fire -were sown m
millions grew sufling

God what a sight! cried Joyce

Dave you wont leave me to that? eried
Ryder

Joyce drew down hus hat over his eyes to shield
them from the smohe Then he stooped hited
the wounded man upon his powerful shoulders
and went on over the hill
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1

LL?
True bill I m awfully sorry

Thomas Flemmg took his eigar out
of lis mouth and contemplated the hghted ena
He did not speak. The other man his lawyer
who had brought hin the unwelcome news be-
gan to make the best of 1t

Of course it s an annoyance but—
Well yes 1Its an annoyance Flemng
sad dryly

Bates chuckled It strihes me Tom con
sidering the difference between this and the real
thing that annoyance 1s just the right word to
use!

Fleming leaned over and knocked off the
ashes from his aigar mto us waste bashet e
was sient

As for Hammond he wont have a leg to
stand on T dont know what Ellis & Grew
meant by letting him take the case before the
Gr‘and Jury He wont have a leg to stand
o

Copyngbt, 95 by P F Colk & Sn
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Give me a light will you Bates? This eigar
has gone out agmn
What has Hammond got anyhow? Bates
continued pulling a box of wax matches out of
his wasteoat pocket whatg he got to support
his opuion that you pinched $3000 from the
Hammond estate? Yis memory of somethmg
somebody smd twelve years age and sn old
chech  Well wewontdoa thing to em!
Tlemmng got up and began to pull down s
desk top with a slow clatter  Hammonds a
fool he said  ang youll punch 2 hole 1 his
evidence i five nunutes But it s—well as you
say 1its annoying
The lawyer rose briskly and reached for hus
hat  What we want 10w 1s to get the case up
near the head of the hist as soon as we can  Get
ttover! Getitover! Then if you want revenge
e can turn round angd hut bach with maheious
Prosecution | He laughed good naturedly and
shrugged himself wmto his overcoat
His chent stood absently locking and unlock
mg tus desh I Sappose it will be in the eve
ning papers? he sad
Tguessso the younger man suid eastly
the findings of the Grand Jury were reported
at eleven this morning  Plenty of time for the
first editions
Then Il take ap early tram home
Thomas Flemmg sayd quickly  my wife—
he vaused
[
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‘Doesnt Mrs Fleming know about 1t? the
lawyer sud with a surprised looh

No the ather man said gloomuly I didnt
want her to worry over it so I didnt say
anything  But of course now shes got to
know

Yes Bates smd sympathetically but after
all Fleming 1t s a small matter except for the
nusance of it You tell her I say 1ts a sure
thing

Flemng let his ey nng drop jngling into
his pocket Except for the occasional famt
clangor of cars far down m the streets the room
high up 1n the ng office building was quet but
1ts quiet was the muffled inarticulate never end
mg roar of hving nismg from below  Fleming
sighed and turming his back to his lawyer stared
absently out of the window Before him 1n the
afternoon dusk lsy the struggling panting ity
Far off to the south he could see the water and
ferryboats crawhing like beetles back and forth
Below the deep canyons of the streets were
blurred with creepmg yellow fog but higher up
above the crowding roofs and chimneys and ocea
sional spires the mir was clearer 1t was full of
{umulivous movement—sudden Jets of whnte
steam balloonmg from hundreds of escape pipes
shuffimg shifting coils of black smoke here and
there the straming quiver of flags whipping out
from their masts Flemmng his hands m hs
pockets stood staring and Listening—with unsee
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ing eyes unheamng ears The lawyer behind
hm at the office door hesitated
Tlemng really it 1sni gomng to amount to
anythmg  Of course I know how you feel about
Mrs Tlemng but—
The man ot the windew turned round
Rather than have her disturbed I d compromise
onit Idpay him Id—

The lawyer rmsed his eyebrons  This hme
1 thnk Hammond 1s honest I guess he really
behieves he has a ease but Ellis & Grew 8r€
sharls and youd be encouragmg blackmail o
compromise  Anyway you couldnt do 1t
Grew volunteered the mformation that the
man couldn t be bought off he meant to put it
through Grew smd I told hum they d got the
wrong pig by the ear I told hum that Thomas
Flemmg wasn t the hmd of man who purchases
peace at the cost of principle They re shysters
and I gave em plan talh Now dontlet Mrs
Flenung take it to heart Tell her I say £ %
be a triumph!

He went off laughing and a mmnube Jater
Flemng beard lus step in the corndor and then
the clang of the elevator door He took up 1S
black cloth bag and pohed about m 3t among
some papers then unloched hus desh and found
what he had been lookmng for—a box of candy
for Ins wife He shpped it into his bag and 8
rrunute or two later he was down i the muddy
dush of the street  As he moved along with the
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steady surge of the homeward bound crowd he
Jooled doubtfully mto the flower stores he
wished he had bought violets for Arny mstead of
candy lie had taken her candy last Saturday
He debated whether he had not better get the
viwolets too but deaded agamnst them because
Amjy was stern with lum when he was extrava
gant for her sake She never saw extravagance
m any purchase he made on his own account!
He smuled to hunself at the thought of her sweet
severity

Amy Leeps me mn order he used to say
whimsically she msists that T shall be ker best
1t appears that my own best 1snt good enough
for her! Ths she would always deny mdig
nantly and mdeed justly for Thomas Fleming
stood on Ins own legs morally 1n s commumty
But n the ten years of their married hfe no
doubt her 1deals mn small matters had created
luis  With s wndolent good nature he had
found 1t easier to agree with Amys deheate
austerities of thought than to dispute them Her
hair spitting 1 matters of conscience always
amused him and sometimes touched hun but he
accepted her standards of duty with real tender
ness—which for all practical purposes was as
good as convicion Gradually too she pushed
him gently before he knew 1t into civie affarrs
not n any very large way perhaps hardly more
than m a readiness to do his part as a atizen but
such readiness was sincere and had given um a
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reputation for public spiritedness i which Amy
took & quet pnde He had never had time
though he had had opportunity to hold office be-
cause his business demanded Ius entire energy
and 1n fact he had to be energetic for he had
hardly any capital hs meome bemng slmost en
tirely dependent upon Ius earnmgs so he was not
at all 2 nch man—except mdeed as he wasnichi
the honor and respect of the commumty and the
love of & woman hke Amy
But then 1f they were not nich i tus worlds
goods netther were they poor There had been
happy anxious years when they were first mar
ried when they had nidiculously little to Ine on
but m those days Amy had steered thewr house
heepmg bark between all rocks of hardship 48
well as past brealers of extravagance Even
now when things were easier each year Amy
was still prudent and economucal at least where
she herself was concerned
So Ilemmg smilng forbore to add s bunch
of violets to his box of candy After all it was
his thought that would brmng the delieate and
happy color up mto her face not the gift stself
They were very happy these two perhaps be
cause they Were only two There had been s
baby but it had only hyed long enough to draw
them very close together and not as sometimes
happens to push them apart agan and there
were many friends RBuy they were slone 1
therr bousehold and mn the real heart of life.
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Naturally all the thwarted matermity of the
womsn was added to the wifes love and the
paternal wstinct of the man (which 15 for the
most part only amusement and the sense of
protecting and giving joy) was centred mn lus
wife

So 1t was no wonder that that mght goinghome
on the tram he winced at the thought of telling
her that that fool Hammond who would not
have a Jeg to stand on  had prosecuted him
erminally for misappropnistion of funds as trus
tee of old Mrs Hammond s estate The trusts
had been closed at her death a month or two be-
fore and the estate handed over to her son—this
same H d who thought he r bered
hearing old Smuth say twelve years before that
he Smth had pad the Hammond estate
$17 400 for & parcel of land whereas Fleming 3
trustee account put the sum recerved at $14 400

Amy s husband set lus teeth as he sat there in
the train planning how he should tell her Her
mcredulons anger he foresaw and her anwety-—
the anxety of the woman unversed in legal mat
ters He damned Hammond in Ius heart and
pulled out his evening paper There it was m
all the shamelessness of the flaning headline A
Leading Citizen Indicted! and soon The big
black letters were like & blow m the face Flem
mg felt that every commuter on the train was
looking over the top of lus newspaper at him,
He found himself glancing furtively across the
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msle to see what page of the paper rnother pas

senger was rending he thanhed God that none
of the men he Lnew well were on the five o clock
so he would not have to histen to friendly assur

ances of astorushment at H: d s unpud

His shin was prickly over s whole body his
ears were hot  And he had to tell Amy! He
sanh his head down between his shoulders and
pulled hus hat over Ius eyes in pretence of a nap

then suddenly sat bolt upright The fact was

Thomas Ylemmng had no expenence n disgrace

and did not know how to conduct hmself VWhen
the door banged open at lus station he swung off
onto the ramy platform and plodded slowly up
the lanie m the darkness to his own house It
seemed to hum as though lus very feet hung
back!

As the gate closed behind lnm he saw an
stant crach of hight at the front door and when
s foot touched the lowest step of the porch the
door opened wide and Amy stood there—t was
rarely Jane who let lum 1n or even s own
latchihey!

Go right 1nto the housel You ll take cold
he commanded

But she drew him mside with eager welcome

Why how did jou manage to get the five
ocloch? T heard the gate shut and could hardly
believe my ears! Oh your coat 1s damp has 1t
begun to rmin? Hurry! take it of Then come
wto the Library and get warm  She possessed
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ferself of one of his hands so that he had to dnne
mto his bag as best he could with the other to
fish out her box of candy She took 1t smuling
with gay pretence of scolding and then cheched
herself  You lock tired Tom When youte
had your dinner (we have a gaod dinner to mght
I wish you had brought some man home with
youl) you I feel better

He dropped down nto his chair by the fire in
silence frownmng shghtly and drawing mmpa
trently away from her Thomas Ilemng did
not always hke to be fussed over there were
times when perhaps he endured 1t with 2 mildly
obvious patience Every tender woman knows
this patience of 2 good and bored man Amy
Fleming knew 1t and smiled to herself quite un
offended Something had bothered him? Well
he should not be talked to! But she looked at
tum once or twice In her soft gray dress with
her gray eyes and the sweet color m her cheeks
she brooded over lum ke a dove At dinner Ins
silence continued Amy bemng wise beyond her
sex fell mto a silence of her own—the blessed
comprehending silence of love  When they came
back from the dining room to the hbrary fireside
she let lum smoke unmterruptedly while she
sewed Sometimes her eyes rested on him
quietly content with lus mere presence But she
ashed no question Suddenly with a half em
barrassed cough he sad

Ah Amy—
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Yes? Tell me I knew you hadnt had &
good day

‘When he had told her she sat dumb before
him Her face was white and her eyes terror
stucken  But that was only for the first mo-
ment  Almost mstantly there was the rehef of
anger  She stood up her deheate face red her
voweed stramed

To accuse you! Yous

It was Just what Botes had smd  The first
thought everywhere would be of the absurdity of
such a charge agamst Thomas Tleming

Its blachmad Amy said trembling very
much

Of comse we shall have no difficulty 1 throw
mg them down lhe sad They bring ther
case really om Smuths old check to me for
$17 400

I dont understand? Amy smd It had
always been a johe between them that
Amy dd not know anything about busmess
so she tried to smule when she ashed hm to
explamn

Oh hesmd smpatiently 1t 5 sunple enough
L H Smuthowed me $3 000~z personal matter
T once sold hum some stock e gave me lus note
had to renew two or three times thing sort of
hung fire  You wouldn t understand 1t Amy
But when he bought this Hammond property for
$14400 he made out the check for §17 400 —
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hed had a windfall so he could pay me what
he owed me see? I got my money Under
stand?

Perfectly she said  what a rascal Ham
mond 15}

Oh well T suppose this time he really thinks
he has a case though on general prineiples I be-
lieve he s equal to blackmail! But he has sue
ceeded 1n getting from the Smth heirs that old
check for the total amount and I suppose he
thmks he has me Hell find himself mus
taken But 1ts a nasty busmess he ended
moodily there will always be people who will
think—

What do we care what such people think?
she said passionately

Her husband was silent Amjy s knees were
shaking under her  Oh I could kull that man
1 could Lill lum!

‘Well as he knew her he looked at her with
astorushment—ilns mild creature to speah with
such deadly vindichive passion! She came and
knelt down beside lnm  he felt her heart pound
g m her side

Oh  she said brokenly I know—

“You know what?

She spoke very softly I know how they
felt those women looling on afar off

Locking on? he said vaguely And Amy
her face stll hidden on s breast sad mn a
whisper
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It must have been caster for—for ¥hm on
the cross than for them to see Hum there

He moved abruptly in lus chur then with &
famnt smpatience sard she musin ¢ talk that way

Tts foohsh! he smd wntably She hassed hm
siently and went back to her seat by the fire

I get out of 1t all right Tlemung sud
Bates says 50 It s annoying —he found hm
self fallng bach on Bates word— but theres
nothing to it You mustnt worry Bates says
Hammond 15 erazy to undertahe 1t Smith beng
dead and—  Then he stopped

I dont worry i the sense of bemg afrmd
that— she could not even put mto words the
fear that she did not have  But to have your
name tmxed up with anything dishonorable—
even though 1t will come out clear and shming
as heaven!

He made no answer The fatigue of the day
was showmng m s face—a heavy handsome
face with a somewhat hard mouth His wife
looking at him smd quetly

Dont lets tall about 5t dearest any more
to mght Its only on the surface 1tnt e real
trouble

He nodded gratefully and they did not
speak of it agam

But that might Amy Tlemmg lymg motion
less 1n her bed stared mto the darkness until the
ghmmermg oblong of the window told her that
dawn had come
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I

Trouble shows us our friends Amy said
smiling  And mndeed 1t did m the Flemings
case  When the news of the mdictment of
Thomas Fleming fell upon his commumty there
was & moment of stunned astomishment then of
protest and disbelief

Hammond 15 up agamnst it men said to each
other Flemmg? What nonsense!

The first day or two while 1t was sbll a mne
days wonder public confidence was almost an
ovatton The small house belind the trim
hedges was crowded with Amy s women friends
coming and gomng and quoting (after the
fashon of women friends) what their respective
husbands said

Of course Mr Hammond has no case Amy
darlng! My Tom—or Dick or Harry—says
so

Amy did not need such assurances She knew
her husband! So she held her head proudly and
with certainty Not certainty of the outcome
of the trial—because secretly she had the un
reasoning terror of most women of sheltered
lives for the very word law 1t meant power
wicked power even! The opportunity of evil to
get the better of goodness DBut her pride and
certamty were for Thomas Tleming s honor and
goodness and courage She was a lLittle cold
when these tender women friends tried to re
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assure her quoting the opmion of their menfolk
she did not want by eager agreement to mply
that she needed reassurance She smd with gen
tle digmty that she was sorry Mr Hammond
was so—foolish Tom had been trustee of the
Hammond estate for nearly twenty years and
he had grven time and service— service she
said the color nsing famntly m her face that
money could not have paid for  And to have
the Hammonds turn upon hun now!— Though
of course 1t 1s only Mr Hammond’ Amy cor

rected herself carefully just the rest of the
farmly are nice people ~ His mother was such an
honorable woman And his wife—] am sorry
for us wife  Amy thought a great deal about
this wife  She must know what he 1s poor
soull she sard to herself And knowmng she
could not respect him And without respect

love must have crumbled away  She smid some

thing hike this to her most intimate friend almost
n a whisper because expression was not easy to
Amy  When Mrs Hammond realzes that ke
¥s a blackmailer what will she do!

Poor thing! suid the other woman but
Amy T suppose she 1s fond of im? He has
been a good husband they say

A good husband? How do you mean? Kmd?
A good provider? Amy sad with a droop of
her hp

Well my dear at least the man has been
fuithful to her among all the horrid things that
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h}t:,:e been smd about hum nobody has smd—
that
They bad better have smd that! Amy
sasid  Oh Helen famthful to her with us body
but what about his mind? Don t you suppose a
good woman could forgive the poor sinful body?
But the mind the sinful mind! It 1s so much
worse
Her friend looked doubtful I supposetis
she smd  but I think most wives could forgive
the sinful mind more easily than—other thngs
And she 1s fond of lum  she repeated
Tond of lim! when she cant respect im?
Oh no no!
Perhaps she doesn t know how bad he1s  the
other smd thoughtfully
What! said Amy when she has ived with
him for fifteen years? Of course she hnows him
And T truly pity her she ended simply
So m spite of her deep resentment at Ham
mond Amy felt something like tenderness for
Hammond s wife—losing both respect and love
poor soull
As the weeks passed before the day set for the
inal Amy grew perceptibly thinner and whiter
For beneath all her certainties the fear of the
Law remamed She brooded over nstances o
good pected of t men cond d
of the blunders and mistakes of Justice It was
not until three or four days before the tral that
Bates reahzed what even Thomas Flemng had
kil
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not understood that she was consumed with fear
Fear of prison walls of unmerited disgrace of
her house left unto her desolate When the
lawyer penetrated the tense cheerfulness with
which she held herself i Toms presence and
saw the fght below he roared with Jaughter
which though il mannered was the best thing
he could have done
You think Im a fool? she sad with z quv
ermg smile
My dear lady 1t would not be polite for me
to use such 2 word but certamnly you—well you
are mistahen
Oh say Iam a fool she pleaded I would
Like to think I was a fooll But Mr Bstes the
Law can be made to do such dreadful thngs.
Innocent people have been put mto jml oh
you honow they have she said her face trem
blng  and at mght I he aweke and thnk—
He saw her hands grp each other to heep
steady
Now let me explamat te you  he sard kndly
and then you wont be fnghtened why youll
be so sure you Il send out mwvitabiuns for 8 dnt
ner party on the 19th so we can celebrate! And
mind you have plenty of champagne
Then very exphatly he lmd before her the
grounds of s confidence Fammond to st
with was 2 fool  He always has been n cheajl
fellow 2 sort of smart Alech you know bul
this tume he s just & fool  He had falien mia
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the hands of a shyster firm, who were milkang
him— If youll forgive the slang
Oh goon goon! she entreated

Hammond bemg a fool and having ths
vague :dea nbout the price pmd by Smith for the
land and having secured the old check to prove
(2s be thinks) that such a price was payd falls
into the hands of these sharks  They know
there 15 nothing to 1t but they think they can
pull out & plum somebow smd Mr Bates
Then earefully he told her the story pomt by
pomt. Brefly it was that while there was no
question that $17 400 had been paid to Thomas
Fleming Hammond conld not disprove Flem
mgs defence that only $14 400 of 1t was to go
to the Trust and that the remamning $3 600 was
n payment of Smuths debt tohum  See? smd
Bates kindly As he spoke the drawn lock m
her face lessened and she drew one or two long
breaths and then suddenly she put her hands
over her eyes and he knew she wept This
sobered the rather voluble man Hle protested
with fmendly vociferation that she must pronuse
tum not to guve the matter another thought
And she still trembling a Little looked up soul
g and promsed

And such bemng her temperament she hept
her promuse. Perhaps 1t was the rehound from

aving gone down to the depths of fear but cer
tanly there was admost bravado m the reaction
She made up her mind to have the dinner party!
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Tom would come home cleared crowned ;Vl;h
the windieation of s own mtegrity an ;’
would find love and friendship and tespeg
ready to exult with hmm Tom hovever o
Jected 1o her project

JItsall rxg}}:t hesmd 1t s perfectly safe 8
far as the verdict goes but— he stOI’Pe‘fi m:)t
frowned Tt was evident that the plan & “n
please um  But for the once Amy did notdwhe
sult his pleasure  She had her own views 2n dsne
& actually ymvite o party of old friends to ;e ¢
vith them on the evenmg when 1t was expec
that the verdict would be given

ITx

Amy i her dove colored dress entered th!e
court room with her husband During the m;e
very quietly and with » beautiful seremty &

€pt her place at Ins mde If the P""ceed'gg:
troubled her there was no mdication of 1t tle
looked = httle tired and once or twice & B )
amused  Sometimes she smuled 8t Th(:im:r
Fleming ang sometimes exchanged a wor he
two wath My Hates Bt for the most part s
was silent and her repose was a spot of refre:”
ment and beauty i the dmgy court room Bo n
looked at her ocensionally with rather jovial €
couragement but she displayed no need o uﬁn
couragement and returned hus smule cheerfully
Onee he leaned over ang sad
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You make me think of a poem I read some-
where now what was the name of 1t? X can only
remember two lines

Inth {3 efth { ercumtsnce
Ih ot wnched reoredsl df

Thats as far as I can go but thats what you
make me think of

She turned srmhng and fimshed the verse
It s Henleys I am the captan of my soul
she sud T have 1t somewhere I copied it once
because I cared so much forit I1iread it toyou
to mght after dinner

Do! Bates said hearbly and turned away
to ksten to Flemmng who was on the stand
Tlemings evdence was as straightforward as
the man himself Ves Smuth (now deceased)
had pad himn March 1887 the sum of $17 400
Of this $3 000 was on a personal account S14
400 was for a parcel of land belonging to the
Hammond estate 'The chech was made to hus
arder he deposited 1t i s own bank account
and immediately drew agunst st a check for $14
400 to the order of the Frust Then followed
a very clear and defimte statement of that money
Smth owed Inm 2 debt which he was unable to
corroborate by Ius books for the sumple reason
that his books had been burned in the great fire
of that year Ovuer and over back and forth
round and round the prosecution went gmung
not an inch
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Tom would come home cleared crowned with
the windication of his own ntegnty and :
would find love and friendshp and reSPelc)_
ready to exult with nm Tom however ©
Jected to her project

Itsall rlgEt hesaid 1t s perfectly safe 23
far os the verdict goes but— he stopped =
frowned It was evadent that the plan did o
please un  But for the once Amy did notdm;‘e
sult his pleasure She had her own views an ds "
did actually invite a party of old friends to ;n
with them on the evening when 1t was eXpee
that the verdiet would be given

IIT

Amy m her dove colored dress entered the
court room with her husband Durmg the m;e
very quietly and with a beautiful seremity ©
kept her place at his side If the Pmceedlgﬁ:
troubled her there was no indication of 1t tle
Toohed & Little tired and once or twice 2 I 25
amused Sometimes she smuled at Thomor
Tleming and sometimes exchanged 2 word he
two with Mr Bates But for the most part sh
was silent and her repose was a spot of mfre:es
ment and beauty 1n the dingy court room Bln n
Iooked at her occasionally with rather _wvmf :n
couragement but she displayed no need 0 1
couragement and returned hus smle cheerfully
Once he leaned over and said
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You make me think of a poem I read some-
where now what was the name of 1t? I can onlv
remember two lines

“In th 1 dutch [ crcum tance,
Ih enotw ched cnedal udf

Thats as far as T can go but thats what you
make me think of

She turned smling and fimshed the verse
Its Henley s I am the captain of my soul
shesad I have it somewhere I copied it once
because I cared so much forit Il read it to you
tomght after dinner

Dol Bates said heartly and turned away
to listen to Flemmg who was on the stand
kleming s evidence was as straightforward as
the man himself Yes Smuth (now deceased)
had paid hum 1n March 1887 the sum of $17 400
Of this $3 000 was on a personal account $14
400 was for a parcel of land belongmng to the
Hammond estate The chech was made to his
order he deposited 1t i his own bank account
and immediately drew against 1t a check for $14
400 to the order of the Trust Then followed
a very clear and defimte statement of that money
Smth owed lm 2 debt which he was unable to
corroborate by his books for the simple reason
that his books had been burned i the great fire
of that year Over and over back and forth
round and round the prosecution went gaming

not an mch
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Indeed the end was obvious from the begt
nmng To assert that Thomas Tlerng was &
honest man was so Bates told the jury to utter
a commonplace e was s0 cheerful and Lundly
m lus reference to the unfortunate Mr Ham
mond that the jury grmned The verdict
Bates declared was a foregone conclusion AT
so 1n fact 1t was bemng rendered fifteen munutes
after the jury had been charged

And now smd the good Bates shahing
hands with his chent Jets go and get some
thing to eat! Come Mrs Flemng You 1l go
with us? You look like an army with banners!

But Amy with proud eyes smud no she mUS
go home ~ You w 1 come out with Tom this
evening? she smd Dinner 15 3t half past
seven you can dress at our house and of coursé
you must stay all mght Bates promlsed and
Tlemung silently squeezed Iis ¥ fes han
Amy s heart was beating so that her words weré
a Iittle breathless but her eyes spoke fo um

She did not want to lunch with the two men
she had 1t 1n mind to go nto & church which w2
near the court house and there alone 1 the
silence and sacred dusk return thanhs upot her
Lnees And deep human experience gives the
soul a chance to sec God and when Amy cam®
out afterward into the roar of the street her f2c¢
shone like the face of one who has touched the

arment hem of the Tternal and bears bach the
1ables of Law
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The joyous and beauhiful day passed the
afternoon was gay with congratulations but the
succession of friendly calls was fatiguing and at
half past five she said courageously Now
dear friends X1l have toleave youl Its delight
ful to hear all these mce things about Tom but
I must go and ke down or I shall go to sleep at
dinner

So there was more handshalung and gayety
and then at last she had the house to her
self  She reflected that 1t would be well to
have a hittle nap so that she mght be brght and
rested for the jubilant evening —oh that poem
Mr Bates wanted to see! She had forgotten all
about 1t she must find 1t before she went up
stairs  But she must first look mto the dinng
room to be sure about the candles and flowers
and wine glasses three hinds of wine to mght!
Generally Tom had just is glass of sherry but
to-mght—1 ‘The economncal Amy would have
broached the tun of malmsey 1f she had been able
to secure ¥ The dinner she knew would be
good She had picked out the partridges ber
self knowing well under her calm extersor that
her market man looking at her with sidewise
curious eyes was thmking to nmself  My! and
her husband to be tred for a States pmson
offencel The partridges were superb and the
salmon—Amy s eyes sparkled with joy at the
thought of such extravagance—salmon mn Febru
ary! the salmon was perfect and the salad the
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ices the coffee—well they would be worthy of
the occasion!

The dming room was satisfactory with its ten
friendly chairs drawn up about the sparkling
table And her best dress was upstairs spread
out on the bed with her shppers and gloves her
flowers—Tom would bring her her flowers! She
thought to herself that she would wear them
and then put them away with her wedding
bouquet that had been lymg dry and fragrant
for all these years with her wedding dress and
vell  Sighing with the Joy of 1t all she chimbed
weartly half way upstars then remembered
Mr Batess poem agun and went back to the
hibrary with an uneasy look at the hall clock.
She would not get much of n nap! And the
chances of the nap lessened shll more because
she could not at once find her Commonplace
Book 1n which she had copied the poem Tak
ng out one book after another she shook her
head and looked at her hands—these shelves were
very dusty that told a househeeping story that
was disgraceful she said to herself gayly Well
she would look after Jane now that she could
think and breathe agam! So poking about
pulling out one flexible Jeather covered +olume
after another her fate fell upon her

The book looked hhe her own Commonplace
Book Tom had more than once given her blank
books just like Ins own—bound n red moroceo
with mottled edges and stamped Diary 18—
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There was a whole row of these books on one of
the bottom shelves of the bookease that ran
round three sides of the room and she had been
looking at them one by one hurriedly for she
knew she needed that rest upstairs before the
company came She pulled the books out 1m
patiently fluttering the leaves over and putting
them back One or two were her own note
books but the rest were Tom s memoranda—ac
counts notes ete etc back to— Why dear
me! said Amy to herself they go back to be-
fore we were married!

There was one date that caught her eye she
had heard 1t repeated and repeated in the Iast few
weeks she had heard 1t that very morming 1n
court when Thomas Fleming had smd In
March 1887 L. F Smuth pad me 1n one chech
$17 400 $14 400 for a preee of land belonging
to the Hammond estate and $3000 which he
owed my personal account

The flexible red covered diary marhed 1887
drew her hand with the fascination which comes
with remembered pam  Ah! how she had suf
fered every time that date fell like a scalding
drop of fear upon her heart! It 1s not true of
spntual pam that one remembereth no more the
anguish for joy that a blessing has been born mnto
the soul! She shivered as she opened the book
Tt occurred to her wath vague surprise that this
book would probably have settled the whole
matter 1f Tom had only remembered1t He had
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shown 1 court that records of that year had been
among certam office books burned mn the great
March fire when the building m which he had
his office had been destroyed Yes this book
might have cleared the whole matter up eastly
and quickly for as she saw at a glance here
were entries about the Hlammond Trust She
forgot her fatigue and the nap she ought ¥
have she forgot the poem altogether she sat
down on the floor runming the pages Ov¢
eagerly It occurred to her as a chmax of the
successful day that she would brng ths book
out at dmner (if she could only find something
about the $14 400) and show 1t as her final trt
umph Then her eyes fell on the figures $17 400

Recerved from 1. H Smuth to day $17400
for Hammond property m Lianden Hill Then
the comment A whacking good price T hardly
expected to get so much 'The sigmificance of
this brief statement did not penetrate her Joy
She began eagerly to look agam for the other
figures—and then turned back perplexed $17
400 for the Hammond property? Suddenly hef
eye caught another famuhar sum—$3 000
now she would find 1t! Yes venly so she dd

Borrowed $8 000 from Hammond Estate

to pay back money borrowed from Ropes
Estate

Suddenly 1t seemed to ths poor woman sit
ting on the floor i the dark corner of the library
her fingers d‘?ﬁ er whole slender body tin
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gling with fabigue—it scemed as if something
fell shudderng down and down and down m
her breast Strangely enough this physical rec-
ogmtion mnformed her soul She heard herself
speak. as one falling mto the unconsciousness of
an anasthetic hears with vague astonishment,
words faltering unbidden from the ps No
No No came the body s frightened demal

Then m silence the Soul He—did 1t. He
did 1t

It was charactenistic of Amy that she sought
no loophole of escape It never occurred to her
that there could be an explanation ‘There were
the figures and the figures meant the facts 4
certan man named Anamas (so suddenly the
words ran mn her mind) sold a possession
and kept back part of the price

Out 1n the hall the half hour struch muffled
and mellow  Then silence

God 3f he did 1t, I cant live—cant hive
God?

Suddenly the happenings of the day seemed
to blur and run together and there was a mo-
ment not of unconsciousness but of profound
difference Her capacrty for feelng snapped.
But when she tnied to rise her whole being was
sich so sich that agam the soul forgot or did not
understand and heard with dull curiosity the

ody saymg No No  She steadied herself

by holding on to the bookshelves and then some-

how she got upstars It was the sight of the
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soft, gray dress with its pretty laces that stung
her awake 'That dress wasit hers? Wassheto
putit on? Was she to go and sit at the head of
that shining table down m the dming reom!?

But you know I-—cant shesmd aloud her
vouee hoarse and falling

But she did

By the time Flemmg and Ins counsel came
tramping up from the gate at a quarter past
seven and stopped hilariously to kch the snow
off theirr boots before entering the hall Amy
Tlemmng had arisen to meet the summons of
Tafe She called Jane 1o fasten her dress and
when the woman startled and shocked at the
shrunken face cmed out

Oh good land! whats wrong w1 ye Mirs
Flemung? she was able to say quietly
Jane when Mr Tlermng comes mn tell hm

I ve had fo go down to the kutchen to see about
some things And say I put Jus dress st out
ore the sofa 1n my room  Tell lum the studs are
w his shirt

Jane silenced went back to the lutchen

Say Mary Ann  shesmd Jook a here theres
something the matter upstawrs  The presence
of the accommodating wartress cheched further
confidences but indeed when Amy Tleming
ghastly m her pretty dinner dress sought refuge
1 the hitchen (the one spot where her hushand
would not be apt to pursue her) and stood listen

90



MANY WATERS

ing to the voices of the two men gomg upstarrs
Mary Ann needed no mformation that there was
something the matter
She looks hke she was dead  the frightened
Wwomen told each other
Jane  her mustress sid I wish you would
open z bottle of champagne one of the pmnts
not one of the big bottles and give—me—a
glass  her vorce was famt Jane obeyed hur
niedly and as the corh popped one man upstairs
called out gayly to the other Hullo! has 1t be-
gun already 2
Amy drank. the wine and handed the glass bach
to the anvious woman I was feeling faint,
Jane I am all night now thank you Oh
there s the door belll I]I go nto the Iibrary
And when the two rather early comers had taken
off therr wraps and made therr way downstars
agamn they found therr hostess smibng whately
at them from the hearthrug
Oh Amy dearf the wife sad dismayed
what 15 the matter? And the husband pro-
tested n o friendly way that he was afrmd Mrs
Flemmg was tired out  Of course 1t has been
2 wearing week for you m spite of its triumph
he said delicately
Then Thomas Flemuing and his lawyer came
downstairs and there was more handshaking
and congratulations and it was not untl he
looked at hus wife at dinner that Flemung really
saw her face s haggard pallor struck him
al
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dumb m the mdst of some gay story to the preity
neighbor on his nght  He had been dull just at
first and his gayety was a httle forced but after
Ius first glass of champagne he brightened up
very much and had begun to tell a fonny story
And so the automolilist ke was saymg—and
broke off starmg blankly at Amy  Im afrad
my wife s not weil he smid anviously But the
pretty neighbor reassured lum
Oh 1ts the reschon Mr Flemmng Amy
has been perfectly splendid but now naturally
she feels the reaction

Somehow or other with its gayety and good
fellowshtp that dreadfu} evemng passed When
the friendly folk streamed ont into the starry
winter mght there was some antious comment

How badly she laoked!
My dear can you wonder? Thnh what shes
been through!

But one woman on her husband s arm mur
mured & queston  You don ¢ suppose he could
have—done anything?

Twelve good men and true have smd he
didn t your remark 1s out of order

But tell me honestly do you suppose i 33
possible that—that? 1

I dont know anything abont 1t Helen
would bank on Tom Flemng as soon as on 80§
man I know But I dont know any man {m
self meluded) who 1s not human  So f you 88
sbout possibiities —but nol honestly as ¥o#

9






GREATEST SHORT STORIES

“Good nght Mr Bab
m for vog—<ome m*
Her hu hand put bo am
her upstawrs, but <he drew awsy
e wih \r Bates” Then 8
he ne-ted on com.ng up with her she stopped
on the first landng and pushed Ius &% iy
charpls  Plesse—domt7 ¥ besd 2k
Please—go awav ™
Thomss Flemng Jumfounded could ot fnd
Ius wits for & veplv before che had shpped %
from him and he peard the door of 1 bed
room close behind ber He stood blanbl¥ upe?
the stars for a moment and then went bsch ¥

Bates.
I never knew imv $0 upset ” he sad S
pdlv  And indeed there ar¢ few things 97
bewilderms than «ndden yrration
2 sweet and reasonable soul

Tts been s hard week for her Boles cl‘
plamed essle But Flenung smohed “‘WZC;;C
he was plunh relieved when Bt guest ”ld 5
thoucht he would so to ped He S“I-'S!fs"
» perfunctory Wt 2 Jast nst t0 the mmgs
room for 4 druk of whiskey n ths ‘I;e

¢ et

and whe!
dechned  arose © h aleenty 1 con
sleeps Jawver te the spare-roont oot
Well tehe the aght fitteen 1 the mornie8
Bates  he sud wnd Tates, vammed 2 T oog
Flenung went coftly mto bt P ﬁhu
eved 10 find

s hatf disappointed hal
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say Im sure Tlemmg s all nght  And his wife
1s 2 noble woman Ive always admired Mrs
Fleming

She 15 the best woman m the world! Amys
friend smd warmly But 1n her own heart she
was thinking that 1f 1t came to possibilities she
knew one man to whom wrongdomng was impos
sible!  And happily she squeezed Ius arm and
brushed her cold rosy cheek agamnst huis shoulder

v

‘When Fleming closed the door upen the Jast
Ingering guest he turned anxiously to s wife
Amy T havent had a chance to speak to you!
You are worn out Bates look at her—shes
worn out!

Bates lounging in the lbrary doorway
agreed  Indeed she 1s Mrs Flemmg you
ought not to have attempted a dinner party I
believe 1ts all my fault because I suggested
1t

Its your fault because you got me off
Flemuing smid jocosely The dulness of the first
part of the evening had quite disappeared he
was rather flushed and inchned to laugh buoy
antly at everythmg but s face was anxious
when he looked at lus wfe  Amy you must go
right straight to bed!

I am gomng now she smad pullng and
straightening the fingers of her long gloves
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Good mght Mr Bates I—wil copy that
poem for you—sometime she ended fantly
Her husband put his arm about her to help
her upstars but she drew away ~No stay
down and smoke with Mr Bates  Then a8
he msisted on comuing up with her she stopped
on the first landing and pushed his arm away
sharply Please—don t2 My head aches
Please—go away
Thomas Tleming dumfounded could not find
his wits for & reply before she had shpped away
from lim and he heard the door of ther bed
room close behind her He stood blanklv upon
the starrs for a moment and then went back to
Bates
I never hnew Amy so upset he said stu
pidly And indeed there are few things moré
bewildermg than sudden irrational rritation 12
a sweet and reasonable soul
Tts been a hard weeh for her Bates €
plamed easily But Ilemmg smohed morosely
he was planly reheved when his guest sad he
thought he would go to bed He suggested 10
a perfunctory way a last wisit to the dinng
room for a drinh of whishey and when this was
declined arose with alacrity to conduct the
sleepy lawyer to the spare room door
Well take the eight fifteen mn the mormng
Bates he said and Bates yawnmng agreed
Flemmng went softly nto his own room Aan
was half disappomted half relieved to find B
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wife Iying motionless with closed eyes A good
mghts sleep will set her up he thought ten
derly  For hunself he stopped 1n the process
of pulling off Ius boots and shutting his lips
hard together stared at the floor After a
while he drew a long breath — Well thank the
eternal Powers he smd and pulled off' his boots
softly—Amy must have a good nights sleep
Flemng himself had o good mights sleep
That Amy s eyes opened pamfully to the dark
when all the house had sunk into silence of
course he did not know ~ She seemed to be sleep
Ing soundly when he awole the next mormng
and agam he crept about not even daring to hiss
her lest she might be disturbed  Just before he
and Bates made a dash for the eight fifteen he
told Jane to ask Mrs Flemng to call hm up on
the telephone when she came downstairs so he
might know how she was

As for Amy when she heard the front door
close behund the two hurrying men she got up
and sat wearily on the side of the bed

Now Ivegottimetothink shesmd There

Was a certam rehef m the consciousness of silence
and of time  She could think all day she could
think untit half past six how many hours? Ten!

en hours—in which to take up & new hfe Ten

ours 1n which o become acquainted with her
busband

I have never known lim  she sard feebly to
berself  Well now she mustthmk.  No doubt
9o
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he had loved her she was not questioning that.
She was dully mdifferent to the whole matter of
Jove The question was what was she gomg to
do? After restitution was made what was she
gong to do? How were they to go an lwng!
Mere restitution— {which must be made on Mon
day No Monday was a hohday they would
bave to wait until Tuesday Oh how could she
bear the delay?) Well on Tuesday then the
money would be given to Mr Hammond But
mere restitution would not change the fact of
what he was  She dropped back agamst ber
pillows ding her face I neser knew hm
Oh this would not do!  She must think
Poor soull She had no thoughts but th it on¢
Over and over the words repeated then sclves
untit her sery mnd was sore  But she did her
best the habit of common sense was o great belp
She had some coffee and dressed and went do¥0
to the hbrary—recothng involuntanly st the
sight of that corner where the books weze stil 1
some shght disorder She even called Jane an
bade her bring her duster When the dushig
was done she fold the woman that she wold not
see any one sll day I have a headache she
explamed dont let any one m  And when
JFane left her she drew her httle charr up to the
hearth Now IJj thioh she smd DBut her &§¢
caught the flash of sunhght on a crystal ball 03
the mantelpiece and it seemed as 3f her n
brohe mto 2 ghmmenng halerdoscope those
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partridges had been a httle overcooked last mght

the gilt on the narrow old fashioned mirror
over the mantel was tarmishing the §3 000
bad been borrowed from one Trust to pay an
other Borrowing from Peter to pay
Paul How clear the crystal was Two
thefts Jane must dust those sheltes better

Then she started with dismay -—she was not
thinking!  Well restitution first of all —on
Tuesday They would sell o bond and take
some money out of the bank But after restitu
tion they must go on Ining  She must try to
understand lim to help lim to be good to be
patient with hm  But I dont know m
came over and over the dreadful refrun cheched
by the mstant determmation Ok I must
thmk!

So the day passed She told Jane to tele
phone her husband that she was up and feelng
better and he sent back some an<ious message—
she must rest she must not overdo He could
not unfortunately come out on an early tramn
as he had hoped to do bemng detaned by some
business matters so he would have to dmne m
town He would come out on the erght thirty
She grasped at the delay with passionate relief
two hours more to thmk  Then 1t came over her
that she was glad not to see im  What did that
mean? She wondered vaguely if she had
stopped loving him? Not that it made any df
ference whether she love(; him or not Love had
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no meamng to her  Perhaps this 18 the way
people who are dead feel about us  she thought:
Then she wondered 1f she hated hm ths
stranger this—thief? No she did not hate fum
either But when respect upon which love 18
built 1s wrenched awav what happens! There
1s no love of course She thought vaguely that
she had pitied Mrs Hammond And yet S
herself did not care apparently How strang®
not to care! Pulling her wedding 108 off S
g 1t on pulling 1t off agan she sad to ber
self numbly that she did not understand why
she did not care However she could not 8°
into this question of love and hate Nexther
mattered  She beat her poor mnd bach to 1
task of thinhing

The long sunny winter afternoon faded 00
the dusk a gleam of sunset broke yellow acros$
he pleasant room and catching witha ghmmf‘f
g flash on the erystal melted mnto & bloom"‘
gray with the fire like the sparh of an ops
shifting and winkmng on the hearth

When Fleming came hurriedly up the g‘“d;n
path to lus own door he had to pull out s Mcht
Ley to let limself mto the house This sl
happening made him frown_so she W&5 not Wel
enough to come down? He took off hus 00;‘1'
and started mmedhately upstairs_then 16 caud’
sight of her 1n the hibrary standing motionle”
her back to the door one hand restng o thc
mantelpiece the other drooping 8t her side
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fingers between the pages of a book e came
mn quichly with a gayly densive laugh

You didn t hear me!  Then as she did not
turn he sobered  Amy what 15 18?2 Why
Amy! Is there anything the matter? Xs any
thing wrong? His face was Leenly disturbed
and he put his hand on her shoulder to make her
look at hun but she Lifted st away gently still
Leeping her eyes fastened on the fire

Yes There1s sometng—wrong

Amy! he said now thoroughly alarmed

what 1s the matter? Tell mel

I wil tell you Sit down There at the

brary table I will—show you
Yie sat down blankly ls lower ip fallmg

open with perplexity  She sighed once and
brushed her hand over her eyes then came
quetly away from the hearth and going round
the table stood behind lum and laid the book
down beside lum  She pressed 1t open and m
silence ran her finger down the page

v

The fire sputtered a Iittle then everythng
was still  She had left um and had gone back
to the hearthrug and stood as before one hand
on the mantelpiece the other bstless at her side
The silence was horrible

Then suddenly Thomas Flemung ripped and
tore the pages out of the book and threw them
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on the logs the quich leap of the flames shone on
his white face and s furous eyes A minute
afterward he spoke Under that storm of
outrageous words she bent and shrunk a Iittle
silently  Once she Jooked at him with a sort of
curtosity  So this was her hushand? Then she
looked at the fire

When chohing with anger he paused she
smd briefly that she had been hunting for her
Commonplace Book down on that lower shelf
and had found—ithis

What the devil were my diaries domg on
your lower shelf? One of those damned women
of yours pohing—

When we moved they were put there  They
had been m your old desh m the other house
They were locked up there I suppose you for
got to lock them up here she ended simply

That next hour left 1ts permanent merk on
those two faces agony and shame were cut mnto
the wineng flesh as by some mghty die At
first Fleming was all rage then rage turned into
sullenness and sullenness to explanation and
excuse But as he calmed down shame an old
old shame that he had loathed and lved with
for a dozen years a shame that except when
Amy was too tenderly proad of him he was
sometimes able for days or even weehs to for
get—this old shame reared its deadly head and
Jooked out of hus abased and shifting eyes et
ke had his glib excuses and explanations Amy
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In the midst of them sat down m her httle low
charr by the fire She did not speak  She had
her handhercluef m her hand and kept pulling
1t out on her Lnee smoothing 1t then folding 1t
and a minute later spreading 1t out agam At
last after a labored statement—how he had only
borrowed 1t how 1t had been at a time when he
bad been hornibly pressed how he had always
meant to return 1t of course how m fact he had
returned 1t by giving an enormous amount of
work for which he had never had anv credit or
any monev either! (though as it happened he
had never been m 2 position to pay 1t bach m
actual cash) after this miserable and futile ex
Planation had been repeated and repeated he
stopped to get hus breath and then still pulling
the hem of her handkerchief straight on her knee
tus wife said m a Iifeless voice
Need we talk about 1t any more? On Tues
day we will send 1t back.  (Monday 15 a holiday
You can t send it until Tuesday ) Then we will
never talk about 1t any more.
Send what back?
The money To Mr Hammond!
Are you out of your senses? he said roughly
She locked up confusedly ~ You cant send
1t until Tuesday  she repeated mechamieally
He brought his fist down volently on the
table I will never send 1t bach! Never!
You sre insane! Why 1t would be acknowl
edgng—
10t






“MANY WATLRS

sullenly Anyway Idontowest morally Ive
more than made 1t up to them

Monday the hohday (and holidays had always
been such joy to them a whole day at home to
gether!) —Monday they struggled to the death

It was n the afternoon that she suddenly
flagged  She had been Lneeling beside him en
treating lim and he had been hard and violent
and childish by turns but he would not And
toward dusk there came a dreadful pause.
Partly no doubt it was because she was ex
hausted but 1t was more than that It was a
sudden blasting consciousness that the man must
save or lose lus own soul If she forced Inm to
make restitution the restitution would nat be his
but hers If she pushed him mto honesty he
would still be dishonest If he preferred the
mire he would be filthy 1f pluched out against
his will and set on clean ground A prisoner m
heavenis m helll No he must save himself She
could not save him

She drew away and looked at lum then she
covered her face with her hands I am done
she said famtly

The suddenness of her capitulation left him
open mouthed But before he could speak she
went away and left im He heard her shp the
bolt of their bedroom door and then he heard
her step overhead After that all was still

The afterncon was very long once he went
and walked drearily about the snowy lanes
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avaoiding passersby as well as he could But for
the most part he sat i the hibrary and tried to
read or smoke but he forgot to turn over the
pages and he had to heep reaching for & match
to relight his cigar  He smd to himself that his
Iife was over Amy would Jeave lum of course
she had said as much  Well he couldn t help it
Better the musery of a broken home than pubhe
shame and disgrace and rum And he had
made restitution (as she called 1t) he had made
1t many times overf{

It was late at mght as he was saying some
thing bike this to lmself for the hundredth time
that Ins wife came back into the room  She stood
up m the old place on the hearthrng Very
gently she told hum what she had to say  She did
not look at lim her eyes were fixed on the Jap
anese crystal resting m s Jade bowl on the
mantelpiece once she took 1t up and turned it
aver and over m the palm of her hand loohing
at 1t intently as she spohe But probably she
did not even sce 1t

I bave thought 1t all out  she began m a low
voce and I see I was wrong—  He started
X was wrong You must save your own soul
Icantdot foryou Oh I would! but Leant
T shall not ever agam msist  Yes the Kmgdon
of God must be within you I never understood
that before
Amy  he began but she cheched nm
Please!—I am not through yet I shall pa¥
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the money bach somehow sometime (Oh wait
—wait don ¢ mnterrupt mel) Of course I shall
not betray you My paving 1t shall not tell the
truth because unless the truth 1s from you 1t
cin not help you It must be your truth not
mmne Bat I shall save and save and save and
pay 1t back—to clear my own soul Tor I—I
have Iived on that three thousand dollars too
she smd with a sich look  She put the crystal
back mnto its bowl It will take—a long time
she smd famntly
She stopped trembling from the effort of se
many calm words Thomas I'lemmng looking
doggedly at the floor smd I suppose youll get
& separation?
Get a separation? she glanced at i for an
mstant  Why we are separated she sad
We can t be any more separated than we are
I suppose we have never been together But I
won t leave you 1f that 1s what you mean
Youll stay withme? heburstout I thought
ou despised me!
} VVh; no she smd slowly Idontthink I
despise you I dont thinh I do But of
course—  She looked away helplessly  Of
col no respect for you
u?\;eﬁ h;‘;esmd Ipm sorry DBut there s noth
g I can do about 1t
Amy turned hstlessly as if to go upstars
agamn but he caught her dress
You really mean you won t—leave me?
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No I wont leave you

Of course he said roughly you dont love
me but— Fis voice faltered mto a sort of
question

She turned sharply from lim hdmg her face
in her arm moving blindly with one hand
stretched out to feel her way toward the door

Oh shesmd oh—Im afraid—I—

And at that he broke Poor weak Love
poor Love that would have denied itself for very
shame Love brought him to hs knees Ins arms
around her waist Ins head agamnst ber breast hs
tears on her hand

Amy! Iwill dost I wil giestback Oh
Amy Amy—
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“TO MAKE A HOOSIER
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BY GEORGE ADE

F you will take & map of the State of In
diana and follow with your pencil one of the
many railway lines radiating from Indian

apols you will find 1f you are extremely dik
gent 1n your search a black speck marked Mus
selwhite It 1s not an asterisk meanmg a
county seat—simply a speck on the enameled
surface Furthermore 1t 1s one of many spechs
A map which shows all of the towns of the Mus
selwhite kind looks like a platter of caviare—a
mere scramble of dark globules each the same
as the others

As amatter of fact Musselwhite seemed one of
a thousand to the sleepy travelers in the parlor
cars Lymg back on their upholstered griddles
slowly baking to a crisp they would be aroused
by a succession of jolts and grinds and would
look out with torpid mterest at a brindle colored

depot a few brich stores ornately faced with
rornices of galvamzed won a straggling row of
frame houses prigged out with scallops and pro
tuberant bay windows a few alert horses at the

permi fh b fmCD _ W Kyf De
“.R.,h”";d"” Copyn it. goa by P F C &S n.
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Hitch rach and & few somnolent Americans punc
tuated along the platform Then the tran
would laboriously push this panorama mto the
bachground and whisk away mto the cornfields
and the travelers would never agam think of
Musselwhite Certamly they would never think
of 1t as a hotbed of politics an arena of social
strivings a Mecca for the remote farmhand and
a headquarters for religrous effort Vet Mussel
white was 2ll of these—and more

The town had two wings of the Protestant
faith but they did not always flap 1n umson
They were united m the single belief that the
Catholic congregation at the other end of town
was mtent on some dark plan to capture the gov
ernment and blow up the puble school svstem

The Zion Methodist Church stood across the
street from the Campbellite structure Each
had 2 lngh wooden steeple and a clangorous bell
Zion Church had an undersized pipe organ
which had to be pumped from behind The
Campbellites had merely an overgrown cottage
organ but tney put i a cornet to help out—this
in the face of a protest from the conservativé
element that true religion did not harmonize
with any brass band trnmmngs

In the Campbellite Church the rostrum was
movable and underneath was a paptismal pool
wheremn the newly converted were publicly 1
mersed Whenever there was to be & Sunday
mght baptizng at the Campbellite Church the
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sttendance was overflowmmng The Methodists
could offer no ceremony to compare with that of
a bold descent mto the cold plunge but every
winter they had a protracted meeting which
Lept the church hghted and warmed for seven
mghts m the week During this revival pertod
the Campbellites were m partial eclipse

It must not be assumed that there was any
petty rivalry between the two flocks It was the
strong and healthy competition between two
laborers m the vineyard each striving to pick the
larger bunch of grapes If the Zion Church
gave a mush and milk sociable 1t was only nat
ural that the Campbellites 1n therr endeavor to
retam a hold on the friendly sympathies of Mus
selwhite should almost 1mmediately make an
nouncement of a rummage party or an old peo
ples concert The Campbellites had therr Sun
day school in the morning preceding the regular
service and the Methodists had theirs in the after
noon The attendance records and missionary
collections were zealously compared ~Unusual
nducements were offered to the growing youth
of Musselwhite to memorize the golden text and
fight manfully for the large blue card which was
the reward for unbroken attendance In Mus
selwhite as m many other communities there
were parents who beleved ir permitting the chil
dren to attend two rehigious services every Sun
day thereby establishimg a good general average
for the family even if the parents remamed at
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home to read the Sunday papers The chuldren
found no fault with this arrangement  The
mornmg Sunday school was 2 sort of full dress
rehearsal for the afternoon service to which the
children floched mn confident possession of those
hidden meamngs of the Seripture which can al
ways be elueidated by a hardware merchant who
wears darh clothes once a weel

‘At Christmas time the scholars found them
selves 1 a quandarv Each church had exercises
Christmas Eve A cluld can not be two places
at the same time no matter how busy his effort
or how earnest s intention And so 1t came
about that the congregation offermg the more
spectacular entertamment and the larger por
tion of mixed candy drew the majority o the
lambluns The malry between the Methodists
and the Campbellites touched perthelion o
Christmas Eve An ordinary Christmas tre¢
studded with tapers festooned with popeorn &%
heavv with presents no longer satisfied the Juntot
population for 1t had been pampered and fe
upon novelty The children demanded 8 Tow
comedy Santa Claus m a fur coat They, had to
be gven star parts 1n cantatas or else be per
mitted to speah preces 1 costume One year
the Campbellites vared the programme by hav
mg a sceme chimney corner erected bach of the
pulpit There was an open fireplace glowiis
with umtation coals In front of the fireplace
was a row of stockings some of which were ©
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most murth provoking length and capacity for
the sense of humor was rampant in Musselwhite
A murmur of mpatient and restless curiosity
tather interfered with the recitations and respon
sive readings which opened the programme It
rose to a tiptoe of eager anticipation when Mr
Eugene Robinson the Superintendent of the
Sunday school arose and after a few felicitous
remarks which called forth hysterical laughter
read a telegram from Kriss Kringle saying that
he would arrive 1n Musselwhite at 8 30 sharp
Almost immediately there was heard the jingle
of sleighbells The older and more sophisticated
boy s :dentified the tone as comng from a strand
of bells owned by Henry Boardman who Lept
the Ivery barn but the munds of the younger
brood were singularly free trom all doubt and
questionmng A distinet  VWhoa! was heard
and then the Saint swaddled 1n furs and with a
most prodigrous growth of cotton whishers came
night out through the fireplace with lns pack
on his back and ashed 1 aloud voice  Is this the
town of Musselwhite? His shaggy coat was
sifted with snow m spite of the fact that the
mght was rather warm and muggy and his whole
appearance tallied so accurately with the pic
tures 1n the bool s that the :llusion was most con
vmemng untll  Tad  Saulsbury aged twelve
piped m a loud vorce X know whoit1s Its
Jake Francis

His mother moved swiftly down the awsle and
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churned hum into slence after which the dis
tnbution of presents proceeded with irumphant
hilarity
Tt was generally conceded that the Campbell
1te chimney corner entertainment rather laid over
and topped and threw mto the shade any other
Christmas domngs that had been witnessed mn
Musselwhite That 1s why the Methodists were
spurred fo unusual effort one year later and that
1s why Doc Silverton Sam Woodson and Or
ville Hufty as a special committee on arrange
ments met mn the doctor s office one eveing
November to devise ways and means
They re gomn to give another chimney corner
show smid Doc Siyverton We ve got todo
something to offset 1t I claim that the Christ
mas tree 15 played out Smce theyve started
shippin in these evergreen trees from Chicago 8
good many people have their own trees right at
home We cant very well take up the cmmney
corner idee  Its too much like trailin afong be
hind the Campbelhtes and takin their dust
Weve got to give em something new and
different  said Orville Hufty X sent and got
2 bool. that s supposed to tell how to get up shows
for Christmas but 1t s all about singin songs a0
speahin pieces and we know by expenence that
such things don t Letch the crowd here Maussel
white
Ive been thmhin  said Sam Woodson Very
slowly that we might do this Go to the Camp-
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bellites and segest that we take turn about n
gvin exhibitions  That 15 :f they hold off
this year we'll give them a clear field next
year

Not much! exclarmed ‘Doc Silverton with
great deaision  That d look like a clean back
down Dont give em anything to crow about
Let s beat em at therr own game We can do 1t
if youll help me on & httle scheme that I ve been
layn awake mights and thmhin about Dont
laugh when T tell you what 1t 15 Its nothm
nore or less than a weddin

You mean to have somebody get married on
Christmas Eve? asked Mr Hufty looking at
bum coldly

That s 1t exactly replied Doe with a grin
of enthusiasm

‘What s gettin married got to do with Christ
mas? ashed Sam Woodson

People get married every day added Mr
Hufty

Not the people that I m thinkm about said
Doc  leaning back and lookng at them
serenely  Can you imagme what hind of a
crowd well have in that church if we advertise
that old Baz Leonard 1s gom to get married
to Miss Wheatley?

The other two commutteemen gazed at Doc
1 sheer amazement stunned by the audacity of
his suggestion Baz Leonard and DMiss
Wheatley! It took several moments for them to
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grasp the Napoleome immensity of the propost
fion
Well I be jggeredl sad Mr Hufty
How did you come to thih of anything like
that?
Is Baz gom to marry her? ashed Sam
‘Woodson
He 1s rephed ‘Doc  but he dont know
t—vet Tm banhm on the fact that he won't
overlook a chance to show off m public and that
Miss Wheatley 15 about due to get married to
some one
I think youd be domn her 2 favor 1f you
picked out somebody besides Baz suggested
the cold and unresponsive Woodson
Baz 15 the man said Doc firmly If
weve got a public character this town 1ts
Baz Leonard If theres a woman m town
that s supposed to be out of the marryin class
1t s Miss Wheatley Her gettin married to anv
one would be about the biggest piece of news you
could spring on Musselwhite But gettin mar
ried to Baz Leonard! Say! They won t have
2 handful of people at their chimney corner show
And you can bet thev Il never Leep Jake Francis
over there to play Santa Claus Any time that
old Baz gets married agamn Jale 1l want to be
there to see 1t
T don t see how you re gon to work 3t 10
Christmas Lve exhibition said Woodson

even as he spoke he chuchled reflectively a0
)1“
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was evident that the beautiful possibihties of the
plan were beginning to ramufy s understand
ing

Sumplest thing m the world sad ‘Doc
We announce that were gom to give Miss
Wheatley & Christmas present

You d better postpone the show till April 1
suggested Mr Hufty and then all three commut
teemen leaned back m their charrs exchanged
glances and roared with laughter It was evi
dent that no vote would be necessary

Ise thought 1t all out contnued ‘Doe.
We can have the regular entertanment then
the distribution of presents Well have Santy
Claus bring m the marriage hicense and present
\tio Baz Then we Il lead the happy couple to
the altar and after Brother King has done a
scientific job of spliem well gne them ther
combmation Christmas and weddm presents
The different Sunday school classes can chip m
and buy presents for them They Il be glad to
do it

It sounds all right but can we talk em mto
1t? asked Mr Hufty Baz has fooled around
her 2 httle but I never thought he wanted to
marry her

I1i guarantee to have um on hand when the
time comes said Doc confidently I want
you two fellows to have the women go after Miss
Wheatley We must take 1t for granted that
thev’re already engaged Have the women go
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over and congratulate her and then convince her
that if she has a church weddin shell get a raft
of presents It s the third and last call with her
and I don t think we 1l have to use blinkers or 2
curb bit

And so next day there began the strangest
campaign that ever Cupid waged by Proxy
Rumor—strong persistent undemable—had it
that Baz Leonard and Miss Beulah Wheatley
were to become as one indivisible  Umted m
the holy bonds of wedlock 15 the way 1t was put
by the editor of the Courier

Unless you mdulgent reader have Inved m 2
Musselwhite you can not fully comprehend how
convulsing was the excitement that Imd hold
upon the whole townslup when the story went
Jumping from house to house across farm lots
over ditches through the deep woods unbl it was
gleefully discussed around the lamphght as far
away as Antioch and Burdetts Grove Tor

Baz Leonard was a man who had posed m the
fierce light of publiaty for many years In
Rome he would have been a senator In Mussel
white he was a constable As a war veteran as2
member of the Volunteer Fire Department 83
2 confirmed juror as custodian of a bass drum
as judge of elections as somethmg or other he
contrived to be where the common run af mortsls
had to look at lim and rather admire his self
possession and dignified bearmg  To be mn the
foreground of actrvities to be n some way con
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nected with every event which partooh of the
ceremonnal this was the one gnawimg ambition of
Ballantyne Leonard His front name by some
system of abbreviation Lnown only to small
towns had been condensed to Baz  His wife
had died soon after the war He lived 1n 2 small
frame house more thoroughly covered by mort
gage than by pamt A pension and the occa
swnal fee comuing to & constable provided him
with the essentials of life—tobacco and one or
two other items less important  As a factor m
the business life of Musselwhite he was a com
parative cipher but at pubhie functions he shone
Take 1t on the Fourth of July On 2 borrowed
horse with a tricolored sash once around s
waist and once over the shoulder he led the
parade  On election nights he read the returns
The job of pumping the organin the Zion Church
he refused because he could not perform his
duties in view of the congregation Every wmn
ter when the Methadist revisal had stirred the
town to a high strung fervor he walked up the
mamn aisle and jomed the church becoming for
a few mghts the nucleus of a shouting jubilation
Every summer he attended a soldiers reunion
drank to the memory of blood stained battle
fields and was let out of the church as 2 back
shider If a traveling magician or hypnotist re
quested some one from the audience to hindly
step upon the stage  Baz was always the first
torespond ‘The happiness of hus hife came from
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now and then being an 2 pedestl Do S
verton hnesw what he was fallang shout when he
said that on Chnstmas Ese he would have s
man on hand ready to be married
As for Miss Beulnh Wheatley she was 2 smalf
prm and exceedingly antigue maiden lady who
loohed out at the world through a paxr of bulls
eve spectacles  Those whose memones extended
back far enough testified that as a gl she had
been not bad Jookmn  and they conld account
for her having been maraoned all these pears
only on the crvel theory that some marsy and
somedon t Miss Whealley was a pochet edition
of Joan of Are when 1t came ta church acthmbies
her efforts bemng concentrated on foreign ms
sionary worh She was & landmark of s
“Doc Sils erton once caleulated that she had em
broidered twenty seven pais of slppers for e
g and gomyg preachers It was knos that
she owned the house 1n which she Lied and 1
was vaguely rumored that she had moncs n
vested  In Musselwhste flittmg shout hbe ;
Janesome and unmated bird among the sﬂ"ﬁﬁerc
and well fed domestic pigeons she was2 Pnfh;t‘ ¢
gohe  People respected her becanse she
prous and a good househeeper but 2’“";52 o3
pohed fun at her for the ald mad 18 8% !
far target Ielute were MOrE sl;r

No two people mn Musse; 2
han MF
by the announced engageﬂ;;ﬁl‘:,hﬂée "

nsed
pﬂaz Leonard and Miss Beul
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Baz met the first congratulations with good
nature his only sensation being one of gratifica
tion that the public should be mterested m hus
private affairs  Later on when his demals were
pooh poohed into silence and he was yiven post
tive proof that Viss Wheatley had been up to
Babcoch s store piching out dress goods he be-
came alarmed Lven this alarm was tempered
by the joy of bemng the most talked about man
n Musselwhite and Doc Silverton never lost
faith At the first opportumty he called Baz
mto the office and gave lum a long and violent
handshaking Its somethin jou ought to have
done years ago Baz  he said leading his vis
itor over to an operating chair ~ Shes a fine
woman and shes got a hittle property and I
don t see that you could do better

1d lke to know how them reporis got
started sad Baz I sin t seen Miss Wheat
ley for gom on siX weehs and when I did see her
we didn t tall about nothm except them Ply
mouth Rock chickens she bought from—

Thats all nght Baz smd Doc patting
fum on the shoulder ~ You hept 1t quiet as long
as you could but Miss TWheatley s a woman you
Lnow and she was so proud of gettn you away
from all these widows around town you cant
blame her for braggn a little  Now that 1t s all
settled we re gomg to give you the biggest wed
din that was ever seen 1n this nech of the woods

Thereupon he outlned the plans for Christmas
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Eve minmmuzng the fact that Miss Wheatley
would be a party fo the exercises and enlargmng
upon the glory that would come to the groom
He told how the organ would thunder how the
church would be jammed how the mant class
would strew flowers 1n the pathway of the hero
and Baz Dhstening was lost

In the meantime Mrs Woodson and Mrs
Hufty had been worhing on Miss Wheatley
They dhd not falafy to her but they led her to
believe that Mr Leonard had smd many things
that were really smd by Doc Siverton and
they did 2t 1n such a way that the fermnine con
scrence did not suffer a sngle pang Miss
Wheatley gathered from the nature of their con
versation that they vwere the epussares of the
would be groom  Certamly thew assurances
were emphatic and she as if wn a dresm per
mtted herself to be measured for a weddmg
gown

And so Miss Wheatley and Baz Leonard
were engaged and neither had spoken to the
other a word that was eren remotely suggestive
of matrimony  Doc Silverton past master at
pohiics and all manner of deep schemung

chinched the matter by gving a supper at the
Commercial Hotel Baz was present and
Miss Wheatley was present and many witnesses
were present  When the pie had been served
‘Doc arose and made & speech of congratula
tion to the couple ¥e referred fo the undying
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splendor of Mr Leonard s war record his long
and honorable career as 2 public servant and
the high esteem mn which he was held by the beau
tiful hitle aity of \lusselwhite Xt was meet and
proper sad Doc  that such a man should
choose for his companion and helpmate an es
timable lady whose light had never been hidden
under a bushel ete

Baz and Miss Wheatlev looked at each
other across the celery tops bewildered but lack
g the moral courage to arise and protest
They were bemng carnied along on a wave of pop
ular enthusiasm It seemed exhilarating to Miss
Wheatley  Baz wore an air of melancholy
doubt especially after the supper at the Com
mercial Hotel when he had been given the prina
lege of taking a long hard and critical look at
Miss Wheatley m her best clothes

Word came to the committee that the groom
was weahening  Baz had been meditating and
gazing upon two pictures One was pleasant—
he at the church with a yellow rose mn his coat
and hundreds of people Jookmg at im The
other was a long drawn vista of straight and nar
row matrimony under the supervision of a small
but deternuned woman

T guess we Il have to call it off he said as he
met Doc Silverton m front of the post office
and he looked across the street m a guilty and
shamefaced manner
You cant call it off said Doec  Youve
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announced your engagement m the presence of
witnesses and weve fixed up the whole pro
gramme
I didn t announce tt—you did
Well you were present and sience gives
consent If you try to back out now she can sue
you for breach of promise
What 1l she git?
Im surprised at you Baz—after all that
your friends have done for vou in this thing
Baz studied a display of Christmas goods in
a window and rubbed his chin reflectively
Funally he smd I ain t got any clothes that s fit
to wear
Doc hesitated The commrttee had not un
dertaken to outfit the bridegroom But he knew
that the falure of us pet enterprise would fill the
town with Campbellite hilarity so hesaid Well
see that you get a new suit
Chnstmas Eve came It found Musselwhite
Leyed up to the lighest pitch of glad expecta
tion Ilvery aspming comic 1n the town had ex
hausted his stock of mventive humor mn thinking
up presents to gnieto Baz and Miss Whestley
From cardboard mottoes of satirieal character
to o michel plated Litchen stove the gifts large
and small were warting behind the pulpit of the
Zion Church  As many people as could elbow
their way 1nto the seats and aisles and corners of
the church were waiting Miss Wheatley all i
white with smellng salts also sr¢ married
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women to give her courage waited in the pastor s
study And down the street mn a small frame
house a grizzled veteran who had faced death on
many fields of carnage lay bach on lus bed and
told a despairing commttee that he was 1ll even
to the pomnt of death and that there could be no
wedding  He had put on the new blach suit
The black bow tie had been carefully balanced
by Sam YWoodson Baz with the dull horror
of impending calamity numbing s resolution
had even combed his hair and then when Mr
Hufty looked at his watch and said  Its about
tume to start Baz had been stricken

‘Where does 1t seem to hurt you? ashed Sam
Woodson

All over said Baz looking steadfastly at
the ceing I m as weak as 2 hitten

Your pulse 1s all night said Doc  Silver
ton  and youve got a good color WWas I'ree
man Wheatley over to see you to day?

Baz rolled over and looked at the wall and
then answered hesitatingly Yes I seen hum for
a little while

‘What did he say to you?

He said she didn t have as much property as
most people think and that no lvin man could
get along with her

I thought you was shch enough to see
through Freeman Wheatley said Mr Hufty

He wants to sidetrack this thing so hell come
wto her property
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This 15 no tume for fooln smd Doc St
verton arsing and rollng up s sleeves
There s nothin the matter with Baz except
hes a little overheated by the pleasure of this
gladsome oceasion 11 bleed lum and cool im
off a httleand hellbe 2l O X
Saymng which he produced a pochet surgical
case and took out a long glittering knife
Don t vou go to cuttin mto me sad Baz
sitting up n the bed
Then you quit this tomfoolin and come along
with us sad Doc sternly We amt got a
mnute to spare
Baz thereupon showed immediate improve-
ment With a deep sigh he stood up and they
bundled him mto his overcoat
The moonlt street was quite deserted It
seemed that every one m town was wating at the
church  Doc Silverton walked ahead with the
slent vichm Bebind Mr Hoffy and Sam
‘Woodson executed quiet dance steps 1n the snow
wmdicative of therr joy
In front of the Gridley house Baz stopped
I need & drink of water hesad I thiohitd
brace me up
You can get one at the church sad Doc
1d rather step i to the Gndley well here
It's the best water in town
The commuttee waited at the front gate
Baz disappeared around the corner of the
house and they heard the dry clanhing of the
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iron pump and the splatter of water and then
there was silence and o pause butno Baz ap
peared
Mebbe he s shipped out the back way sug
gested Mr Hufty in a frightened whisper and
the commuttee ran for the pump The Gndley
back yard lay quiet mn the moonhght and there
was neither sound nor sight of bridegroom
He couldn t get away so soon smd ‘Deoc
I dont see any tracks m the snow
‘D you s pose— began Sam Woodson look
mg upward and then he ponted to where Mr
Baz Leonard sat in the lugh crotch of a cherry
tree
This 1s 2 putup job said Mr Leonard
Im just gettin ontoit
Baz youre achin like 2 child  began Mr
Hufty Come on now theyre waitm for
you
Let hmm stay up there and freeze sad
Doc Im done with hum I didnt think an
old soldier would be afraid to face a crowd of
people
I amt afraid sad Baz shifting lus pos1
tion I ve had the cards stacked on me thats
all
Go over to the church Sam said Doc Sil
verton after an awhward pause Tell the
whole crowd to come over here and take a look
at the bridegroom thats gone to roost like a
chichen  Sam started
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Dont you bring no crowd here shouted
Baz as he began to descend  This 1s the low
est irich that was ever put up on a human bem
Thus ended hs resistance  They led him like
a lamb to the slaughter
People m Musselwhite said 1t was the making
of Baz Leonard For years after that he
walked 2 chalk mark and his habits seemed to
mprove for he was afraid to attend a soldiers
reunion  He should have been happy for he
lived 1 a cottage that was spick and span_and
had a capable woman to tell him what to do at
every turn And yet there were times when at
Sunday mormng services he would look across
at Doc Siverton with a reproachful hght m
lus eyes a5 1f to say You did this to me
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T was the week before Christmas and the
Furst Reader Class m 2 lower East Side
school had almost to a man decided on the
gfts to belavished on Teacher  She was quite
unprepared for any such observance on the part
of her small adherents for her first study of the
roll book had shown her that s numerous
Jacobs Isdores and Rachels belonged to a
class to which Christmas Day was much as other
days And so she went serenely on her way all
unconscious of the swift and striet relation be
tween her manner and her chances She was
for mstance the only person n the room who did
not know that her critissm of Isidore Belchato
shy s hands and face cost her a tall three for
ten cents candlestich and & plump box of candy
But Mornis Mogilewsky whose love for
Teacher was far greater than the combined loves
of all the other children had as yet no present
to bestow That lis Lmnd feelng should be
without proof when the lesser loves of Isidore
Wishnewsky Sadie Gonorowshy and Bertha
bfq sl et 'Pm?lp:a‘:ﬂc'& Fom Ld Coros prile
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Binderwitz were tahing the tangible but sur
prising forms which were daily exhibited to hus
confidential gaze was more than he could bear
The knowledge saddened all lus hours and was
the more maddening because 1t could m no wise
pe shared by Teacher who noticed Ius altered

earing and tried with all sorts of artful beguile
ments to make hum happy and at ease But her
efforts served only to increase his unhappmess
and Ius love And he loved her! Oh how he
loved her! Since first lus dreading eyes had
clung for a breaths space to her Iihe mans
shoes and had then crept tinidly upward past
a black slart a from silk  apron a red

Jumper and from gold cham to her hght
face she had been mistress of s heart of
hearts That was more than three months ago
How well he remembered the day!

His mother had washed him horrbly and had
taken lum into the big red schoothouse so famil
ar from the outside but so full of unknown
terrors within ~ After lus dusty little shoes had
stumbled over the threshold he had passed from
ordeal to ordeal untd at last he was torn i
mute and white faced despair from his mothers
shirts
{ He was then dragged through long halls and
up tall stars by a large boy who spohe to lum
disdanfully as  greeme and ceutioned Jum as
to the laying down softly and tahing up gently
of those poor dusty shoes so that s spmt was
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quite broken and his nerves were all unstrung
when he was pushed mto 2 room full of bright
sunshine and of children who laughed at Ius
frightened Iittle face The sunshine smote s
timd eyes the laughter smote s timd heart
and he turned to flee But the door was shut
the large boy gone and despair took him for its
own

Down upon the floor he dropped and wailed
and wept and kicked Xt was then that he heard
for the first time the voice which now he loved
A hand was forced between lus aching body and
the floor and the vorce saxd

Why my dear htile chap you mustnt cry
like that What s the matter?

The hand was gentle and the question kind
and these combmed with a famt perfume sug
gestive of drug stores and barber shops—but
nicer than either—made him uncover hus hot it
tle face Kneeling beside um was a lady and he
forced his eyes to that perilous ascent from shoes
to shurt from shirt to jumper from jumper to
face they trailed in dread uncertamnty but
at the face they stopped—they had found
rest

Morns allowed himself to be gathered into the
lady s arms and held upon her knee and when
his sobs no longer rent the very foundations of
his pink and wide spread tie he answered her
question m a voice as soft as us eyes and as
gently sad
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I amnt so big and I dont know where 1s my
mama
So having cast his troubles on the shoulders
of the lady he had added his throbbing head to
the burden and from that safe retreat had en
Joyed Is first day at school mumensely
Thereafter he had been the first to arrive every
mornmg and the last to leave every afternoon
and under the care of Teacher Ins lege lady he
had grown mn wisdom and love and happwmess
but the greatest of these was love And now
when the other boys and girls were planmng sur
prises and gifts of price for Teacher his hands
were as empty as his heart was full Appeal to
his mother met with demal prompt and energetic
For what you go and make over Christmas
presents? You am t no Krisht jou should bet
ter have no kind feelings over Krishts neither
your papa could to have 2 mad
Teacher an t no Krisht  said Morris stoutly
all the other fellows buys her presents und I m
loving mt her 1t s pohite I gives her presents the
while I m got such a kind feeling over her
Well we ant got no money for buy noth
mg said Mrs Mogilewshy sadly ~ No money
und your papa he has all times a scare he
shouldn t to get no more the while the boss —
and here followed mcomprehensible but depress
ing financal details unbl the end of the mnter
view found Morris and his mother sobbing an
rocking in one another s arms So Morris Was
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helpless Ius mother poor and Teacher all un
knowing

And now the great day the Friday before
Christmas has come and the school 15 for the
first half hour qute mad Doors open suddenly
and softly to admt small persons clad in won
drous ways and bearmg wondrous parcels
Room 18 generally so placid and so peaceful 19
a howling wilderness full of brightly colored
quickly changing groups of children alf whisper
mg all gurglng and all hiding queer bundles
A new comer invariably causes a diversion the
assembled multitude athirst for novelty falls
upon im and clamors for a ghmpse of lus bundle
and a statement of 1ts price

Teacher watches mm dumb amaze What can
be the matter with the children? They cant
have guessed that the shrouded somethmg mn the
corner 1s & Christmas tree? What makes them be
have so queerly and why do they look so strange?
They seem to have grown stout 1 a smgle night
and Teacher as she notes this marvels greatly
The explanation 1s simple though 1t comes m
alarming form  The sounds of revelry are
prerced by a long shnll yell and a pawr of
agitated legs spring suddenly mto view between
iwo deshs Teacher rushing to the rescue notes
that the legs form the unsteady stem of an up
turned mushroom of brown flannel and green
braild which she recognizes as the outward seem
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mg of her chenished Bertha Binderwitz and yet
when the deshs are forced to disgorge their prey
the legs restored to their normal posibion are
found to support 2 fat child—and Bertha was
best desermbed as  shinny —In & dress of the
Stuart tartan tastefully tmmmed with purple
Tnvestigation proves that Bertha s accumulatve
taste m dress 1s an estabhished custom In nearly
all cases the glory of hohday attire 18 hung upon
the solid foundation of every day clothes as bunt
mg 1s hung upon a buldding The habit 15 ec0
nomueal of time and preduces a charmmg embon
pomnt
Teacher too 15 more beautiful than ever Her
dress 1s blue and  very long down ike & lady
with bands of sk and seraps of lace distributed
with the eye of art  In her haw she wears a bow
of what Sadie Gonorowshy whose father worbs
by fancy goods describes as  blach from plush
ribbon—costs ten cents
Isidore Belchatoshy relenting 18 the first 10
fay trbute before Teacher He comes forwd
with B sweet smile and a tall candlestich—the
eandy has gone to its long home—and Teacher
for o moment can not be made to understan
that a1l that length of bluish white china 15 zeally
hers for keeps
1t s to morrow hohday  Isdore assures her
and we gives you presents the while we hme 8
Lind feehng  Candlestichs could to cost twenty
five cents
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Itsahe Three for ten says a voice n the
background but Teacher hastens to respond to
Isidore s test of her credulity
* Indeed they could This candlestich could
have cost fifty cents and 1ts just what I want
It 1s very good of you to bring me 2 present

Youre welcome says Isidore retirng and
then the 1ce bemng broken the First Reader Class
m a body rises to cast 1ts gifts on Teacher s desk
and 1ts arms round Teacher s neck

Nathan Horowitz presents a small cup and
saucer Isidore Applebaum bestows a large cal
endar for the year before last Sadte Gonorow
sky brings o basket contamng a bottle of per
fume a thimble and a bright silk handherchref
Sarah Schodsky offers a penwiper and a yellow
cellulowd collar button and DLva Kidansky gives
an elaborate nasal douche under the pleasing de
lusion that 1t 1s an atomrzer

Once more sounds of grief reach Teachers
ears Rushing agam to the rescue she throws
open the door and comes upon woe persomfied
Eva Gonorowsky her hair 1n wildest disarray
fer stoching fouled ungartered and down gyved
o her ankle appears before her teacher She
bears all the marhs of Hamlet s excitement and
many more ncluding a tear stamed little face
and a gilt saucer clasped to a panting breast

Eva my dearest Eva whats happened to
younow? ashs Teacher for the list of 1ll chances
which have befallen this one of her charges 1s
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very long  And Dva wails forth that & boy a
very bug boy had stolen her golden cup what I
had for you by present and has left her only
the saucer and her undymg love to bestow

Before Evas sobs have quite yelded to
Teacher s arts Jacob Spitsky presses forward
with a tortoise shell comb of terrfymg aspect
and hungry teeth and an ar showmng forth s
determination to adjust at m its destined place
Teacher meehly bows her head Jacob forces his
offering mto her long suffermng hair and then
retares with the mformation  Costs fifteen cents
Teacher and the courteous phrase—by et
quette prescribed— Wish you health to wear it

Here 2 big boy 2 very big boy enters hashly
He does not belong to Room 18 but he has long
known Teacher He has brought her a present
he wishes her a merry Chnstmas The present
when produced proves to be & pretty gold eup
and Dva Gonorowsky with renewed emohion
recogmzes the boy as her assadant and the cup
8s her property 'Teacher 15 dreadfully embar
rassed the boy not ot all so  ¥his poligy 1s sm
ple and entire demal and mn this he perseveres
even after Dvas saucer has unmstahably pro-
clammed 1ts relationship to the cup

Meanwhile the rush of presentation goes
steaddy on  Other cups and saucers come i
wald profusion The desh 15 eovered with them
and therr wrappings of purple tissne paper ré
quire » momtors whole attention The sozp
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too becomes urgently perceptible It 1s of all
sizes shapes and colors but of umform and
dreadful power of perfume No other teacher
has so many helps to the toilet None other s so
beloved
Teacher s aspect 1s quite changed and the

blue long down like a lady dress 1s almost lnd
den by the offermgs she has recerved Jacobs
comb has two massive and bejeweled rivals in the

softy har  The front of the dress where
aching or despondent heads are wont to rest 1s
glittermg with campaign buttons of American
celebrities begmmng with James G Blame and
extending into modern history as far as Patrick
Divver Admiral Dewey and Captan Dreyfus

Outside the blue belt 1s a white one nearly clean

and bearing 1n  sure nough golden words the
curt but stirnng mvitation  Remember the
Mame  Around the neck are three chaplets of
beads wrought by chubby fingers and embody

mg much love while the waist hne 1s further
adorned by tiny and bertbboned aprons Truly

1t 1s a day of trrumph

When the waste paper bashet has been twice

filled with wrappings and twice emphied when
order 1s emergmng out of chaos when the Christ

mas tree has been disclosed and 1ts treasures dis

tributed 2 timid hand 1s lard on Teacher s knee
and a plantne voice whispers  Say Teacher I
got something for you and Teacher turns
quickly to see Morris her dearest boy charge
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with lus poor httle body showmng quite plamnly
between Ius shirtwust buttons and through the
gashes he calls pochets This 3s us ordmary cos
tume and the funds of the house of Mogilewsky
are evidently unequal to an outer layer of finery

Now Morns dear says Teacher jou
shouldn t hate troubled to get me a present you
know jou and ¥ are such goods friends that—

Teacher yis maam Morns mterrupts ma
bewstching msmg mflection of s soft and plun
tivevowce I hnow vou got s hind fechng by me
and I couldnt to tell even how Im got a hnd
feehing by vou Only 1t s about that Ind feeling
I should gmve you a present I didnt —witha
glance at the crowded desh— I didnt to have
no soap mor no perfumery and my mama she
couldn t to buy none by the store but Teacher
Im got something swful mee for you by pres
ent

And what 1s 1t deary? ashs the already nich
and gifted joung person  What 15 my new
present?

Teacher sts Iihe this T dont hnow T amt
50 big hhe I could to hnow —and truly God
ptv lim? he is passing small— It mn t for boys
~ts for Iadies Ouer yesterday on the rught
comes m) papa on my house and he gives my
mama the present Sooner she looks on it sooner
she has a anful glad m her eye stands tears und
she savs lihe that—out of Jewish— Thanhs un
she fasses my papa a kiss Und my paps 20w he
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1s polite! he savs—out of Jewish too— Youre
welcome all right un he Lisses my mama a Liss
So my mama she sets and loohs on the present
und all the time she looks she has a glad over 1t
Und I didnt to have no soap so you could to
have the present

But did your mother say I might?

Teacher no maam she didnt sav like that
un she didn t to say not like that She didnt to
Lknow Butits forladies un I didnt to have no
soap You could to look on it It amt for
bovs

And here Mornis opens a hot httle hand and
discloses a tightly folded pinhish paper As
Teacher reads 1t he watches her with eager fur
tive eyes dry and bright until hers grow sud
denly mowst when his promptly follow suit  Ag
she looks down at lum he makes his moan once
more

It s for ladies und I didn t to have no soap

But Morns dear cries Teacher unsteadily
Jaughing a little and yet not far from tears,

this 1s ever so much micer than soap—a thou
sand times better than perfume and you re quite
night 1t 1s for ladies and T never had one i all
mjy life before I am so very thankful

Youre welcome all nght Thats how my
papa says 1ts polite savs Morrs proudly
And proudly he tahes his place among the very
httle boys and loudly he jomns m the ensuing
song For the rest of that exciting day he 1s a
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shiming pomnt of virtue m a shightly confused
class  And at three ocloch he 1s at Teachers
desh agam carrymng on the conversatwon as if
there had been no interruption
Und my mame he says msmuatngly—
she hisses my papa a huss
Well? says Teacher
Well says Mormis  you aint never hissed
me a kiss und I seen how you kissed Eva Gono
rowshy Im loving mit you too Why dont
you never kiss me a kiss?
Perhaps  suggests Teacher mschievously
perhaps 1t am t for boys
But a glance at her Iight face wath its crown
of surprising combs reassures hum
Teacher y1s maam 1ts for boys he cries
as he feels her arms about hun and sees that 1
her eyes too stands tears
Tt s polite you hisses me a hiss over that for
ladies present
Late that mght Teacher sat m her prelty room
—for she was unofficislly s great pampere
young person—and reviewed her treasures She
saw that they were very numerous very touch
ing very winmswical and very precous But
above all the rest she cherished & frayed pmhish
paper rather crumpled and » httle solled  T'OT
1t held the love of 2 man and woman and a httle
chld and the magic of a home for Morrs
“ogilewshy s Christmas present for ladies was
the receipt for a month s rent for a room on the
top foor of a Monroe Street tenement
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S Mr John Oalhurst gambler stepped
mio the maimn street of Pol er I'lat on the

morning of the tnentyv third of Novem

ber 1850 he was conscious of a change m s
moral atmosphere since the preceding mght
Two or three men conversing earnestly together
ceased as he approached and exchanged sigmfi
cant glances "There was a Sabbath lull in the
arr which 1n a settlement unused to Sabbath m
fluences looked omunous

Mr Oakhursts calm handsome face betrayed
small concern of these mdieations Whether ke
was conseious of any predisposing cause was an
other guestion I rechon theyre after some
body hereflected Dhely stsme He returned
to s pochet the handhercluef with which he had
been whippmng away the red dust of Poker T'lat
from Mis neat boots and quietly discharged lus
rmund of any further congecture

In pomnt of fact Poler Tlat was after some
body It had Intely suffered the Joss of several
thousand dollars two valuable horses and a2
promunent atizen It was expemencing a spasm
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of virtuous reaction quite as lawless and ungov
ernable as any of the acts that had provoked 1t
A secret commuttee had determned to nd the
town of all improper persons This was done
permanently mn regard to two men who were then
hanging from the boughs of a sycumore 1t the
gulch and temporardy mn the bamshment of cer
tam other objectionable characters I regret to
say that some of these were ladies It 1s but due
to the sex however to state that thewr umpro
priety was professional and 1t was only 1n such
easily established standards of evil that Poher
Flat ventured to sit n judgment

Mr Oahhurst was right i supposing that he
was meluded 1n this category A few of the com
mttee had urged hanging him as a possible
example and a sure method of reimbursmg them
selves from his pochets of the sums he had won
from them Its agmn justice sud Jm
Wheeler to let this yer young man from Roar
mg Camp—an entire stranger—carry away our
money But & crude sentiment of equahty e
siding 1n the breasts of those wha had been for
tunate enough to wm from Mr Oakburst
overruled this narrower loeal prejudice

Mr Oakhurst recerved Jus sentence with phil
osophie calmness none the less coolly that he was
aware of the hesitation of his judges He was to0
much of 2 gambler not to accept T'ate With hm
Iife was at best an uncertain game and he recog
nized the usual percentage m favor of the dealer
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A body of armed men accompanted the de
ported wickedness of Poker Flat to the outslarts
of the settlement Besides Mr Oakhurst who
was known to be a coolly desperate man and for
whose intimmdation the armed escort was m
tended the expatriated party consisted of a
young woman famiharly known as The
Duchess another who had gamed the infeha
tous title of Mother Shipton and Uncle
Billy a suspected sluice robber and confirmed
drunhard The cavalcade provohed no comments
from the spectators nor was any word uttered
by the escort Only when the gulch which
marked the uttermost hmit of Poher Flat was
reached the leader spoke briefly and to the pomt
The exiles were forbidden to return at the peril
of their Lives

As the escort disappeared their pent up feel
1ngs found vent in a few hysterical tears from the
Duchess some bad language from Mother Ship
ton and a Partinan volley of expletives from
Uncle Billy The philosophic Oakhurst alone re
mamed still He Lstened calmly to Mother Ship
ton s desire to cut somebody s heart out to the
repeated statements of the Duchess that she
would die on the road and to the alarming oaths
that seemed to be bumped out of Uncle Billy as
he rode forward With the easy good humor
charactenistic of his class he insisted upon ex
changing lis own niding horse ¥ive Spot for
the sorry mule which the Duchess rode But even

147



GREATLST SHORT STORIES

this act did not draw the party into any closer
sympathy The young woman readjusted her
somewhat draggled plumes with a feeble faded
coquetry Mother Shipton eyed the possessor of
Tive Spot with malevolence and Uncle Billy
mcluded the whole party i one sweeping
anathema

"The road to Sandy Bar—a camp that not hav
g as yet experienced the regenerating flu
ences of Poler Tlat consequently seemed to
offer some mvitation to the emigrants—lay over
a steep mountamn range Tt was distant a days
severe journey In that advanced season the
party soon passed out of the moist temperate Te
gions of the foothills 1nto the drv cold bracing
air of the Swerras The tral was narrow and
difficult At noon the Duchess rollmg out
of her saddle upon the ground declared her
intention of gomg no farther and the party
halted

The spot was smgularly wild and mpressive
A wooded amphitheater surrounded on three
sides by preciptous chiffs of naked granite sloped
gently toward the crest of another precipice that
overlooked the valley It was undoubtedly the
most suitsble spot for a camp had camping been
advisable But Mr Oakhurst knew that scarcely
half the journey to Sandy Bar was accomphshcd
and the party were not equipped or prov 1stoned
for delay This fact he pomted out to s com
panions curtly with a pmlosophic commentary
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on the folly of throwing up therr hand before
the game was played out  But they were fur
mished with hquor which in this emergency stood
them 1n place of food fuel rest and prescience
In spite of lus remonstrances 1t was not long be
fore they were more or less under 1ts influence
Uncle Billy passed rapidly from a bellicose state
nto one of stupor the Duchess became maudln
and Mother Shipton snored Mr Oalhurst alone
remamed erect leaning agamst 2 rock calmly
surveying them

Mr Oakhurst did not drink It imterfered
with a profession which required coolness mmpas
siveness and presence of mind and mn his own
language he couldnt afford it As he gazed
at his recumbent fellow exales the loneliness be
gotten of his pamah trade s habits of hife ns
very vices for the first time serously oppressed
him  He bestirred himself 1 dusting his black
clothes washing lis hands and face and other
acts charactenistic of his studiously neat habits
and for a moment forgot his annoyance The
thought of deserting s weaker and more pitiable
companions never perhaps occurred to um  Yet
he could not help feeling the want of that exate
ment which singularly enough was most con
ducive to that calm equammity for which he was
notorious He Jooked at the gloomy walls that
rose a thousand feet sheer above the cirching pines
around him at the sky ominously clouded at
the valley below already deepenng mto shadow
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this act did not draw the party mnto any closer
sympathy The young woman readjusted her
somevwhat draggled plumes with a feeble faded
coquetry Mother Shipton eyed the possessor of
Five Spot with malevolence and Uncle Billy
meluded the whole party in one sweepmg
anathema

The road to Sandy Bar—a camp that not hav
g as yet esperienced the regenerating mflu
ences of Poler Flat consequently seemed to
offer some mwitation to the emuigrants—lay over
& steep mountan range It was distant a day s
severe journey In that advanced season the
party soon passed out of the moist temperate re
gons of the foothls into the dry cold bracing
air of the Swerras  The trail was narrow and
difficult At noon the Duchess rollmg out
of her saddle upon the ground declared her
mterttion of gong no farther and the party
halted

The spot was singularly wild and impressive
A wooded amphitheater surrounded on three
sides by precipitous chiff's of naked granite sloped
gently toward the crest of another precipice that
overfooked the valley It was undoubtedls the
most sutable spot for a camp had campmng been
adwisable But Mr Oakhurst knew that scarcely
balf the Journey to Sandy Bar was accomphshed
and the party were not equipped or pravisioned
for delay This fact he pomted out to lus com
pamons curtly with a philosophic commentary
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on the folly of throwing up therr hand before
the game was played out  But they were fur
nushed with hquor which in this emergency stood
them mn place of food fuel rest and prescience
In spite of his remonstrances 1t was not long be
fore they were more or less under 1ts influence
Uncle Billy passed rapdly from a bellcose state
mto one of stupor the Duchess became maudlin
and Mother Shipton snored Mr Oal hurst alone
remained erect leaning agamnst a roch calmly
surveying them

Mr Oalhurst did not drnk Tt interfered
with a profession which required coolness impas
siveness and presence of muind and m his own
language he couldnt afford it  As he gazed
at his recumbent fellow exiles the loneliness be
gotten of his panah trade s habits of life lns
very vices for the first time serously oppressed
hm He bestirred hmself 1n dusting his black
clothes washing his hands and face and other
acts characteristic of his studiously neat habits
and for a moment forgot his annoyance The
thought of deserting his weaker and more pitisble
companions never perhaps occurred to im  Yet
he could not help feeling the want of that exate
ment which singularly enough was most con
duave to that calm equammuty for which he was
notorious  He looked at the gloomy walls that
rase a thousand feet sheer above the crreling pmes
around lum  at the shy ommously clouded at
the valley below already deepening into shadow
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And domg so suddenly he heard hus own name
called

A horseman slowly ascended the tra In the
fresh apen face of the newcomer Mr Qalhurst
recogmzed Tom Smmson otherwise hnown as

The Innocent of Sandy Bar He had met him

some months before over o Ditle game  and had
with perfect equammnty won the entire fortune
—amounting to some forty dollars—of that
guileless youth After the game was fimshed
Mr Oakhurst drew the youthful speculator be
tund the door and thus addressed im  Tommy
youre a good little man but you cant gamble
worth a cent Don ¢ try 1t over agam  He then
handed him his money bacl pushed him gently
from the room and so made & devoted slave of
Tom Simson

There was a remembrance of thus in his ooyish
and enthusiastic greeting of My Oakhurst He
had started he smd to go to Poker Flat to sech
Ius fortune  Alone? No not exactly alone m
fact—a mggle—he had run away with Piney
Woods Didn t Mr Oakhurst remember Piney?
She that used to wait on the table ot the Tem
perance House? They had been engaged a long
tme but old Jale Woods had objected and so
they had run anay and were going to Poher
Tzt to be marred and here they were And
they were tired out and how lucky 1t was they
had found o place to camp and company All
tus the Innocent delyy ered rapidly while Piney
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—a stout comely damsel of fifieen—emerged
from behind the pine tree where she had been
blushing unseen and rode to the side of her lover

Mr Oakhurst seldom troubled himself with
sentiment still less with propnety but he had a
vague 1dea that the situation was not fehaitous
He retained however s presence of mind suf
fictently to kick Uncle Billy who was about to
say something and Uncle Billy was sober enough
to recogmze in Mr Osakhurst s kick a superor
power that would not bear trifling He then en
deavored to dissuade Tom Simson from delaying
further but n vam He even pomted out the
fact that there was no prowision nor means of
making a camp But unluckily the Innocent
met this objection by assuring the party that he
was provided with an extra mule loaded with
provisions and by the discovery of a rude at
tempt at a log house near the trall  Piney can
stay with Mrs Oakhurst said the Innocent
pomnting to the Duchess and I can shift for my
self

Nothing but Mr Oakhurst s admomshimg foot
saved Uncle Billy from bursting mto a roar of
laughter As it was he felt compelled to retire
up the canyon until he could recover his gravity
There he confided the joke to the tall pine trees
With many slaps of lus leg contortions of his
face and the usual profamty But when he re-
turned to the party he found them seated by a
fire—for the air had grown strangely chill and
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the sky overcast—mn apparently amicable conver
sation Pmey was actually talkng m an mmpul
sve gnrhsh fashion to the Duchess who was
Iisteming with an interest and ammation she had
not shown for many days 'The Innocent was
holding forth apparently with equal effect to
Mr Oakhurst and Mother Shipton who was
actually relaxing mto amuability  Is this yer a
d—d pieme? said Uncle Billy with inward
scorn as he surveyed the sylvan group the
glancing fire ight and the tethered ammals
the foreground Suddenly an 1dea mmngled with
the alcoholic fumes that disturbed s bram Tt
was apparently of a jocular nature for he felt
mmpelled to slap his leg agamn and cram hus fist
nto s mouth

As the shadows crept slowly up the mountan
a shght breeze rocked the tops of the pine trees
and moaned through therr long and gloomy
msles The rumed cabin patched and covered
with pine boughs was set apart for the ladues
As the lovers parted they unaffectedly ex
changed a Liss so honest and smcere that it
mght have been heard above the swaymg pmes
The fral Duchess and the malevolent Mother
Shipton were probably too stunned to remarh
upon this last esidence of simplicity and sO
turned without a word to the hut The fire was
replemished the men lay down before the door
and 1n a fesv minutes were asleep

Mr Oakhurst was a hght sleeper Toward
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morning he awohe benumbed and cold As he
stirred the dying fire the wind which was now
blowing strongly brought to lus cheek that which
caused the blood to leave it—snow!

He started to Ius feet with the ntention of
awakenmg the sleepers for there was no time to
Iose But turnmg to where Uncle Billy had been
Iymg he found hum gone A suspicion leaped to
his bramn and a curse to his ips  He ran to the
spot where the mules had been tethered they
were no longer there The tracl s were already
rapidly disappearmg mn the snow

The momentary excitement brought Mr Oak
hurst back to the fire with lus usual calm He
did not wal en the sleepers The Innocent slum
bered peacefully with a smule on his good
humored frecl led face the virgin Piney slept
beside her fruler sisters as sweetly as though at
tended by celeshal guardians and Mr Oalhurst
drawing s blanket over his shoulders strohed
his mustachios and wated for the dawn It came
slowly 1 the whirling must of snowflales that
dazzled and confused the eye What could be
seen of the landscape appeared magcally
changed He looked over the valley and
summed up the present and future 1 two words
— Snowed m!

A careful mventory of the provisions which
fortunately for the party had been stored within
the hut and so escaped the felonious fingers of
Undle Billy disclosed the fact that with care and
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the fickerng camp fire  But musie faled to 11
entirely the aching void left by insuffictent food
and a new diversion was proposed by Pmey—
story tellmg Nether Mr Oalhurst nor his fe
male companions caring to relate themr personal
expeniences this plan would have failed too but
for the Innocent Some months before he had
chanced upon a stray copy of Mr Popes m
gemous translation of the Thad He now pro
posed to narrate the prineipal incidents of that
poem—having thoroughly mastered the argu
ment and farly forgotten the words—in the cur
rent vernacular of Sandy Bar And so for the
rest of that mght the Homeric demigods agamn
walked the earth Trojan bully and wily Greeh
wrestled 1n the winds and the great pines 1n the
canyon seemed to bow to the wrath of the son of
Peleus Mr Oakhurst histened with quiet satis
faction Most especially was he mnterested in the
fate of Ashheels as the Innocent persisted 1
denommating the swift footed Achilles

So with small food and much of Fomer and
the accordion a weel passed over the heads of
the outcasts The sun agan forsooh them and
agam from leaden shies the snowflahes were
sefted over the land Day by day closer around
them drew the snowy arcle until at last they
looked from therr prison over dnfted walls of
dazzling white that towered twenty feet above
therr heads Tt became more and more difficult
to replemsh their fires even from the falfen trees
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beside them now half hidden in the dnfts And
yet no one complmmed The Iovers turned from
the dreary prospect and looked mnto each others
eyes and were happy Mr Oakhurst settled
imself coolly to the losing game before lum The
Duchess more cheerful than she had been as
sumed the care of Pmey Only Mother Shipton
—once the strongest of the party-—seemed to
sichen and fade At midmght on the tenth day
she called Qakhurst to her side I m gomg
she said 1n a voice of querulous weahness but
dont say anything about it Dont wakhen the
kids Take the bundle from under my head and
open it Mr Oakhurst did so It contaned
Mother Shpton s rations for the last weeh un
touched Give em to the cluld she saxd pomnt
g to the sleeping Piney

You ve starved yourself said the gambler

Thats what they call it said the woman
querulously as she lay down agamn and turning
her face to the wall passed quetly away

The accordion and the bones were put aside
that day and Homer was forgotten When the
body of Mother Shipton had been commntted to
the snow Mr Oakhurst took the Innocent aside
and showed hum a par of snowshoes which he
had fashioned from the old pack saddle

There s one chance m 2 hundred to save her
yet hesmd pomnting to Piney  but 1t s there
be added ponting toward Poker Flat If you
can reach there in two days she s safe
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caused 1t speedily to infect the others who at last
Jomed m the refram

Improud t § dinthes ¢ {fth Lord
And 1m bound t e in His army

The pmes roched the storm eddied and
whirled above the muserable group and the
flames of therr altar leaped heavenward as «f m
tohen of the vow

At nudmght the storm asbated the rollng
clouds parted and the stors ghitered lLeenly
above the sleeping eamp Mr Oahburst whose
professional habits had enabled hun Yo live on the
smallest possible amount of sleep n dwiding
the watch with Tom S h d
to take upon Inmself the greater part of that
duty He evcused himself to the Innacent by
saymng that he had  often been 2 weeh without
sleep  Dowmg what? ashd Tom Pober! re
plied Oakhurst sententwously when a man gets
& streak of Juch—mpgger luch—he dont get
tired The luch gives wn first Luck  contmued
the gambler reflectnely s a mughty gqueer
thing Al you know about 1t for certain 15 that
it s bound to change And its finding out when
it's going to change that makes you We ve had
8 streal of bad luck smce we left Poher Tlat—
3ou come along and slap jou getntot too I
jou can hold vour cards mght along youre all
nght Tor added the gambler with cheesful
irrelevance

156



OUTCASTS OF POKLR FLAT

Imp dtolief! th serv fth Lord,
And Imbo dt & I Hi rmy

The third day came and the sun looking
through the white curtamed valley saw the out
casts divide therr slowly decreasing store of pro
vistons for the morning meal It was one of the
peculianties of that mountam chmate that s
rays diffused a landly warmth over the wmtry
landscape as if m regretful commseration of the
past But it revealed drift on drift of snow piled
high around the hut a hopeless uncharted
tracl less sea of white lymg below the rocky
shores to which the castaways still clung
"Through the marvelously clear air the smoke of
the pastoral village of Poker Tlat rose miles
away Mother Shipton saw it and from a remote
pinnacle of her rocky fastness hurled n that di
rection 2 final malediction It was her last vitu
perative attempt and perhaps for that reason
was mvested with a certamn degree of sublimity
It did her good she privately mformed the
Duchess Just to go out there and cuss and
see  She then set herself to the task of amusing

the chld  as she and the Duchess were pleased
to call Piney Piney was no chichen but 1t was
a soothing and mgenous theory of the par thus
10 account for the fact that she didn t swear and
Wasn t improper

Wher mght crept up agam through the
gorges the reedy notes of the accordion rose and
fell 1n fitful spasms and long drawn gasps by
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the flickering camp fire But music failed to fill
entirely the achmg voud left by insufficient food
and a new dnversion was proposed by Piney—
story tellng Neither Mr Qalhurst nor his fe
male compamons caring to relate therr personal
experiences this plan w ould have failed too but
for the Innocent Some months before he had
chanced upon 2 stray copy of Mr Popes m
genious translation of the Ihad He now pro
posed to narrate the prncipal meidents of that
poem—having thoroughly mastered the argu
ment and fanrly forgotten the words—mn the cur
rent vernacular of Sandy Bar And so for the
rest of that mght the Homeric demgods again
wall ed the earth Trojan bully and wily Greel
wrestled m the winds and the great pmes m the
canyon seemed to bow to the wrath of the son of
Peleus Mr Oabhurst hstened with quet sabis
faction Most especially was he interested mn the
fate of Ash heels as the Innacent persisted 1
denommating the swift footed Achilles
So with small food and much of Homer an
the accordion a week passed over the heads of
the outcasts The sun agan forsook them aD!
agamn from leaden shies the snowflahes were
sifted over the land Day by day closer around
them drew the snowy arcle until at last they
lool ed from their prison over drifted walls of
dazzhing white that towered twenty feet above
their heads It became more and more aifficult
to replensh their fires even from the fallen trees
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beside them now half ludden i the drifts  And
yet no one complamed The lovers turned from
the dreary prospect and looked mto each others
eyes and were happy Mr Oakhurst settled
imself coolly to the losmg game before um The
Duchess more cheerful than she had been as
sumed the care of Piney Only Mother Shipton
—once the strongest of the party—seemed to
sichen and fade At midmght on the tenth day
she called Oahhurst to her sde Im gomg
she smd 1n a2 voice of querulous weakness but
dont say anvthing about 1t Dont wahen the
kids Take the bundle from under my head and
open it Mr Oakhurst did so It contamed
Mother Shipton s rations for the last weeh un
touched Grve em to the child she said pomnt
mg to the sleeping Pmey

You e starved yourself said the gambler

That s what they eall 1t sud the woman
querulously as she lay down agam and turning
her face to the wall passed quietly away

The accordion and the bones were put aside

that day and Homer was forgotten When the
body of Mother Shipton had been commutted to
the snow Mr Oakhurst took the Innocent aside
and showed him a parr of snowshoes which he
had fashioned from the old pach saddle

There s one chance n a hundred to save her
yet hesad ponting to Pmey butits there
he added pomtng toward Poler Flat If you
can reach there in two days she s safe

159



GRLATEST SHORT STORIES
*

BENEATH THIS TREE
LYES THE RODY

or
JOHN OAKHURST
WO STRUCK A STREAK OF BAD LUCK
ov THE 23D oF NovEnBEE 1850
AND
MANDED IN IS CHECKS
oN THE 7TH OF DECE)pER 1850

Ana pulseless and cold with 2 Derringer by his
side and a bullet 1n his heart though still calm as
i Iife beneath the snow lay he who was at ence
the strongest and yet the weakest of the outcasts
of Poler Ilat
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‘And you? ashed Tom Simson
L1l stay here was the curt reply

The lovers parted with a long embrace  You
are not gowng too? said the Duchess as she saw
!I:‘h- Oahhurst apparently waiting to accompany

m

As far as the canyon  he rephed  He turned
suddenly and hissed the Duchess leasing her
palhd face aflame and her trembling lmbs ngd
with amazement

Night came but not Mr Oabhurst It
brought the storm agamn and the whirhng snow
Then the Duchess feedmg the fire found
that some one had quetly piled beside the hut
enough fuel to last o few days longer The
tears rose to her eyes but she hid them from
Piney

The women slept but hitle In the mormng
lool ing mte each others faces they read ther
fate Neiher spole but Piney accepting the
position of the stronger drew near and placed
her arm around the Duchess s waist  They bept
tins attitude for the rest of the day That mght
the storm reached sts greatest fury and rend
g asunder the protecting pnes anvaded the
verv hut

Toward morming they found themselves un
able to feed the fire which gradually died anay
As the embers slowly blachened the Duchess
crept closer to Piney and brohe the sience of
many hours
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Pmev can you pray?

No dear sad Pmey simply

The Duchess without knowing exactly why
felt relieved and putting her head upon Piney s
shoulder spoke no more And so reclining the
younger and purer pillowing the head of her
soiled sister upon her virgin breast they fell
asleep

The wind lulled as if 1t feared to waken them
Feathery drifts of snow shaken from the long
pme boughs flew Lihe white winged birds and
settled about them as they slept 'The moon
through the mifted clouds looked down upon
what had been the camp But all human stam
all trace of earthly travail was ludden beneath
the spotless mantle merafully flung from
above

They slept all that day and the next nor did
they waken when voices and footsteps broke the
silence of the camp And when pitymg fingers
brushed the snow from their wan faces you could
scarcely have told from the equal peace that
dwelt upon them which was she that had simned
Even the Law of Poler Flat recogmzed this
and turned away leaving them still locked mn
each other s arms

But at the head of the gulch on one of the
largest pine trees they found the deuce of clubs
puined to the bark with a bowre hmfe It
bore the following written 1n penal m a firm
hand
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L3

BENEATH THIS TREE
LIES THE RODY

or
JOHN OAKHURST
WHO STRUCK A STREAK OF BAD LUCK
ox THE 23D oF NovEmpER 1850
AND
HANDED IN HIS CHECKS
ON THE 7TH OF DECEMEER 1850

L3

And pulseless and cold with a Derringer by his
side and a bullet mn s heart though still calm as
mn hife beneath the snow lay he who was at once
the strongest and yet the wealest of the outeasts
of Poker Flat
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PURPLE EYES
BY JOHN LUTHER LONG

I—THE FEVER JAPONICA

ARLAND was charmed wmth his recep-
tion  Before he could apen his head (in
his own perhaps too picturesque phrase)

the two grls had buned their delightful noses in
the mats and were bobbing vividly up and down
sibilating honorifics at nm 1n the voice and man
ner used only to personages The mother jomed
them an instant later malung a phalant and
she was nearly as beautiful and quite as grace
ful as her daughters So that at one moment
he would have presented to him the napes of
three pretty necks and at the next with a con
Jurer s quch change three pams of eyes that
smuled always and three mouths that did ther
best (which was very well indeed) to assist the
eyes At first I say he was charmed then a
httle bewildered then bewitched And perhaps
1t was well that ns conversation book was the
only thing about hum that spoke Japanese for
Garland s vocabulary even when it was fairly
accurate had grown mdiscreet since coming to
Japan
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He perceived however by a surreptitious
glance at the conversation hook when the napes
of the nechs were in view that they were address
mg m as Augustness ond Tiveellency and
that the mother was mnsisting that he should take
mmmediate possesston of her muserable house
and its contents He wondered dreamly—and
he drifted mto dreams with the most cunious ease
~whether the gurls would be meluded

Finally he began to feel it Ins duty to be tired
of this fawnmg as his refluent Amencan de
mocracy insisted wpon naming 13~~though per
sonally he hled tt—and all the clever pretences
of the Japanese He sat bolt upnght and
frowned But the charmmg hotowing did not in
the least abate e had heard somevhere that
the only way to stap ths sort of thing short of
apoplexy was fo compete mn 3t

He tried to reach the mats with hus own nose
Tt seemed easy but 1t was o disaster Theres 2
tnch m 1t He plunged forward helplessly al
most mto the lap of one of his hostesses Gar
land sat up with therr jomnt assistance very red
m the face but guite cheerful for though the
mother looked greatly pamed the girls were
smiling like two Jopanese angels {The phrase
15 agam Garlands there are no Japanese
angels } Garland bad the mstant intellhgence 1o
percesve that this had at once stopped the hotow
g and precipitated a piquant intimacy

Isay smd he idiomatically X nearly broke
1668
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my nech trymg to say howdy do m your way
Now won t you kindly say 1t ;n mine without
the least danger to Life and limb?

He held out his hand mwitingly and the one
on his nght went into debate as to which one to
gnve im  She knew there was some foreign
etiquette 1n the matter

In doubt shake both sard Garland domngit

The one on hus left emulated her sister to the
last particular (the mother had retired for re
freshments) but he noticed that the hands she
gave him were long and white  He glanced up
and found hunself looking into a pair of blue
eyes He followed the forehead to the brassy
hair above Then he began furously to turn
the leaves of the conversation book The one on
his night laughed a little and sad

What you g as please?

Garland closed the book and stared He did
not ash what he had meant to because of some
thing he saw m the questioner s face

Ah 1f you hg more bedder for do so speak
the English  she said with 2 quiet flourssh that
was lost upon Garland

He flung the conversation book mnto a corner
Black Eyes as he had mentally named her n
despair of her Japanese name which was
Meadowsweet smiled ecstatically

Ahhh! You hg those—those Enghsh?
Like 1t? Its heavenly! I say fancy if you
can—but you can t—depending upon a diction
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ary for your most sacred sentunents for three
mon
‘Wherem it will be percerved that Garland had
Jearned the whole art of Japanese politeness—
gentle prevancation
Horo that 15 nie! breathed the blue eyed
one fervently
Garland turned suddenly upon her then ques
tioned her with Ius eyes  She understood
Those—thing—you~—speah mg  she barely
breathed once more 1n explanation
Oh! sad Garland  But it meant more then
print can express  Tell me if you please what
your name 15
1t was Miss Purple Wistana but the Japanese
of this was quite as impossible as the other
Do you mind me calling you Blue-Lyes?
oshed Garland ~ When 1t comes to Japanese
proper names—1 have already taken the liberly
of mentally calling your sister Black Eyes snd
of you don t mmd—
You coll those blue-eye? asked Mus
Meadowsweet
Why ves sard Garland  What do you
call them?
Purple eye
Well Ilihe that better anyhow It shall be
Purple Eyes
She got other already Enghsh name con
fided Blach Eyes wth the manner for her sister
ke did not hke
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Oht What 1s 1t?
Sarann laughed the darh one  Tha s jus’
joke her fadder He 2ll times joke upon her
Garland did not quite understand He de-
cided that he did not wish to for the blue eyed
one looked very uncomfortable
I shall call her Purple Eyes he said
The disagreeableness of the other contmued
Yaes tha sgood name—forher she added
with an mtention that was distinctly odious
In America that would be the most beautiful
name a man could give & beautiful woman sard
arland severely
The dark one looked a bit frightened The
blonde one gave lum the merest honzon of her
eyes as she raised her head Gratitude was
them
Now wont you go on and tell me how you
knew me before I opened my blooming head?
He had again_addressed humself to Purple
Eyes but Black Eyes answered
What 1s that—open you head an blooming
you head?
Garland informed her
Ohhh! leughed the dark one The s
way know yo fore open you bloom ing headl
She suddenly reached into the bosom of the
Limono of the blue eyed one and brought forth
a photograph of Garland whereat Garland got
red agam and agam the blue eyed one droaped
ber head
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Oh I szy Garland began without a very
distinet 1dez of what he was gomg to say,
Brownie sent you that-—aha ha hal ~he had
bappily dnfted mnto the very thing— and wrote
you that I would arrive with a letter from lum
so that you would know me--you know and of
course when I arrved-—of course when I arnved
—why of course—ch hang 1t!
They both waited breathlessly upon his words
Of course echoed Black Lyes sympath
1eally— of course—tha s correc an tha salso
—mze  Of course—you arnve when you arrive

Garland wondered whether she was guyng

hum

Yes—vwhy of course said he once more and
a langh en masse cleared the aw

Garland 1n & panic was searching his pochets

What Jot pochets! sighed Black Lyes m
sidiously desinng to compose hus nerves

Sixteen admitted Garland I wish they
were only one justnow By Jove Ivelost that
Jetter!

The graceful mother arnived with the tobacco
bon (there appeared to be no servant) and Gar
land professing an ignorance which seems prob
lematical after three months in Japan desired to
be imtiated mnto the art and mustery of the
Japanese pipe The tender was made to Purple
Eyes but Black Lyes undertook 1t

So she sud rolling a pellet of the tobaceo
and putting 1t nto the pipe  an 20 as she fear
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lessly put a hive coal upon it vath her fingers

so as she put 1t to her ovn ips 2nd sntout 2
tny puffl  an—an—an ¢o!” as she langhed
and put it to luis  And vet Garlznd found hum
self wistong that the other one hod done it, and
beheving that she could do 1t b+ite~! And thus
you percerve was alreads perilous berness,

Tt was afternoon when Garlard zrved, zad
the mother s actions, thouh erves® by &p'o-
matic entrances and exsis, with & wisor by porpnee
mg him to the contrarv od cafed It = £, ¢4 10
was coohing And presersly Puple Fyer , #
up and hghted the cxdon. Garlard” w0 Fer
hghted m her gzer of riofien, P17 1ot v4
learned that ezch r.overtert wat fim rer 4 (1
much study 22d the practice of rary st .ol
rules of decorumn, Hewesew Lo r.ar g4 f5v 29
hus knees 2nd a2 Fo rucf o5 2 Laer of
alarm passed between the p's, 225 LAY s4s8rrserd
n consternation,

Sa ay—th. s 10t roe frere” zra e the
dark one, with valrr “P . be wrmite unto
us that you .o kme wir b1, 5 71 gove am you
las pair boots an g reed o 300’ both Teet.
Tha s way we ge* doy s Jui-earozunt you
gon go way v+ ezn yrt, Henr v got be al
ways shamed fres Prowy —2n geverybods
Tha s no* mws—fr 1+” Garland had not
misen abrve bs k st 2nd she came hopefully
forvard, “Plase 47 go wayl” She tm‘““l
to PurpleEyer o the peremptory wav W
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Garland resented  Sa ay—why you don’ as’
lum stay among us? Sa ay—don you wish?
Garland s eyes followed Unconsciously they
besought her
We lLg—f you stay—among us sud
Purple Eyes haltngly |
But there was something else—just the tumd
Ifting of an eyehd Garland answered ths
with 2 nft of pleasure which shot aeross his
face
Me? I hig slso if you stay among us—~I
But now 1t was spoken to the mats There
was the edge of a smule visible nevertheless and
Garland felt the courage 1t took for this
Well if gou bhe sard Garland—he laughed
suddenly— I like too
Thangs!’
They both smd 1t at once but some splendid
reward passed from Purple Rves to Gorland
So presently they had a feast mn which four
Iittle tables stood m a eircle—one for each  There
would have been only three had not Garland m
sisted that the mother should dine with them.
He had not the least 1dea how fearfully he had
disarranged domestic matters for the mother of
course mstantly did as he requested And then
the three of them served him and cunnmgly
Jomed mn engaging him while ene or the other
prepared the viands But finally 1t was s very
Joyous meal and only when the Osake beer
eame on did Garlend at all suspect how much
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out of the ordinary 1t was for them They had
forgotten to be taught how to open the bottles!

II—THE SHADOW OF THE SHOJI

And he went to sleep that mght when sleep
came on a floor that was as damnty as any bed m
a huge wadded overcoat called a futon on a
wooden pillow that rocked and screeched a Little
(as 1f afraid to screech more) when he turned
An andon burned dumly behind a screen and he
was aware of the slumberous aroma Japonica
as he charactenized 1t But he could not sleep—
of course not For less than six feet away be
hind the translucent walls of paper he could
hear the melodious dithyrambies of the three
voices He could catch a sleepy word now and
then which he knew came from the blue eved
one They were much fewer than those of the
other two Some vague picture of those eyes
patiently sad as he had conceived them kept 1t
self between him and sleep until finally 1t was
sudden morning and the splendid hght of Ja
%mn subdued by the skogr was shinmg mn hus

ace

He lay indolently awake for a long time
Presently a noise not much greater than the
ahghting of 2 fly upon a stretched screen drew
his attention e percenved a dampened finger
slowly working agamst the other side of the
shog: until presently the paper parted and the
finger came through Ig was very pmk at the
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tip  Slowly it reamed the hole larger then dis
sppeared 1o be replaced by an eye  And the
eye was blue Garland nearly laughed slond
unt:] he remembered that he was the objective of
the eye Then unconsciously he arranged Iis
hair a hitle and began to pose But the humor
of 1t came down upon lum again and he laughed
The eyes mstantly oa
the shadow of its
pame of regret Garland cdueu vu
Dont go Purple Eyes!
The shadow hesitated and then returned.
How you know tha s Purple Eyes?
By her awn confession—now
Her pretty laugh sifted through the shoys
You want me come unto you? ashed the
voice beyond  That s what ¥ dunno
Garland was (in lus own phrase agmin) quite
paralyzed He mught have thought but he did
not that she was only tendering the offices of the
servant they did not have but he called out with
a mrxture of bravado and trembling which
alarmed them both
Yes come inl
The damaged shoyi shd haltingly asde snd
she entered very slowly and softly and he
thought of the pictures of the returmng Sun
Goddess as she came through the opeming and
down the burst of bight 1t let in As she pros
trated herself Garland noticed that her hair had
heen newly dressed {anm operstion of seve
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hours) and that she wore a damty blue lamono
too gay for any but a geisha to wear But 1t be
came her royally

You look more than ever like a picture on &
fan greeted Garland with even more admira
tion m his eyes than n his voice

Instead of being pleased as any other Japan
ese girl would have been Purple Eyes slowly
shook her head

Alas! you naever see no picture on fan hg
unto me

But T have msisted Garland

She shook her head again

Well then if not why not?

They got not those purple eye—an pmk face
—an flamng hair—

She sighed and looked ashance at Garland
He seemed fully to agree with her  She changed
her tone to one of resigned solicitude and cere
mony

You sleepig well—all those might?

Well by the great Jehovah and the Cont
nental Congress 1f I were a Japanese artist that
18 the kind of eyes and face and hair they should
all havel Yes swl—every blamed one of
them!

The girl caught her breath and something
flamed up her face and ighted her splendid eyes
anew She dared to look at m It had all
sounded quite true  Wistfully she dissembled—
this at least was truly Japanese
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“You sleeping well all ~she lost her purposa
for a moment~ all those night~ali?
Blue eyes for me every day in the week.
You sleeping well?  Joy was all too plamly
n her voice now—irrepressible joy
He laughed and caught her hands raptur
ously She did not deny lum and he lussed them
Oh you are delightfull said he
Me? I don sleep—~monch
You ook as fresh as new porcelain
Yaes I been fix up
She conscrously let him look her over
No I didntsleep at first 1 was hstenmg o
your voice Garland confessed quite without
reservation
The girl was confused a hitle
You don g be snnoy with those voice?
Why 1t 1s divnel
A white shaft of fear crossed her face
Tha s—jus ~fun—1I egspeg?
Tha s ver earnest he gayly mochked
He was pleasing her now  She even went with
hss mood a hitle way  Jay was such s beautifol
and temphing and elusive thing!
Lig goddess mebby?
Garland nodded seriously
“Tha s nize—for me
An for me’ ~mn quite her own manner
But not the goddesses?
They laughed together snd she drew con
Gdently a hittle closer to lum
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Listen Igon tell you s thing You nof n
fun—not?

I mean every word declared Garland and
more than I have words to mean

An you Iig be tell?

That 1s what I am waiting so impatiently for
—to be tell

Tha s mze Eijmsan most always fun
Nobody but you aever hig those hawr an eye
Aeverybody hate me TWhy? Account they say I
blong pk face people Account my fadder he
se1 yo jin—a west occan mans I din do so
unto those hair an eye! I can not help Be?
When I see you got those purple eye Lig unto
me an also those yellow hars an zll pmk n
the face I thing mebby you gon lig me hddle—
hig I was brodder an fadder with you Alse I
thng mebby you gon take me away with
you—beyond those west ocean where pmbh
face people Iive Me? Don you thing those
pnk face people hig me hddle 1f I come unto
them?

God bless you—yes saud Garland with
something suspiciously tender 1n voice and eyes
He still had her hands dehighting m them ca
ressing them The gurl s face was uradiated She
poured out all her soul for hm

Me? Yasten nother tme Before I know
you eyes purple an you har yellow bLg unto
me I hig you? Me? Saay—I hg jus your
prcture!  She laughed confused and shifted a
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hitle closer  You don hate me secount ¥ do-
g those?
No smd Garland gultly— no I don thate
3ou
Sa ay—you gon take me at those pinh face
people?
Garland was silent
If youdon Igotgomyself Me? Igotgol
Garland nodded snd she understood him to
have assented This was wrong But her joy
was superb and Garland had a very soft heart
Oh—how that 15 nizel Me? ¥ got so I
dunno—all times seem hg I blong cross west
ocean  Seem hig I different from aeverybody
else  Me? I got have somebody g me—some
body fouch me—hole my hands——so—so—sof’
She ilustrated fervidly
Garland alarmed at her dynamuc emotion re
feased them She returned them to lum
But—nobody don =ik  Others—Japan
people—they don hg be hgued Butme? I got
be—else I got pamn n my heart an amall  You
aever have those pam at you heart—lig you all
tumes falling down—down-—down? Tha smos
tarrible  Tha s lone some ness DBfe? I thing
T gon die sometime account that, Tha s jone
some ness to eross west ocean to psnk face peo-
ple  Yaes tha s why I got do thase Ola
Sama~—tha s my modder—she sayng most all
times  Jus hg pink face people Always got be
hg by nother—touch by nother—speak sof’ by
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nother An tha s you-—vaes! You hg me
an you touch me an vou speak sof unto me the
ver first time I seeing you Me? I Lnow those
tune I first seemng you that you don hate me ac-
count I got those pink face upon me
No admtted Garland seriously
How that 1s mze! It make something rest—
go sleep nside me I got that peace Jus when
you touch my hand at first I got some happiness
But now—1I got that peace
She began regretfully to detach herself Gar
land detained her She was very damty and
very confiling—very wise She had uncon
sciously got very close to m And Garland
had vanquished ks alarm of her
“Me? I don wish but I got gt you some-
things eat. Soon you starve I got
But Garland would not let her go—and she
was a willing captive though she dissembled an
urgent necessity
‘Where 1s Black Eyes—and your mother?
ashed Garland
The gl seemed reluctant but told bun that
they all worked mn the neighboring silh mull the
pulsations of which he bad heard m the mght
Never mmd T d rather famush  said the im
pulsive Garland with a strange remorse Wil
You assist?

Yzes laughed the girl  3e? 1 been fam
tsh—many times

Heavens! breathed Garland mventorying
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all her dantiness once more  How much do
your mother and sister earn?

The gurl seemed quite ndifferent as to ths

Sometime fi sen sometime ten—fifteen one
times twenty two

And you?

Me? Oh jus hddle

She earned more than the other two

And what does 1t cost you to live?

Lave? Half those fi —ten—fifteen sen

And you save the rest? That 1s very pru
dent

The gl looked bewildered then she ex
pluned

Other half sen Browme

He suddenly let her go  She leaned over um

bewitehingly
Tirs some brealkfas then X gon help you
farmush—all dayl What you thing?

She came back in & moment The sleeves of
her himono were tuched out of the way and
there was rice flour on her pretty arms

You gon o naever tell— bout those fi—ten
~fificen sen an all those?

No  sud Garland I will never tell

Dise they gon kil me she threatencd
goyly

I prefer to have you hive he laughed as
brightly as he could

Tha s secret among Jus you an mef

Yes smd Garland

180



PURPLE EYES

She started away then came bach
Me? T hig—I lIig—have secret among jus
you an me With a radiant face she fled

And here was Browmes poor litle sheleton
stripped naked He had lived at the umver ity
Lke a gentleman He was stll iving m Phila
delphia ke 2 gentleman Gerland wondered
whether 1t would male any difference mn Phila
delphia 1f 1t were known that 1t was the pitrful

fi—ten—fifteen sen that his mother and sisters
earned each day that supported um A great
disgrust for Browne and a great pity for Purple
Ejyes were the immediate postulates And s not
pity akn to love?

III—THE, DANCE OF THE RED MAFLE LEAVES

The question of making oness toilet i the m
tertor of Japan 1s still a serous one for the
Amencan who hves behind closed doors and
chershes lns divine night of privacy Garland
had solved the vexation for all huis contempo
rames (according to Garland) by making his
tollet as to half or quarter of hus sacred person
at a time (depending somewhat upon the danger
of surpnse) thus reduemg the chances of ex
posure by one half or three quarters  Purple
Eyes brought him the requusites for hus torlet and
the moment she was gone he bared his shoulders
and chest and plunged mto the delightful water
perfumed like everythng else with the aroma
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Japomea But hus pretty hostess reappesred
through the movable walls at an unwatched
place
He abandoned & momentary mpulse to seuttle
behind the screen because of the admiration he
saw m her eyes and then he half turned that she
might see the muscles of his bach
How you are beau t1 full she smd slowly as
her eyes traveled quute without embarrassment
over lus athletie uppers
Thanks he laughed with pleasure 1n the
hittle meident
Garland turned a little further and rased his
arms above Ins hend 1 the way of athletes
She handed him 2 towel he had dropped
I thing I come tell you we got large tub for
bath  she sasd then
Where 1s it? asked Garland suspiciously
There
She ponted
Thats what I thought You must evcuse
me I cant perform that sacred nite 1n the fierce
hight that beats upon o front porch
Yaes? Egmsan don bg?  She did not une
derstand
No admitted Garland
Also you hig for me go way hddle?
Carland said yes and she went
When she returned 1t was with a delightful
breakfast of fish rice and perstmmons She put
the hittle table between them and on her hnees
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on the other side taught lim how to eat as a Ja
panese should This 1s really not difficult except
the chopsticks and with these she had to help
him so often that thewr fingers were m almost
constant contact Alas! Garland made 1t as dif
ficult as possible And alas! Garland was glad
of the chopsticks!
Her joy overflowed the mouth and eyes which
1t seemed should know nothing but tears
Afterward he helped her with masculine joy
of his own meptitude to reform the apartment
and secrete the things which had made it suc
cessvely a reception room  sleeping chamber
and breakfast room You may Judge whether
or not this was dehghtful to a fellow lihe Gar
land and also whether 1t was perilous
It 15 not often that one has the fehaty of end
Ing one s breakfast with a song and then of end
g the song with a dance Purple Eyes brought
her samusen quite without suggestion from Gar
land and smd with naivete < ou Iig me simg?
I gon sing you a son ou hg g
Trgy me! E‘!:hyallenged gGar]and with an ad
miration m his eyes which pleased her greatly
Long down behine the Suwanee Ruver way
the curious song she sang 1n Japanese English
Garland laughed
Don you lig those? she pouted I learn
1t for you
He saxd 1t was lovely and begged her to goon
But his eyes wandered from the fingers on the
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strings to those on the plectrum and then away
to the bips above and when she turned mto the
chorus he jomed her with Ins inconstant eyes still
there 1t was only an mdifferent tenor but the
girl thought it full of fervor Xt was only that
it yomed and mingled with hers—as she fancied
therr spinits domng and mght always do

How that 15 mze! she bresthed m frank
ecstasy  You got voee hg—hg—

But there was nothing at hand to compare 1
wnth and she laughed confessingly

Nothing said Garland  Its onginal

Yaes—~nothing ongnal  she admtted

Smg another begged Garland with en
thusiasm

She did— When the swallows flymg home
and then stll another— Tis the last rosebud
summer

Where did you learn them? ashed he

That day when I got you picture Me? T
thing you hg me smig mebby Well I git those
song I mabke them Umted States langusge so
you comprehend

God bless you! smd Garland
The girl leaned forward with dewy eyes
Sa ay—jou hg me also dance—jus one—
hddle—dance—for gou?

She came bewitchingly nesrer Garland
glanced agan at her geishs Iike costume Had
she thought all this out for hus entertammment, he
wondered
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“Yes he sad.
But—you naev—naever gon tell?
She raised her brows and held up a finger
archly
On my sacred honor! laughed Gerland
No one?
Not a soul
Tha s gon be nother secret among jus you
an me foraever an aever?
Forever and ever announced Garland as
if 1t were the Service
Account if you aever do they gon kll mel
What! Xill you?
Dade! She nodded ommously
Who?
Black Eyes an those modder
Oh! samd Garland He understood
He was left to guess that this dainty flower had
been taught the arts of a geisha to assist also
keeping up Brownue s state
I Iig dance for you confessed the gurl Joy
ousty  Others? No I do not g They as
me Where you got those pink facet Me? I
don lig those I rather work n those mill My
modder an my sister gethng all times an gery—
account I don dance But—tha s sult upon
mel I donthgbemsult Sol Me? Ijus don
dance for no one—but—but—but—jus —youl’
She vamished through the ko and presently
returned a symphony in autumnal reds and
browns
185
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Y gon dance for you that red maple leal
dance Me? T am that Jeaf
You look st smd Garland more tenderly
than he knew
The girl spread her garments that he mght m
spect her
This 1s a forest she went on  an you—
sa ay—vyou a tree! Aha ha hal
She laughed made him o noble courtesy and
murmured 2 httle tune to which she floated down
from the top of a maple tree  For a while she
lay quite still shivering a hittle Then the wind
stirred her and she rose and swept down upon
Garland then bach and mto a whirl of other
Jeaves 'Then hther and thither mernly bhe
an autumn leaf untd she shivered down at hus
feet with bowed head
She was making 1t more and more perilous for
Garland

IV~ ROW THAT I3 N1ZE]

That mght they had o gay hitle supper with
a tiny servant who Garland guessed with enlire
accuracy had been borrowed for the secasion

You got mze day? ashed Black Eyes

Garland caught a startled glance from Parple
Ejes and answered discreetly that he had had—
oh yes avery pleasant day giving no damaging
particulars

But Blach Eyes fancied from the blankness of
bus countenance that he was wdulging m the
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same kind of prevarication with which she would
have met such a question She devoted h rself
to um all the rest of the evemng  As he retired
for the mght the last thing she said to hm with
= reproachful glance at Purple Dyes was
To morrow you gon have mos bes mze
times I gon stay home with youl
And she did makung 1t 2 very dreary day for
Garland He could not help thmking of Pur
ple Eyes at the factory with her damty hands
begrimed
But presently when she returned there wag
ne grime upon her hands She was damnty and
smiling
Y ou got mze day? she ashed With her heag
coyly down She hnew he had not  And gpe
purposely quoted her sister
No he smd savagels I m gladts gyep
The flame was n her face again  But she kept
1t down
T think Black Tyes ver be mitchmg
But she 15 not—yor he said
She looked slowly up The llmf Weannegg

a the dayy

d Savagye
il

& ! ed— g

mel’

hin,

For me sud Garland approaching .

threatenmgly ~ She did not retrelxI:u She g

sided a little toward hlm7—3ust a little—thyy ke
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might know she would never retreat from hm,
Her eyes smiled confidently
He .topped where he was
‘Who 1s to be chatelaine to morrow?
‘What 1s that chat—? she ashed
‘Who 1s to heep the house?
Me Me one day Blach Eyes next
She saw his face lighten
You hg that?
I Ithe half of it
She thought a moment until she understood
then she hifted her shimng face
Ah Fajmsan how be witch mg you arel

V—THE PLAINTIVE TEMPLE RELLS

The next day they went up to the temple on
the mountan side the plamtive bells of which
Garland had heard Purple Tyes was tall and
walked with less difficulty than most Japanese
girls so they watked It was a day of dreams
Garland remembered afterward the smell of the
mceense the voices of the chanting bonzes that
the tea house on the mountamn side where they
rested called itself the House of the Seven
Golden Crystals the rest was Purple Eyes—
and happmess Japan had been growing upon
him for three months and now unhappmess
made but Iittle impression

The day remamed m Iis mind with the sum of
his dreams—this lotus eating nectar drinking
happy go-lucky Garland!
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Thus 1t curiously went on  One day 1t was
Black Liyes and the true Japan and the rcal
Garland The next 1t was Purple Eyes and the
1deal Japen and the lotus eatng Garland
What 1s more hke lotus-eating then bemng
adored? At first Garland used to smule at the
strange dual life which crcumstances had
wrought out for hin  Then he used to wonder
which was better Later he tried to decide only
which he Iiked better Now he no longer differ
entiated at all His analytical edge was quite
dulled Still he had heard that this fever of
Japan always wore off Some smd 1t lasted as
long as two years some said five no one had said
ten And what then?

Why then? Mecr

He had spoken the last three words aloud and
they had been answered by the laughing dewy
eyed subject of them

He looked at her

Well one ought to be content he laughed
An you—content? she smuled back
He did not answer at once
Do you Lnow that you have been growing
more bewitching every day smee—
Sinze you—an goy—came at J: apan?

From the opened shog: she flung lim the gay
greeting he had taught her and disappeared for
1t was Black Eyes day and she had yet to dress
for her work

That day he harbored madly the nohion of mar
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riage with Purple Lyes and a remdence in Japan
It had quite infected lim before mght and was
distinetly but Jess and less strongly m his mind
for several days But then came a letter from
his elder brather m answer to his own of a rather
confessional and emotional sort ashing him what
he meant by hving upon three working women
It told hum to go away—to the devil—anywhere
—but away from there It was hike a cold
douche The fever Japonica as every one had
said was at last gone  So small a thing as his
brother s letter had cured it Now he smiled
He hed meant to wnte to Miss Warburton of
fering to release her

V-~ SAYONARA7

I know not what he said to Purple Eyes but
with her tears there was a certan buoyaney that
had not been there but for some hope  And why
not? Tor Garland was a very sweet and gentle
fellow who abhorred pam  The three went to
see lim off and he tried desperately to be gay
but something was pulling at his heart strings and
there were tears perilously near lis eyes  Black
Eyes did not marvel at this  She had alwavs un
derstood that it was the way of west ocean men
But they were only too evidently ready to be
answered by other tears in the dewy eyes that
were blue ~ And this was annoymng to Black
Eses She made her sister tremble by o looh
So she of the blue eyes could only grasp and hold
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Garland s big hand m both her own exquisite
ones when the others looked away When ther
eyes returned hers looked off to the big funnels
of the ship though she still held the hand But
when she looked at Garland again he had s
handkerchief to his eyes something mnside had
given way Then hers came from her sleeve too
So at last 1t was quite a httle tragedy
Sad 1t 15 that one forgets that one has eaten
of the Iotus but thus 1t 1s with the lotus and
thus did Garland
That mght m bed Black Eyes undertook
some criticism of Garland Her sister flared up
1n 2 way that was new and superb
Tha sahe! Hes the mos bes mize gent n
the whole worl  And she fell to sobbing
What 1s the matter? ashed the mother who
was hinder than Black Eyes
I got that lone some ness sobbed the girl
In answer
Poor little pink face! said the mother touch
ng her cheeh  Always must be touch by some
one!l
Me? sad Purple Eyes with a power and
assurance which were starting I am glad I
have that pink face! She laughed And I
am glad I have not that brown face! Ahal
The mother ashed m alarm .
Has the Eijmnsan told you strange things
The strangest and most beautiful things m
all the world] breathed Purple Eyes ~ No
a1
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told them but looked them~—thought them-—io
me
And you beheved?
1 beheved
That 1s very sad  smd the mother TiLn
the way of the west ocean men
Al 1t 15 lus way thank Shakal and i 35 nof
sad Itisvery joyous
Shaha grant that it 1s not my daughter Te
the Eiymsan you are only a plaything I fear
He may have me for o playthmg  smd the
girl defiantly  Who has not playthings?
‘When a plaything becomes shabby—
But I am not and I never shall be
In a httle while we shall know sad the
mother finally
In a hittle while we shall know repeated the
gul joyously
Vi~ WHAT YOU BED?

Later they found the letter—in the disearded
conversation book It smd that Garland was
having Ius final outing before becommng a Bene-
dich and the nussionary on the hil told them
that that meant that he was to be married upon
Ins return to America Purple Tyes drew 2
sharp breath then faced the other two savagely
She was able to laugh presently but 3t was 8
very piteous langh

"Tha swhat I know! Aha ha ha! He—he
—tell me all those  But the pitsful he stuck
10
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her throat and her lips were dry  He tell me
aevery thingl Yaes —to a Jook of doubt from
Black Eyes— he gon marry that other for jus
hddle—

Speak Japanese said her mother who was
not so clever at Lnglish as her daughters but
the request fell like a lash upon Purple Eyes
heart

I wall not! she flamed forth I will speak
Iis language He will come for me If he do
not come I shall go to hm He gon marry
that other—if he marry her—f—jus liddle—
Me? He gon marry melas an foraever!

Suddenly she became aware that she had be
trayed her secret

Oh all the gods n the sky! she cried 1
anguish  Tha s lie He not gon marry me
He don say Jus I thing so—jus T— She
had to debase herself still further 1f she would
be shriven  He not gon come for me I not
gon goathim Me? Tha s correc Oku San
1 jus Iis hddle plaything He dont say naw
thimg Jus I thing so

Her mother nodded

And when he tires of the playthmg—

She threw an imagmary something into the air

Yaes whispered Purple Eyes humbly bow
mg her head but when her face was down she
smled It was all very sure to her As she
loohed up she saw somethng like malevolence

upon the face of her sister
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But—also he not gon marry that other
foraever! Her sister smiled unbehevin gly
I bed you don !
Ah! what you bed? challenged Black Eyes.
That heart mn my bosom! answered Purple
Eyes
VIU-~LONE S50ME NES§

Garland did not reach the end of his ante-
Benedick wanderings until a year later Then
he found among other letters awaiting lum one
mn o long dainty envelope addressed m Lnghsh
and Japanese He knew it was from Purple
Eyes before he opened 1t It was seven months
old

As he read all her hitle trichs of nflechon
came back upon him  He knew that her long
white hands were way g emphases at him—very
gently  The questioning which her eyes had
learned after hus coming—as if she were not quite
sure of something—was upon him out of the
shadows beyond the lamp The subtle aromas
which always evhaled from her garments were
distinct enough to startle hun  He looked
quichlv back and about the room Then he
laughed softly  But his face had flushed and
gladness had bt lus eyes The fever Japomea
Was once more m Iis vems—and it was his own
room—and America—with only her pictured
face (fallen from the envelope) before hun—
herself on the other side of the world Uncon
sciously he read aloud-—mn her vorce and manner
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*That 1s ledder from me Miss Purple Eyes,
unto you Mister J I' Garland That 15 nize
day m Japan I hgif you hoarry soon comng
at Japan nother tme You been way ver long
tume X hig if you hoarry account aeverybody
hating me more an more I got those feeling
agamn bout somethings I want an have not got
1t That 1s lone some ness That 1s to cross
west ocean  You have also got those? Me? 1
been that sad sever sinze you gone me away
from X been thatill I thing mebby Igon die
soon Aexcep you come? Say yougon come
that T don die? Blach Eyes she all times make
amusement bout you don come That s a har
She don know you who you are  She don know
you that you gon come soon as you hmn Mebby
you gon marry with those pmh face for Lddle
while? Me? I study those conversation book so
I kin write unto you Also I fine those ledder
you lose when you first arrive among us at Japan
You desire those ledder? Me? I heep it upon
my bosom among those photograph of you Mis
ter J T Garland X don keer you do marry
those other for lddle while Then you gon
marry me las an foraever Jus hoarry it
Y am not gay I can not be gay until you come
agam That 1s sad for me Also jou do not
Iig for me be gay but hig unto widow till you
come Then Mister J F Garland I shall be
that happy Mebby you il an can not come
unto me? Then I come unto you if you wish
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me What you thng? That s a picture of me
hg I promise I fix up same hg those dey you
hol my hands How that was mze! That 1s
first time I aever been my hands hol so mze—
0 sof Mister J F Garland that s you hol
my hands that sof Me? I don let noone else
do those unto my hands—lig you wishing mebby
Jus you MisterJ F Garland you gon hol
my hands all times this afterwhile? Say dont
stay marry with that other so ver long Ac
count those lone some ness Please sen me pic
ture of those other you marry unto If you
marry unto them I lig sce how she 1s that beau
tiful  Please write me letter aevery day Please
come bach that soon  So I kin be joyous Tt
that sad for me

Tuvery laboriously formed letter prnted like
the first copy of a chuld at school told hum what
this had cost her and the hittle fourishes at the
end where she had grown more certan  what
pride she had in them! The picture was X
quisitely colored as only the Japanese canl color
them and had been very costly to her e set
1t before him and wath s head jus hands
studied 1t The eyes were very blue but no
bluer than her own They Tooked 1nto his half
sadly half gayly tempting hm agamn The
Japan fever had ats way with um and for & mo-
ment—ten—he lived that lotus hfe with her over
again  Then came a great upheaval nstde wha
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was yearnng e was tireq 1
tired ever since leaving Japan 7,
saw again the invitation to regy ‘3]
1ts brassy lustre—he could gee ts
—smell 1ts perfume—fee] ¢ nr.:
The Lips were parted a lttle, 5,
ways were and within showed g :
Oh  he cried out as he Tr‘v‘

hind me—moon goddess—get ¢,
He laughed wofully and tof 4
agamn I thought 1t g%\f
dreaming—the lotus eating

There was a knock on the
ger boy handed n the answer ¢ ,

Yes itran I shall be he.

30 gladl’

It was twenty nunutes to eigly

Garland hurnied mto his ever.
hastened away leaving the rest,
opened But he came bach from,
and again set the picture up bey
he strode softly up and down g
smule half sad half gay upon by
tle clock chimed the few notes y
was a quarter past eight e,
Lind of smile He had forg
would be at home at exght and wo,
loohed again brefly at the picture
There was mosture 1n his own
1f 1t were sentiment he turned y

went out -
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HERE wasnt another engmneer on the
division who dared talk to Doubleday
the way Jimmie Bradshaw did
But Jimmie had a grievance and every time
he thought about 1t 1t made him nervous
Nmety six years It seemed a good while to
wait yet i the regular course of events on the
mountamn division there appeared no earlier pros
pect of Jummue s getting a passenger run
Got your nghts am t you? said Doubleday,
when Jimmie complamned
I have and I havent grumbled Junmie
wmking hard  theres younger men than X am
on the fast runs
They got m on the strike you ve been told
that o hundred tunes We can t get up another
strike just to fix you out on a fast run Hang
on to your freight Theres better men than
you i TIreland up to ther belt m the bog
Jimmme
Its a pity they didnt leave you there
Doubleday

F m Hldf Odrs, pr b pyMCl Phillps & Co
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You d have been a good while hunting for &
freight run if they had

Then Jimmie would get mad and shale s
finger and talk fast Just the same Il have a
fast run here when you re dead

Maybe but Il be alive a good /hle yet my

son the master mechanmec would laugh Then
Jimmue would walk off very warm and when he
got mto private with himself he would winh furt
ously and say friction things about Doubleday
which needn t now be printed because 1t 1s differ
ent However the talk always ended that way
and Jimmie Bradshaw knew 1t always would end
that way

The trouble was no one on the division would
take Jimmue serously and he felt that the ambt
tion of s Iife would never be fulfilled that he
would go pluggmg to gray haws and the grave
on an old freight tram and that even when he
got to the right side of the Jordan there would
still be something lihe half a century between
him and a fast run It was funny to hear hum

complaimng about 1t for o even us
troubles came funny to W r_ he
had an odd way of st te s
which In fact J
red they
frechlc

wr 3rs ~
low 2
nng a or
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freight for some fellow without a ich o sense
to use on a Iimited passenger run as Jummie
observed hitterly ‘The rumors about the mad
came at first like stray mallards—opening signs
of winter—and as the season advanced flew
thicker and faster VWashington never was yery
progressive 1n the matter of improving the trans
contmental service but they once put I & post
master general down there by mistake  who
wouldn t take the old song YWhen the bureau
fellows that put their brams up m curl papers
told hun 1t couldn t be done he smled softly but
he sent for the managers of the erach lines across
the contment without suspecting bow 1t bore in
cdentally on Jimmue Bradshaw s grievance
agamnst his master mechanic
The postmaster general called the managers
of the big lines and they had a dinner at Cham
berlain s and they told him the same thing It
has been tried they smid n the old tired way
really 1t can t be done
Califorma has been getting the worst of it
for years on the mail service pers:sted the post
master general moderately But Californmans
ought to have the best of 1t We dont think
anything about putting New Yorl malm Chu
cago n twenty hours It ought to be sumple to
cut half a day across the contment and give San
Francisco her mail a day earher ‘Where s the
fall down? he ashed Iihe one refusing no for an
answer
203
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Vou d have been a good while hunting for a
freight run 1f they had

Then Jimmme would get mad and shabe Ius
finger and talh fast Just the same 1 1l have 8
fast run here when y ou re dead

Maybe but 111 be alive a good /hlejet my

son the master mechame would laugh Then
Tinme would walk off very warm and when he
got nto private with limself he would winh furl
ously and say friction things about Doubleday
which needn t now be printed beeause it 15 differ
ent However the alk ahways ended that wa)
and Jinmie Bradshaw hnew it always would end
that way

"Phe trouble was nio one on the division would
take Jimmue seriously and he felt that the ambt
tion of hus hfe would never be fulfilled that he
would go pluggmg to gray hurs and the grave
on an old freight tran and that even when he
got to the nght side of the Jordan there would
still be somethng hhe half a century hetvcen
lim and a fast rup Tt was funny to hear him
complaning about 1t for everything even lns
troubles came funny to him and imn talking he
had an odd way of stutterng with lus e3es
which were red In fact Jimmue was ncasly ol
red hair faee hands—they sad lus teeth were
freckled

When the first rumors about the proposed X el
low Mail reached the mountans Jummse #as TR
ning o new ten whecler breaking her mn on 8
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freight for some fellow without a lick o sense
to use on a hmited passenger run as Jimmue
observed bitterly The rumors about the mail
came at first bike stray mallards—openng signs
of winter—and as the season advanced flew
thicker and faster Washington never was very
progressive 1n the matter of improving the trans
contmental service but they once put mn & post
master general down there by mistake who
wouldn t take the old song When the bureau
fellows that put their brains up m curl papers
told hum 1t couldn t be done he smiled softly but
he sent for the managers of the crack Iines across
the contient without suspecting how 1t bore n
adentally on Jimmie Bradshaws grevance
aganst lus master mechame

The postmaster general called the managers
of the Ing lines and they had a dmner at Cham
berlan s and they told hum the same thing It
has been tried they said mn the old tred way

really 1t can t be done
Califorma has been getting the worst of 1t
for years on the mail service persisted the post
master general moderately But Califormans
ought to have the best of 1t We dont think
anythmg about putting New Yorh mail m Cht
cago m twenty hours It ought to be simple to
cut half a day across the contment and give San
Franeisco her mail a day earher Where s the
fall down? he ashed Libe one refusmg 1o for an
answer
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~ = 1anked at our represen
coughed c1gar smohe
his way LU luue
West of the Missour1 murmured a Penn
sylvama swell who pulled mdifferently at 2 fifty
cent eigar  Everybody at the table took 8 drnk
on the expose except the general manager who
sat at that time for the Rocky Mountains
The West End representatWe was unhupplly
aceustomed to facng the finger of scorn on such
occasions It had become with our managers &
tradition  There was never 2 conference of con
tmnental lines mn which we were not scoffed at 8s
the weal Jnk 1n the chamn of everything—m!
passenger specials what not—the trouble was
(v ariably laid at our door
But this time there was 3 new man sittng for
the line at the Chamberlain dinner 2 youngts
man with a face that set like cement when the
West End was trod upon
The postmaster general was incimed from the
reputation we had to look on our chap as a man
Jooks at a dog without 2 pedigree or at o drav
horse mn a bunch of standard breeds But some
thing n the mouth of the West ‘End man gave
Jum pause smnce the Rough Ruders 1t has been
a bit different about verdicts on things Western
The postmaster general suppressed a 1ISINE sar
casm with a sip of Chartreuse for the dinner Wa$
npemng and wated or 4id he mistahe—the
West Ender was about to speah
204
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Why west of the Missour1? he ashed with 8
Dft of the face that was not altogether candid
The Pennsylvama man shrugged s brows to
explain might have seemed indelicate

If 1t 1s put through how much of 1t do you
propose to tabe yourself? mnquired our man
Tooking evenly at the Alleghany official

Sixty five miles ncluding stops from New
York post office to Canal Street replied the
Pernsylvama man and his words flowed with
wrritating smoothness and ease

“What do you take? continued the man with
the jaw turning to the Burhngton representa
twe who was strugglmg belated with an arti
choke

About seventy from Canal to Tenth and
Mason Say seventy repeated the Q man
ager with the lordliness of a man who has muiles
1o throw at almost anybody and knows it

Then suppose we say 1%ty five from Tenth
and Mason to Ogden suggested the West
Tnder There was o well bred stare the table
round 2 hfting of glasses to mash expressions
that might give pamn  Srxty five miles an hour?
Through the Rockies?

But the postmaster general struch the table
quickly and heasily be didn t want to let 1t get
away Why hang 1t Mr Buchs he e;:
claimed with emphas:s if you will say sixty the
bustness 15 done  We don t ash you to do the
Rockies m the time these fellows take to cut the
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Alleghanies Do sty and I will put mal 1
Frisco a day earher every weel m the year
Nothing on the West End to 1 eep you from
domng 1t smd General Manager Buchs He had
been put up then only about srx months
But—

Envery one lool ed at the young manager The
Pennsylsana man Jooked with confidence for
he nstantly suspected there must be a strng to
such a proposition or that the new representa
five was  tall mg through lus hat

But what? ashed the Cabinet member un
comfortably apprehensive

But we are not putting on & Xty five mile
schedule just because we love our country YoU
understand nor to highten an already glorious
reputation Oh no sled Budl s famtly we
are domng 1t for the stuff You put up the
money we put up the speed Not sixty miles
sixty five—from the Missour1 to the Sierras N©O
no more wine Yes thank you I will tahe &
cigar
The trade was on from that munute Buchs
smd 1o more then he was a good listener But
next day—when 1t came to talking money—he
talked more money imto the West Tind treasury
for one year s runnng than was ever talked be
fore on 2 mail contract for the best three years
work we ever did

When they ashed him how much time he
wanted to get ready and told lum to take plenty
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three mouths were stipulated The contracts
were drawn and they were signed by our people
without hesitation because they knew Bucks
But while the preparations for the fast schedule
were bemg made the Gosernment wealened on
sigmng  Nothing ever got through a Washmng
ton department without hutch and they said our
road had so often failed on like propositions that
they wanted a test There was a deal of wran
ghing then a test Tun was agreed upon by all the
roads concerned  If 1t proved successful—f the
mail was put to the Golden Gate on the second
of the schedule—public opimon and the mterests
m the Plulippmes 1t was concluded would jus
tify the heavy premium ashed for the service

In this way the dickering and the figuring be
<ame m a measure public and keved up every
body interested to & lgh pitch  We said noth
mg for publication but under Buchs energy
sawed wood for three whole months Indeed
three months goes as a day getting a system nto
shape for an extraordmary schedule Success
meant with us presige but fallure meant
obloquy for the road and for our division chief
who had been so lately called to handle 1t

The real strain 1t was clear would come on hus
old—the mountam—dvision and to carry out
the pomt rested on the motive power of the moun
tan diviston hence concretely on Doubleday
master mechanic of the hill country

In thirty days Neighbor supermtendert of
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the motive power called for reports from the di
v1510n master mechanies on the preparations for
the Yellow Mail run and they reported progress
In sixty days he ealled agamn  The subordimates
reported well except Doubleday Doubleday
smd merely Not ready he was busy tmkering
with hus engines  There was a third call m eighty
days and on the eighty fifth a peremptory call
Tivery body said ready except Doubleday When
Neighbor remanstrated sharply he would say
only that he would be ready in time That was
the most he would promise though st was gener
ally understood that if he failed to delner the
goods he would have to make way for somebody
who could

The pluns division of the system was marked
up for sesenty mules an hour and if the truth
were told a httle better but with all the help
they could give us 1t still left sixty for the moun
tains to take care of and the Yellow Mail prope-
sition was conceded to be the toughest affarr the
motive power at Medicne Bend ever faced
However forty eight hours before the mail left
the New York post office Doubleday wired ta
Neghbor  Readv  Neighbor to Buchs

Ready and Buchs to Washington Ready

—and we were ready from end to end

Then the orders began to shoot through the
mountains  'The test run was of especal 1m
portance becaunse the signing of the contract was
believed to depend on the success of it. Once
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signed accaidents and delays might be explamed
for the test run there must be no delays Des
patches were given the 11 which meant Bucks
no lay outs no slows for the Yellow Mall Road
masters were notified no track work n front of
the Yellow Mail Bridge gangs were warned
yard masters nstructed section bosses cautioned
track walkers spurred—the system was pohshed
Iike a barkecpers diamond and swept lihe a
parlor car for the test fight of the Yellow Mal

Doubleday working hke a boler washer
spent all day Thursday and all Thursday mght
in the roundhouse e had personally gone
over the engines that were to tahe the racket m
the mountamns Ten wheelers they were the
1012 and the 1014 with fifty six mch druvers and
eylnders big enough 1o sit up and eat breahfast
m  Spick and span both of them just long
enough out of the shops to run smoothly to the
work and on Triday Oliver Sollers who when
he opened a throttle blew mules over the tender
like feathers took the 1012 groomed as youd
groom a Wilkes mare down to Piedmont for the
run up to the Bend

Now Olwer Sollers was a runner mn & thon
sand and steady as & clock but he had a fireman
who couldn t stand prospenty Steve Hongan
a cousin of Johnmes The glory was too great
for Steve and he spent Friday mght m Gal
lagher s place celebrating telling the boys what
the 1012 would do to the Yellow Mail Not a
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car tinhs could hustle across the yard a streah
of gold cut the sea of purple alfalfa i the lower
valley and the narrows began to smohe with the
dust of the race for the platform
When McTerza bloched the big drivers at the
west end of the depot every eye was an the new
qupment Three standard railway mal cars
done in varmshed buttercup strung out behind
the swzling engine and they looked preity zs
cowslips  1While Neghbor vaguely mediated on
their beanty and on his boozng fireman Junmie
Bradshaw just i from a mght run down from
the Bend walhed across the yard e had just
seen Steve Homgan mahing a sneak  for the
bath house and from the yard gossip Jummme
had guessed the rest
What are you loohing for Neighbor? ashed
Jimmie Bradshaw
X A man to fire for Sollers—up Do you want
it
Neighbor threw it at him across and care
lessly not having any idea Jimmie was looking
for trouble  But Jimmie surprised lim  Jimrme
&id want 1t
Sure I want it Put meon Tired? No
Im fresh as ranwater Pnt me on Neighbor
Il never get fast any other way Doubleday
wouldn t give me a fast run i a hundred years
Neghbor  exclaimed Junme greatly wrought
put me on and 11 plont sunflowers on jour
grave
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thng Steve claimed after five drinks but pull
the stamps clean off the letters the minute they
struch the foothils JBut when Steve showed up
at five o 3 to supermtend the movement he
was seasick  The mstant Sollers set eyes oo Jum
he objected to taking him out Mr Sollers was
not looking for any unnecessary chanees on on¢
of Bucks personal matters and for the general
manager the Yellow Mail test had become €¥
ceedingly personal Practically everybody East
and West had said 1t would fail Bucks said n0

Nerghbor mself was on the Piedmont plat
form that mornmg watching things The M¢
Cloud despatchers had promused the tram to
our division on time and her smoke was due with
the nise of the sun  The big supermtendent of
motne power watching aniously for her arnve
and planning anxiously for her outgomg glare
at the bunged fireman m front of hum and whe
Sollers protested Neighbor turned on_the
swollen Steve with sorely bitter words Steve
swore mightily he was fit and could do the trick
—but whats the word of a railroad man that
drinks? Neighbor spohe wicked words 8™
while they poured on the guilty Steve s crop
there was a shout down the platform In the
east the sun was breaking over the sand hills and
below 1t n haze of blach th chened the horizon
Tt was McTerza with the 808 and the Yello®
Mail Neghbor loohed at his watch she was i
anything a mnute to the good and before the
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car tks could hustle across the yard a streak
of gold cut the sea of purple alfalfa in the lower
valley and the narrows began to smoke with the
dust of the race for the platform
When McTerza blocked the big drivers at the
west end of the depot every eye was on the new
equipment Three standard railway mail cars
done i varmshed buttercup strung out belind
the suzzhing engme and thev looked pretty as
cowslips  VWhile Neighbor vaguely mediated on
therr beauty and on Iis boozing fireman Jimmie
Bradshaw “just n from a mght run down from
the Bend walked across the yard He had just
seen Steve Hormgan making a sneak for the
bath house and from the yard gossip Jimmue
had guessed the rest
What are you Jooking for Neighbor? ashed
Jimmie B adshaw
" A man to fire for Sollers—up Do you want
1
Neighbor threw it at hun across and care
lessly not having any 1dea Jimmie was looking
for trouble But Jimmte surprised m  Jymme
aid want 1t
Sure T want 1t Put meon Tiedz No
Im fresh as rmnwater Put me on Neghpor
TN never get fast any other Way  Doubleday
wouldn t give me a fast runn a hundred yaqpg
Neghbor  exclammed Jimmie greatly wrg oy
put me on and X1l plant sunflowers on v
grave
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thing Steve claimed after five drmhs but pull
the stamps clean off the letters the mmnute they
struck the footlls But when Steve showed up
at five 4 » to supermntend the movement e
was seasick The mstant Sollers set eyes on m
he objected to taking him out Mr Sollers was
not looking for any unnecessary chances on oné
of Bucks personal matters and for the gener®
manager the Yellow Mail test had become €¥
ceedingly personal Practically everybody East
and West had smd 1t would fal Bucks sad 0o

Neighbor limself was on the Predmont plab
form that mornmg watching things The Me
Cloud despatchers had promised the tram 0
our division on time and her smohe was due Wil
the rise of the sun The big supermtendent [
motive power watching aniously for her aTmve
and planning anxiously for her outgong glare
at the bunged fireman 1n front of hint and whel
Sollers protested Neighbor turned on_the
swollen Steve with sorely bitter words
swore mightily he was fit and could do t
—but whats the word of a ralroad man tha
drmks? Neighbor spohe wiched words 8
while they poured on the guilty Steves croP
there was a shout down the platform In the
east the sun was breaking over the sand hills and
below 1t a haze of black thchened the horizon
Tt was McTerza with the 808 and the Y ellow
Mal Neghbor looked at his watch she was i
anythng a minute to the good and before the
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the draughts before they left the throttle and
as Olwver let the engine out very very fast Jim
mie Bradshaw sprinkled the grate bars craftly
and blinhed at the shivering pomter as much as
to say Its you and me now for the Yellow
Mail and nobody else on earth

There was a long reach of smooth frack
front of the foothills It was there the big start
had to be made and mn two minutes the barh of
the big machine had deepened to a chest tone full
as thunder It was all fun for an hour for two
hours It was that long before the ambitious
fireman realized what the new speed meant the
sichening slew the lurch on lurch so fast the
engine never righted the shortened breath along
the tangent the giddy roll to the elevation
and the sudden shoch of the curve the
roar of the flight on the ear and above and over
1t 2ll the boomuing purr of the maddened steel
The canoe 1n the heart of the rapids the bridge
of a liner at sea the gun m the heat of the fight
t:l;ﬁsomethmg of this—the cab of the mail takes
¥

When they struck the foothills Sollers and
Junmie Bradshaw looked at their watches and
looked at each other but like men who had
turned their backs on every mountamn record
There was 2 stop for water—speed drinks so
hard—an o1l round an anvious touch on the
Journals then the Yellow Mail drew reehng
mto the hiils  Oliver eased her just a bit for the
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There wasn t much time to look around the
1012 was bemng coupled on to the mail for the
hardest Tun on the lmne

Get m there jyou blamed 1diot roared
Neighbor presently at Jummue Get m and fire
her and if you dont give Sollers 210 pounds
every inch of the way 111 set you back Wipmg

Jimmue winked furiously at the proposthon
while 1t was beng hurled at hum but he lost no
time climbing . The 1012 was drummung then
at her gauge with better than 200 pounds
‘Adam Shafer conductor for the Tun ran back
ward and forward a mmnute examning the 21
At the final word from his brakeman he Iifted
two fingers at Sollers Olwver opened 8 notch and
Jimmie Bradshaw stuck his head out of the gang
way Slonly but with swiftly rsing speed the
yellow string began to move out through the
Jong lmes of freight cars that blocked the spurs
and those who watched that morning from the
Predmont platform thought a smoother equP
ment than Buchs mail tramn never drew out 0
the mountam yards

Jimmie Bradshaw jumped at the work m front
of hm He had never 1n Tis life Iifted & pich 10
as swell a cab as that  The hind end of the 1012
was ns big as a private car Jimme had never
seen so much play for a shovel 1n Jus Life and he
knew the trich of his business better than most
men even m West End cabs—the trich of ho
ing the ligh pressure every mumute of feelng
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under the cab after his engineer was Jimme
Bradshaw the fireman

Sollers barely conscious lay wedged between
the tank and the footboard Jimmie all by him
self eased him away from the boler The con
ductor stood with a broken arm directing his
brakeman how to chop a crew out of the head
mail car and the hind crews were getting out
themselves There was a quicl calling back and
forth and the ery Nobody Wlled!  But the
engineer and the conductor were put out of ac
ton  There was 1 fact but one West Lnd
man unhurt yet that was enough—for 1t was
Jimmie Bradshaw

The first wreck of the fast mail—there have
been worse since—too. place Just east of Croch
etts siding A west bound freight lay at thal
moment on the passmg trach waitmg for the
mal - Jummre Bradshaw cast up the possibilities
of the situation the minute he righted himself

Before the freight cres had reached the wreck
Jinmue was husthing ahead to tell them what he
wanted The freight conductor demurred and
when they discussed 1t with the freight engmeer
Kingsley he objected My engine won t never
stand 1t 1t1l pound her to pieces he argued

T rechon the safest thing to do 15 to get orders

Get orders! stormed Jimmie Bradshaw
bomimg at the wreck  Get orders! Are you
Tunning an engine on this Iine and don t know
the orders for those mait bags? The orders 15 to
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move em! Thats orders enough Move *em!
Uncouple three of those empty box cars am

hustle em back By the Great United States!
any man that |nterferes with the moving of this
mail will get s time—that s what hell get
That s Doubleday and don t you forget it The
thing 1s to move the mail—not stand here chew
g about 1t!

Bucks wants the stuff hustled put 1 the
freight conductor weahening before Jinmie s
eloquence Enerypody hnows that

Uncouple there! cried Jimmie chimbing
into the Mogul cab Il pull the bags Xongs
ley you needn t take any chances Come backh
there every mother s son of you and help on the
transfer

He carried Ins pomnts with a gale  He was
conductor and engmeer and general manager
all n one He bached the boxes to the curvé
below the spill and set every man at worh piing
the mail from the wreched tran to the freig
cars The wounded cared for the wounded a0
the dead mmght have buried the dead Jimmie
moved the mail  Only one thing turned Tug hair
gray the transfer was so slow 1t looked 2s af 1t
would defeat lus plan A he stood fermenting
a stray party of Sioux bucks on & vagrant hun
rose out of the desert passes and halted to suréy
the confusion It was Yimmue Bradsha® s op
portunity IIe had the blanket men 11 counct
o trice They talked for one mnute m 190
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he bhad them regularly sworn mn and earrying
second class The registered stuff was Jealously
guarded by those of the mail clerks who could
still hobble—and who head for head leg for leg
and arm for urm can stand the wreching that a
mail clerk can stand? The mml crews tooh the
registered matter the freight crews and Jimmie
dripping sweat and anxety handled the letter
bags but second and third class were temporanly
hustled for the Great White Father by hs irren

crent children of the Rockues
Before the disabled men could eredit thewr
senses the by was done th v es made as

comfortable as possible and with the promise of
speedy axd bach to the 1n jured the Y ellow Mail
somewhat disfigured was agam headng west
ward 1 the box cars  This tume Jimmie Brad
shaw Uke & dog with a bone had the throttle
Jimmue Bradshaw for once 1 lus hfe hed the
coveted fast run and il he sighted Fort Rucher
he never for o mmute let up

Meantime there was 2 desperate crowd around
the despatcher at Medine Bend It was an
hour and iwenty munutes after Poneca Station
reported the Yellow Mal out before Fort
Rucker eighteen mules farther west reported the
bovecars and Jimmue Bradshaw in and followed
with a wreck report from the Crochett sidmg
When that end of 1t began to tumble into the
Wackiup office BDoubleday s face went very hard
~fate was agamnst fum the contract vwas gone
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move em! Thats orders enough Move em!
Unconple three of those empty box cars and
hustle em back By the Great United States]
any man that interferes with the moving of this
maill Wil get hs time—thats what hell get
That s Doubledny and don t you forgetit The
thing 1s to move the mml—not stand here chew
mg about 1t]

Buchs wants the stuff hustled put m the
freight conductor weaheming before Jimuues
eloquence  Everypody knows that

Uncouple therel ecned Jimme chimbing
mto the Mogul cab 111 pull the bags FKings
ley you neednt take any chances Come bach
there every mother s son of you and help on the
transfer

He carried lus pomts with a gale ¥e was
conductor and engmeer and general manager
all in one  He backed the boxes to the curve
below the spill and set every man at wark pihng
the mail from the wreched tramn to the freight
cars 'The wounded cared for the wounded B
the dead rmght have buried the dead Jimmie
moved the mail Only one thing turned s hae
gray the transfer was so slow 3t Toohed as if 1t
would defeat s plan  As he stood fermenting
2 stray party of Sioux buchs on a vagrant hunt
rose out of the desert passes and halted to survel
the confuston It was Jimme Bradshaws o
portumty He had the blanket men m coune!
m a tnee  They talhed for one mnute it two
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he kad them regularly sworn i and cerryng
second-class  The registered stuff was jealously
guarded by those of the mail clerhs who could
still hobble—and who head for head leg for leg
and arm for arm can stand the wrecking that s
mail clerh can stand? The mail crews took the
Tegistered matter the freight crews and Jumme
dnppmg sweat and anwety handled the leiter
bags but second and third class were temporanly
hustled for the Great White Father by his irres
erent children of the Rockies

Before the dusabled men could credit ther
senses the business was done themselves made as
comfortable a5 possible and with the promuse of
speedy aid back to the injured the kellow Mai
somewhat disfigured was agam headmg west
ward in the box ears This time Jimme Brad
shaw lke g dog with & bone had the throttle
Junmze Bradshaw for once i his hife had the
coveted fast run and il he sighted Fort Rucher
be never for o minute let up

Menntime there was a desperate crowd around
the despatcher at Mediane Bend It was an
hour and twenty munutes after Ponca Stahon
reported the Yellow Marl out before Fort
Rucker eighteen muiles farther west reported the
box-cars and Jimmee Bradshaw i and followed
with 2 wreck report from the Crochett siding
When that end of 1t begsn to tumble wio the
Wickiup office Doubleday s face went very hard
—fate was aganst ham the contract was gous
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glimmermg he didn t feel at all sure us own
head and the roadmasters wouldn t follow 1t
Then the Rucker operator began agam to tal
about Jimmie Bradshaw and Whos Brad
shaw? ashed somebody and Rucker went o
excrtedly with the story of the Mogul and o
three box cars and of a war party of Stou
squatting on the brake wheels 1t came S0 mrxed
that Medicme Bend thought everybody 2t
Rud er Station had gone mad

While they fumed Jimmre Bradshaw Was
speeding the mail through the mountamns €
had Kingsley s fireman big as an 0% and full of
Iis own enthusiasm In no time they were fly
ng across the flats of the Spider Water threa
mg the curves of the Peace Ruver and hithng
the rails of the Pamted Desert ¥ \th the Mogul
sprinting Iihe a Texas steer and the box cars
leaping Like yearhngs at the pomnts It was no
case of scientific runmng Do case of favorng the
roadbed of easing the stram on the equipment
1t was simply a case of gallopmg to a Broadway

fire with a Silsby rotary ona 4—11 call Upnil
and down curve and tangent 1t was all on¢
1th that

There was speed made on the plams W
maul and there was speed made 1 the foothll®
with the fancy equipment but never the SP

that Jimmue Bradshaw made when he ran the
mail through the gorges 1n three box cars 8%
frightened operators and pnralyzed station
agents all the way up the line watched the fear
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ful and wonderful tram yump the switches with
grndshuw s red head stichang out of the eab win
ow

Medicme Bend couldn t get the strught of 2t
over the wires There was an electne storm n
the mountains and the wires went bad 1 the
mudst of the confusion  They hnew there wasa
wreck and supposed there was mul m the ditel
and with Doubleday frantn the despatchers
were irying to get the tract toruna team d wny
to Crochetts But Jimmr Bradshaw had asked
at Rucker for nghts to the e ad 2nd moan w
guarded moment they had houn given after tha*
wwas all off Nobody could #ct action on Jun
mie Bradshaw to head hwn «ff  Fe took the
rights and stayed not far stake and stopped uct
for stope In thirty munutes the operating de-
partment was ready to hil lnm but be was sk
g such time 1t was concfuded better to humor
the lunatic than to try to hiid hsm up anywhere
for a pmley When ths 8 dearded Jumnue
end tus war party were airendy Yeported past
Bad Axe fifteen miles below the Bend with
every truch on the box car3 s7° ng

The Bad Axe run to the Bend was never done
1 less than fourteen musutes untd Bradshaw
that day brought up the mut getwecn those
two ponts the hne 1 modeled o8 \‘c Curves of 8
ramgs horn but Jwrme with the r°‘£ul found
every twist on the nght of ¥2¥ :ln ‘éf“" o
utes that particular rc;;)!o‘d 19 good Y€t Indecd.



GREATEST SHORT STORIES

before Doubleday then in a frenzied condition
got his cohorts fairly on the platform to look for
Jimmie the hollow scream of the big freight en
gne echoed through the mountams ~Shouts
from below brought the operators to the uppet
windows down the Bend they saw a monstet
locomotive flymg from a trailing horn of smohe
As the stubby strmg of freight cars slewed quar
termg mto the lower yard the startled officials
saw them from the Wickwp windows wrapped
n & stream of flame Every journal was afire
and the blaze from the boxes rollng into the
steam from the stack curled hotly around & bevy
of Sioux Indians who clung sternly to the foot
boards and brake wheels on top of the box cars
Tt was o nide for the red men that 1s told around
the council fires yet But they do not always
add mn their traditions that they were hangg
on not only for hfe but also for = butt of plug
tobacco promised for their timely help at Croch
ett ssiding

By the time Jimmie slowed up his amazing
equipment the fire brigade was on the run from
the roundhouse The Sioux warrors climbe
hastily down the fire escapes a force of brused
and bareheaded mail clerhs shoved bach the box
car doors the car tinhs tackled the conflagration
and Jimmie Bradshaw dropping from the cab
with the swing of a man who has done 1t watte
at the gangway for the questions to come to
and for a minute they came hot
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What the blazes do you mean by bninging 1n
an engmne 1n that condition? clled Doubleday
powtmg to the blown machine

I thought you wanted the mail winhed Jim

e

How the deril nre we to get the mail with you
blocking the trach for two hours? demanded
Calahan msanely

Why the mail s here—in these box cars re
sponded Junmme Bradshaw pomting to his bob
tadtram  Now don t look daffy hle that every
sach s mght here I thought the best way to get
the mart here was to brmg it Hm! Were forty
mimnutes late amt we?

Doubledny waited to hear no more Orders
flew Lle curlews from the supermtendent and
the master mechamie  They saw there was a life
forstyet A string of new mail cars was bached
down beside the tramn before the fire bngade had
done with the truchs The reheving mml erews
warting at the Bend took hold lihe cats at a pud
ding and & dozen extra men helped them shing
the pouches The 101¢ blowing porposewse
was bached up Just as Benedict Morgan s tran
pulled down for Crochett s sding ond the Yel
low Mail rehabiitated rejunevated and exul
tant started up the gorge for Bear Dance only
ﬁf{y three munutes late with Hanksworth mn the
«al

And if you can t meale that up Trank youre
10 good on earth spluttered Doubleday at the
21
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engineer he had put m for that special endeas or
And Trank Hawhsworth did make 1t up and the
Y ellow Mal went on and off the West End on
the test and into the Sierras for the coast on
time

There s a butt of plug tobacco and transpor
tation to Crockett s comng to these buchs Mr
Doubleday winked Jmmmie Bradshaw uncer
tamly for with the wearmg off of the stram
came the 1dea to Jimmie that he mght have ©0
pay for 1t umself I promised them that he
added for helping with the transfer If it
hadn t been for the blankets we wouldn t hav’
got off for another hour They chew Tomahawh
—rough and ready preferred—DMr Doubleday
Hm!

Doubleday was loocking off into the moun

tains

1 ou ve been on a freight run some time Jun
mie smd he tentatively after a whie

The Indian detachment was crowdmg

pretty close on the red headed engineer e
blushed  If youll take care of my tobacco con
tract Doubleday well call the other matter
squire I m not looking for a fast run as much
as I was

If we get the mml contract resumed
Doubleday reflecuvely and 1t wont be your
fault 1f we don t—hmi—we may need vou on one
of the runs  Looks to me like 3ou ought to have
one
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Junmie shook Ius head I dont want one—
don t mmd me just fix these gentlemen out with
some tobacco before they scalp me will you?

The Indans got ther leaf and Bucks got lus
contract and Jimmie Bradshaw got the pich of
the runs on the Y ellow Mail and ever since he s
been hiching to get back on a freight But they
dont eall lum Bradshaw any more No man in
the mountamns can pace lnm on 2 dare devil run
And when the head brave of the hunting party
recenved the butt of tobaceo on behalf of his com
pany he loohed at Doubleday with digmiy
pomted to the sandy engineer and spohe
frechled words 1n the Sioux

Thats the way s came about Bradshaw
holds the belt for the run from Bad Axe to
Medieine Bend but he never goes by the name of
Bradshaw anv more West of McCloud every
where up and down the mountums they give lim
the name that the Sioux gave lum that day—
Jimmie the Wmnd
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MRS PROTHEROE
BY ROOTH TARKINGTON

HIN Alonzo Rawson took his seat as
the Senator from Stachpole in the
upper branch of the General Assem

bly of the State an expression of pleasure and of
greatness appeared to be permanently ymprinted
upon his countenance  ¥e felt that if he had not
quite arrived at all which he meant to make his
own at least he had emerged upon the arena
where he was to win 1t and he looked about hm
for a few other strong spints with whom to con
struct a focus of power which should control the
Senate The young man had not long to look
for within a weels after the begmmning of the ses
sion these others showed themselves to ns view
nising above the general level of medioenity and
tmdity party leaders and chiefs of factions
men who were on ther feet continually speaking
half & dozen tunes a day freely snd lovdly To
these and that house at large he felt it necessary
to introduce himself by a speech which must
prove him one of the elect and he awatted m
patiently an opening

Alonzo had no timudity himself He was not
one of those who first try their voices on motions

Fom I b Arema.  Copy gh soy By McC1 Phllps & Ca
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to adjourn written in form and handed out to
novices by presiding officers and leaders He
was too conscious of his own mfts and he had
been accustomed to speaking ever since his
days m the Stackpole City Sermnary He was
under the impression also that his appearance
alone would command attention frem his col
leagues and the gallery He was tall his harr
was long with a rich waviness rippling over both
brow and collar and he had by years of endeavor
succeeded m molding lus features to present an
aspect of stern and thoughtful majesty when
ever he spoke

The opportumty to show his fellows that new
greatness was among them was delayed not over
long and Senator Rawson arose long and bony mn
tus best clothes to address the Senate with a huge
voice 1 denunciation of the Sunday Baseball
Bill  then upon second reading The classtcal
references which as a horn orator he felt it
necessary to introduce were recenved with accla
mations which the gavel of the Lieutenant Gov
ernor had no power to still

What led to the De chine and Tall of the
Roman Empire? he exclaimed I awaitanan
swer from the advocates of this de generate
mea ure! I demand an answer from them! Let
me hear from them on that subject! 1Why dont
they speak up? They cant give one I ot be
cause they at famihar with history—no sic!
That s not the reason! It s because they daren ¢
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because therr answer would have to go on record
agamst em! Dont any of you try to rase it
agamst me that I am t speal ing to the pomt for
I tell you that when you encourage Sunday
Baseball or any land of Sabbath breahin on
Sunday youre trym to start the State on the
downward path that beset Romel I tell you
what rumed it The Roman Empure started out
to be the greatest nation on earth and thev had
a good start too just Ihe the Umted States has
got to day Then what happened to em? Why
them old ancient fellers got more mterested m
athletic games and gladiatorial combats and rac
mg and all kinds of outdoor sports and bettin
on em than they were mn oratory or literature or
charitable mstitutions and good worhs of all
Linds At first they were moderate and the coun
try was prosperous Buti six days m the week
wouldn t content em and they went at 1t all the
time so that at last they gave up the seventh day
o their sports the way this bill wants us to do
and from that time on the result was de generacy
and de gradation! You better remember that
lesson my friends and dont trv to sml ths
State to the level of Romel

‘When Alonzo Rawson wiped his dampened
brow and dropped mto s chair he was satisfied
to the core of his heart with the effect of hs
marden effort There was not one eye m the
place that was not fixed upon him and shining
with surprise and delight while the kindly Lieu
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tenant Gosernor his face very red rapped for
order The young Senator across the msle
leaned over and shook Alonzo s hand exeitedly

That was beautiful Senator Rawson! he
whispered  Im for the bl but I can respect a
masterly opponent

I thank you Senator Truslew Alonzo 1e
turned graciously I am glad to have your
good opmion Senator

You have 1t Senator said Truslow enthu
siastically T hope you intend to spesh often

I do Senator I mtend to make myself
heard  the other answered gravely upon all
questions of moment

You will fill a great place among us Sen
ator]

Then Alonzo Rawson wondered if he had not
underestimated Ius neighbor across the aisle he
had formed an opmion of Truslow as ane of
small account and no power for he had observed
that although this was Truslow s second term
he had not once demanded recogmtion nor at
tempted to take part in o debate Instead he
seemed to spend most of Ins time fnttermg over
some desh work though now and then he
walked up and down the asles talking m & low
vaice fo various Senators How such a man
could have been efected at all Alonzo failed to
understand  Also Truslow was physically 1n
consequent 1 his colleague s estimation— & It
tle msignificant dudish kind of a maun  he had
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thought one whom he would have darkly sus
pected of ugarettes had he not been dumfounded
to behold Truslow smoking an old blach prpe n
the lobby The Senator from Stachpole had
looked over the others clothes with a disap
proval that amounted to bitterness Truslows
attire reminded him of pictures m New York
magazmes or the dress of boys newly home from
college he didnt know which but he did know
that 1t was e puible C quently after
receiving the young mans congratulations
Alonzo was conscious of the heenest surprise at
his own feeling that there might be somethng
m him after all

He decided to look him over again more care
fully to take the measure of one who had shown
himself so frankly an admirer Waiting there
fore a few moments until he felt sure that Trus
lows gaze had ceased to rest upon himself he
turned to bend a surreptitious but piercing
serutiny upon his neighbor ¥is glance how
ever sweeping across Truslow s shoulder toward
the face suddenly encountered another pair of
eyes beyond so ntently fixed upon himself that
he started The clash was like two searchlights
meeting—and the glortous brown eyes that shot
mto Alonzo s were not the eyes of Truslow

Truslow s desk was upon the outer aisle and
along the wall were placed comfortable leather
chairs and settees ongnally ntended for the
use of members of the upper house but npearlvy
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always occupied by therr wives and daughters or
lady lobbyists  or other women spectators

Leanmg back with extraordinary grace n the
chair nearest Truslow sat the handsomest woman
Alonzo had ever seen mn his ife Her long coat
of soft gray fur was unrecognizable to lum mn
connection with any famuhar breed of squirrel
her broad flat hat of the same fur was wound
with 2 gray vell underneath which her heavy
brown hair seemed to exhale a mysterious glow
and never not even m a hthograph had he seen
features so regular or a shin so clear! And to
look mto her eyes seemed to Alonzo like diving
deep mto clear water and turning to stare up at
the light

Hus own eyes fell first In the breathless awl
wardness that beset lum they seemed to stumble
shamefully down to his desk Like a country boy
getting back to his seat after a thrashing on
the teachers platform Tor the ladys gaze
profoundly Lqwd as it was had not been
friendly

Alonzo Rawson had nerther the habst of petty
analvsis nor the mchination toward 1t yet there
arose within him a wonder at lis own emotion
at its strangeness and the violent reaction of 1t
A moment ago his soul had been steeped 1n satis
faction over the figure he had cut wath his speech
and the extreme enthusiasm which had been ac
corded 1t—an extraordmarly pleasant feeling
suddenls this was gone and i 1ts place he found
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himself almost chokmng with 2 dazed sense of hay
mg been scathed and at the same time under
stood m 2 way in which he did not understand
himself And yet—he and this most unusual
Jady bad been so mutually conscious of each
other m their mysterious interchange that he felt
almost acquamted with her  Why then should
lus head be hot with resentment? Nobody had
sad anything to him!

He seized upon the fattest of the expensive
books supplied to lum by the State opened it
with emphasis and began not to read 1t with
abysmal abstraction tinglingly alert to the cr
cumstance that Truslow was holdng a low toned
but Inely conversation with the unknown Her
Jaugh came to lum at once musteal quiet and of
2 quality which wnitated lim mto saying hitterly
to himself that he guessed there was just as
much refinement 1n Stackpole as there was m the
Capital City and just as many old familes!
The clerk caling lus vote upon the Baseball
Bil at that moment he roared No! m a tone
which was profane It seemed to him that he
was avenging himself upon somebody for some
thing and 1t gave hum a great deal of satisfac
ton

He returned immediately to his smtation of
Archimedes only relaxing the wmtensity of s
attention to the text (which blurred mto jargon
before his fixed gaze) when he heard that light
Iaugh agan  He pursed Ius lips looked up at

283



GRLCATEST SHORT STORIES

the celling as if shghtly puzzled by some pro-
found question beyond the reach of womankind
solved 1t almost immedately and setting hus
hand to pen and paper wrote the caprtal letter
O several hundred times on note paper fur
nished by the State So oblivious was he appar
ently to everything but the question of statecraft
which occupied him that he did not even look up
when the morning s session was adjourned and
the law makers began to pass noisily out until
Truslow stretched an arm across the aisle and
touched him upon the shoulder
In a moment Senator! answered Alonzo in
his deepest chest tones He made 1t 2 very short
moment 1n deed for he had a wild breath taling
suspicion of what was coming
I want you to meet Mrs Protheroe Sen
ator sad Truslow nsing as Rawson after
folding his wntings with nfimte care placed
them 1n s breast pochet
I am pleased to make your acquamtance
maam Alonzo said mn a loud firm voce as he
got to lus feet though the place grew vague
about him when the lady stretched a charming
slender gloved hand to Iim across Truslows
desh  YIe gave 1t several solemn shahes
We shouldn t have disturbed you perhaps?
she ashed smiling radmntly upon im  You
were at some important work I m afraid
He met her eves agam and their beauty and
the thoughtful lindliness of them fairly took hus
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breath T am the charrman maam he repled,
swallowmng of the commuittee on drams and
dikes
I knew it was something of great moment

she said gravely ‘but I was anxious to tell you
that T was mterested in vour speech

A few minutes later without knowing how he
had got hus hat and cost from the cleak room,
Alonzo Rawson found hmself walking slowly
through the marble vistas of the State-house to
the great cuter doors with the lady and Truslow
They were talking inconsequently of the weather
and of varwous legislators but Alonzo did not
know 1t He vaguely formed reples to her ques
tions and he hardly realized what the questions
were he was too stirnngly conscious of the rich
quiet of her voice and of the caress of the gray
fur of her cloak when the back of s hand
touched 1t—rather acaidentally—now and then,
as thev moved on together

It was a cold quick arr to which they emerged
and Alonzo daring to look at her found that she
had pulled the veil down over her face the color
of which 1n the heen wmd was like that of June
roses seen through morning musts At the curb
along low rakash black automabile was m wart
mg the dniver a mere mdistingwishable eylinder
of fur

Truslow opemng the httle door of the ton
neau offered his hand to the lady  Come over
to the club Senator and Junch withme he sard.
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‘Mrs Protheroe won t mind droppmg us there
on her way
That was an eene ride for Alonzo whose feet
were falling upon strange places His pulses
Jumped and is eyes swam with tears of unlaw
ful speed but hus ig ungloved hand tingled not
with the cold so much as with the touch of that
divine gray fur upon s httle finger
You mtend to make many speeches Mr
Truslow tells me  he heard the rich vorce saying
Yes maam  he summoned himself to answer
‘Texpect I will Yes maam He paused and
then repeated  Yes ma am
She looked at him for & moment But you
will do some work too wont you? she ashed
slowly
Her intention 1n this passed bv Alonzo at the
fme  Yes moam he answered  The com
muttee work interests me greatly especially
dramns and dikes
I have heard she said as 1if searching hus
opmion  that almost as much 15 accomphished
1 the commnttee rooms as on the floor? There
—and m the lobby and m the hotels and elubs?
I dont have much to do with that! he re
turned quickly T guess none of them lobby ists
will get much ont of me! I even sent back all
the;r ralroad tickets They needn ¢ come near
me
After & pause which she may have filled with
unexpressed admiration she ventured almost
‘)QG
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tmudly ‘Do you remember that 1t was said
that Napoleon once attributed the secret of s
power over other men to one quality?

I am an admirer of Napoleon returned the
Senator from Stachpole I adnure all great
men

He said that he held men by his reserve

It can be done observed Alonzo and
stopped feeling that 1t was more reserved to add
nothing to the sentence

But I suppose that such & policy  she smled
upon him mquirngly  wouldnt have helped
him much with women?

No he agreed mmediately My opmon
13 that a man ought to tell 2 good woman every
thing What 1s more sacred than—

The car turming a corner much too quickly
performed a gymnastic squirm about an unex
pected street car and the speech ended m a gasp
as Alonzo not of his own volition half rose and
pressed his cheek closely agamst hers Instan
taneous as 1t was s heart leaped violently but
not with fear Could all the things of ls Iife
that had seemed beautiful have been compressed
mto one mstant it would not have brought him
even the suggestion of the wild shock of joy of
that one wherem he knew the glamourous per
fume of Mrs Protheroes brown hair and felt
her cold cheek firm agamst lnis with only the
gray veil between

Im afraid this dnver of mme will kil me

237



GREATEST SHORT STORIES

some day she smd laughing and composedly
straightening her hat Do you care for big
machines?

Yes maam he answered hushily I
haven t been 1n many

Then Il take jou agam sad Mrs
Protheroe  If you like X111 come down to the
State house and take you out for a run m the
country

When? sad the lost young man staring at
her with his mouth open When?

Saturday afternoon if you like I 1l be there
at two

They were m front of the club and Truslow

had already jumped out Mrs Protheroe gave
him her hand and they exchanged a glance sig
nmificant of something more than a frendly
good by Indeed one might have hazarded that
there was something almost businesslhihe about 1t
The confused Senator from Stachpole chmbing
out reluctantly observed it not mnor could he
have understood even if he had seen that delicate
signal which passed between his two companions

When he was upon the ground Mrs
Protheroe extended her hand without speahing
but her hps formed the word Saturday  Then
she was carried away quickly while Alonzo his
heart hammering stood looking after her born
mto a strange world the touch of the gray fur
upon his httle finger the odor of her hair famntly
about lum one side of lus face red the other pale
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strange morming and of Saturday I'mally his
neighbor m the next room Senator Ezra Trum
bull long abed was awahened by his praymng
and groaned shghtly Trumbull meant to speak
to Rawson about s prayers for Trumbull was
an early one to bed and they wohe lnm every
mght The partition was flimsy and Alonzo ad
dressed s Maker m the loud voice of those
accustomed to talking across wide out of door
spaces Trumbull considered 1t especially un
necessary 1 the aity though as a aitizen of &
county which loved but httle us neighbor s dis
trict he felt that in Stackpole there was good
reason for a werson to shout his prayers at the
top of his voice and even then have small chance
to carry through the distance Still it was a
delicate matter to mention and he put it off from
day to day

Thursday passed slowly for Alonzo Rawson
nor was lis voice Dfted in debate There was
little but routmne and the main mterest of the
chamber was in the lobby ing that was being done
upon the Sunday Baseball Bill which had
passed to 1ts third reading and would come up
for final disposition wathin a fortmight This was
the measure which Alonzo had set his heart upon
defeating It was a simple enough hill 1t pro
vided 1n substance that bascball rught be
played on Sunday by professionals v e State
capital which was proud of 1t team
Naturally 1t was denounced by

240



MRS PROTHEROE

deputations of mmusters and commmitees from
women s religious <ocebies were const.nilv arny

mg at ths S.ate-hou e to pro.es* zgams* s pas-
sage. Tke Sen.tor from St.ckpole reassured
a0l of these with whom ke tIked, and wos one o1
therr st.unchest 2llies 2nd supporters. He wzs
zctive m Jeadmg th~ wovermg zmong his col

leagues, o~ even the mmm.cal ou* to meet 2nd
foce the deput.tion.. It wos m ths ocenpobion
th.t he w.s engaged, on Frd.« 2fternoon, when
be recerved 2 hock.

A commuttee of women from 2 churen <oci=ty
wzs wartmg m tke corder 2nd ke k.4 round-d
up 2 reluctant kali-dozen sena o°s and lod them
forth to be m evrogz.ed s to therr mtenaons re-
gardmg the b1l Tke comnuttee and the lav
makers soon d.stributed themselves mto Irtle
argument.tive clumps, «nd Alonzo found hmm-
self m the centre of these, vith one of the Ld.es
who h.d unfortun. telv—but, m ber enthus:=m,
without . grrmgs—begmm 2 reproachful appeal
to 2n advoczte of the bill whose n.m~ was Gold
stem.

“Sen.. or Go dstem,” ske excl.med, “T eould
no* believe it when I Eeard thz vou were m
fzvor of th.s mezsure’ I have keard mv kusband
spezk m the highes* terms of vour old fzther
M.v I 2k voa whot Fe thmks of ©*? If vou
voled for the desecration of Sund.v by 2 low
baseball gemme, eould vou dure go home 2nd feee
tat good old man?
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strange morning and of Saturday Fmally hs
neighbor 1n the next room Senator Lzra Trum
bull long abed was awakened by his praying
and groaned shightly Trumbull meant to speak
to Rawson about his prayers for Trumbull was
an early one to bed and they wohe hin every
night The partition was flimsy and Alonzo ad

dressed his Maker i the loud voice of those
accustomed to talling across wide out of door
spaces ‘Trumbull considered it especially un

necessary 1n the eity though as a citizen of 2
county which loved but httle hus neighbor s dis

trict he felt that i Stackpole there was good
reason for a verson to shout his prayers at the
top of his voice and even then have small chance
to carry through the distance Shll 1t was a
delicate matter to mention and he put 1t off from
day to day

Thursday passed slowly for Alonzo Rawson

nor was is voice hifted 1n debate There was
little but routine and the mamn mnterest of the
chamber was 1n the lobby ng that was being done
upon the Sunday Baseball Bill which had
passed to 1ts thad reading and would come up
for final disposition vathin a fortmght This was
the measure which Alonzo had sct his heart upon
defeating It was o sumple enough bill 1t pro

vided 1n substance that baseball rmght be
played on Sunday by professionals in the State
capital which was proud of its league team

Naturally 1t was denounced by clergymen and
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Truslow brmself bad po* gore. He was Ioeng-
mg m ks eat when Alrrzs refrormed and was
gau liv L Fatre The L Her refmamed from re-
plvmng m kxnd, po* zl.og=ker oc* of reserve, but
move beczuse oF 2 dm suspieen (whch rose
wikm Em tke thd troe Trslow called Brm
“Sexatc” m ane “entence) tha* ks firs* opzmmon
of tke voung rman 2s z Lzht-mmded pessem
mighk E.ve been corect.

Trere wzs no ession tre fellowiny afiermoon,
bat Alorzo watched tre siveet from te windows
of hs commmitieercem, wheh oedlonked tre
splend.d breadh of s*cre steps lezdnzs dowm
from tre grea* doows to the pavement. There
were <arze brg bockrases m the room, whose glss
deas ~er-ed as cur-os @ wheh be moe 22d
move <*ernlv regarded the <o rmzgs ¢r 2n en-
trmelv pew grav =tm e, while the ecumchion
grew witkm brm tha* {argamg froms her Eehavio
of tke presious dav) ste wocld pot eome, 24
that the Stackpole grrls were nobler b~ far *
kear* than mwar— whko mgn® wear 2 kmZsman-
om s-worth of jewels round therr throats at the
operz-kouse ;2 2 Log= v TE.. senirmen™ was
Eeartilv confirmed b the clock when 1f rmarged
Ealf p.st two. He fuced the bookesse dors and
struck bs bresst, s apen kord flliny scros
the grav tie with trogie violence afier wheb,
tummg for the Ls* trme 10 the wmdows, ke
uttered 2 loud exelmabion znd, Lvmg k=nds
upan 2n dlster and 2 grav fel kat, exch _spew
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Yes madam said Goldsten muldly we
are both Jews

A low laugh nippled out from nesr by and
Alonzo turning almost violently beheld his lady
of the furs She was leaming bach aganst a
broad pilaster her hands sweeping the same big
cont behind her her face turned toward hum but
her eyes sparklingly dehighted resting upon
Goldstemn

Under the broad fur hat she made a picture
as engaging to Alonzo Rawson as 1t was be
witchng  She appeared not to see him to be
quite unconscious of him—and he believed 1t
Truslow and five or six members of both houses
were about her and they all seemed to be bend
g eagerly toward her Alonzo was furious
with her

Her laugh lingered upon the air for 2 moment
then her glance swept round the other way
omitting the Senator from Stackpole who 1mme
diately putting mto practice a reserve which
would have astomshed Napoleon swung about
and quitted the deputation without a word of
farewell or explanation He turned mto the
cloak room and paced the floor for three mnutes
with 2 malevolence which awed the colored at
tendants mto not brushing his coat but when
he returned to the corndor cautious mnquiries
addressed to the tobacconist elicited the mforma
tion that the handsome lady with Senator Trus
low had departed
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Truslow humself had not gone e was loung
aing n Ius seat when Alonzo returned and was
gemally tall ative  The latter reframed from re
plymg m kind not altogether out of reserve but
more because of a dim suspicion (wiich rose
within lim the third time Truslow called Tum

Senator 1n one sentence) that his first opinion
of the young man as a hght minded person
might have been correct

There was no session the following afternoon
but Alonzo watchead the street from the windows
of his committee room which overloohed the
splendid brendth of stone steps leading down
from the great doors to the pavement There
were some big bookeases m the room whose glass
doors served as nurrors m which he more and
more sternly regarded the soft image of an en
tirely new gray satin tie while the conviction
grew within lum that (arguing from Jier behavior
of the previous day) she would not come and
that the Stackpole girls were nobler by far at
heart than many who might wear a lang s ran
som s worth of jewels round their throats ot the
opera house 1 a large eity  This sentiment was
heartily confirmed by the clock when 1t marked
half past two Xle faced the bookease doors and
struck s breast s open hand falling across
the gray tie with tragie violence after which
turning for the last time to the windows he
uttered a loud exclamation and Iaying hands
upon an ulster and a gray felt hat each as new
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Yes madam  smd Geoldstem middly we
are both Jews

A low laugh nppled out from near by and
Alonzo turming almost violently beheld his lady
of the furs She was leamng bach agamnst a
broad pilaster her hands sweepng the same big
coat behind her her face turned toward um but
her eyes sparklingly dehighted resting upon
Goldstein

Under the broad fur hat she made a picture
as engaging to Alonzo Rawson as it was be
witchmg  She appeared not to see lim to be
quite unconseious of him—and he believed 1t
Truslow and five or six members of both houses
were about her and they all seemed to be bend
g eagerly toward her Alonzo was furous
with her

Her laugh hngered upon the air for a moment
then her glance swept round the other way
omittng the Senator from Stachpole who imme
diately putting nto practice & reserve which
would have astonished Napoleon swung about
and quitted the deputation without 2 word of
farewell or explanation He turned mto the
cloak room and paced the floor for three mmutes
with 2 malevolence wiich awed the colored at
tendants mto not brushing Ius coat but when
he returned to the cormdor cautious Inquiries
addressed to the tobacconist elicsted the nforms
tion that the handsome lady with Senator Trus
low had departed
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was not until thev reached the alternate vacant
lots and bleak Queen Anne cottages of the atys
ragged edge that she broke the silence

“You were talking to some one else  she sad
almost maudibly

‘Yes maam, Goldstem but—

Oh no! She turned toward lnm hfting her
hand  “You were quite the hon among ladies

I dont know what you mean Mrs
Protheroe  he said truthfully

What were you talling to all those women
about?

It was about the Sunday Baseball Bill

Ah! The bill you attacked i your speech
last Wednesday?

Yes maam

T hear you haven t made any speeches since
then she said mndifferently

‘No maam he answered gently I lund of
got the 1dea that T d better lay low for a whie
at first and get 1n some quiet hard work

T understand. You are a man of intensely
teserved nature

‘With men said Alonzo I am With
ladies T am not so much so I thk a good
woman ought to be told—

‘But you are Interested  she mterrupted
defeating that bill?

Yes maam he returned It s snm
1quitous measure

Why?
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Mrs Protheroe! he exclaimed taken abach

I thought all the ladies were agamnst it My

own mother wrote to me from Stsckpole that

she d rather see me 1 my grave than votin for
such a bill and I d rather see myself therel

But are you sure that you understand 1t?’

I only know 1t desecrates the Sabbath
That s enough for mel

She leaned toward um and tus breath came
quichly

No Youre wrong shesaid and rested the
tips of her fingers upon his sleeve

I don t understand why~—why you say that
he faltered It sounds kand of—surprnising to
me—

Listen shesmd Perhaps Mr Truslow told
you thet I am studying such thmgs I do not
want to be an dle woman X want to be of use to
the world even if 1t must be only in small ways

I think that 1s e noble ammtion! he ex
claimed I think all good women oughi~—

Wait  she interrupted gently Now that hull
1s & worthy one though it astomshes you to hear
me say so  Perhaps you dont understand the
conditions  Sunday 1s the laboring man s only
day of recreation--nnd what recreation 18 he of
fered?

He ought to po to church smd Alonzo
promptly

But the fact 15 that he doesn t—not often—
not ot all n the afternoon  Wouldn t 1t be well
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to give lim some wholesome wav of employmg
his Sunday afternoons? Ths bill provides for
Just that and 1t keeps lum away from drinking
too for it forbids the sale of hquor on the
grounds

Yes ITknow sad Alonzo plamntively But
it aint right! I was rased to respect the Sab
bath and—

Ah that s what you should do! You thnk I
could believe in anything that wouldn t make 1t
better and more sacred?

Oh no maam! he eried reproachfully Its
only that I don t see—

I am telling you  She hfted her veil and let
him have the full dazzle of her beauty ‘Do you
know that many thousands of lsbormng people
spend therr Sundays drinking and caronsing
about the low country road houses because the
game 1s played at such places on Sunday? They
go there because they never get a chance to see
it played in the aty And don t you understand
that there would be no Sunday hiquor trade no
work lves every seventh
day m the Tow groggenes as hundreds of them
do now 1if they had something to see that would
iterest them?—something as wholesome and
fine as this sport would be under the conditions
of this bill something to keep them in the open
air something to bring a hitle gayety into therr
dull hves!  Her voice had grown louder and 1t
shook a little with a nismg emotion though its

247




GREATEST SHORT STORIES

sweetness was only the more poignant Ok
my dear Senator she cried  don t you se¢ how
wrong you are? Dont vou want to help these
poor people?

Her fingers wiich had tightened upon his
sleeve relaxed and she Jeaned bach pulling the
veil down over her face as 1f wishimg to concel
from hm that her hps trembled shghtly thenrest
1ng her arm upon the leather cushions she turned
her head away from nm staning fixedly mto the
gaunt beech woods limng the country road along
which they were now coursing Tor a tune she
heard nothing from him and the only sound was
the monotonous chug of the machine

I suppose you thinl 1t rather shoching to hear
a woman tallung prachcally of such common
place things  she smd at last in a cold voice
Just Joud enongh to be heard

No maam he said hushly

Then what do you thinl ? she cnied turning
toward lum agan with a quich mmperious ges
ture

Y think X d better go back to Stachpole he
answered very slowly and resign my job
don t see as I ve got any business mn the Legs
Iature

I don t understand you’

He shook Ius head mournfully  Its a smple
enough matter I ve studied out a good many
bills and talked em over and X ve piched up some
mfluence and——
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I Lnow you have she mterrupted eagerly

Mr Truslow savs that the members of your

drams and dikes commuttee follow your vote on
every bill

Yes maam said Alonzo Rawson meekly
‘but I expect they oughtnt to Xve had a les
son this afternoon

You mean to say—

I mean that I didn t know what I was doing
about that baseball bill I was just pig headedly
gom ahead agamst it not knowing nothing
about the conditions and 1t took a lady to show
me what they were I would have done a wrong
thing if you hadn t stopped me

You mean she cried her splendid eyes
widening with excitement and delight  you
mean that you—that you—

I mean that I will vote for the hilll He
struck his clinched fist upon his knee I come
to the Legislature to do rightr’

Youwill ah you wall do right mthis!  Mrs
Protheroe thrust up her veil again and her face
was flushed and radiant with tromph  And
youll work and youll make a speech for the
bili?

At this the righteous exaltation began rather
abruptly to simmer down in the soul of Alonzo
Rawson He saw the consequences of too vio
lently reversing and Lnew how difficult they
mught be to face

Well not— not exactly he sad weshly I
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expect our best plan would be for me to lay kind
of low and not say any more about the bill at all
Of course I1l quit workin agamst 1t and on the
roll call 111 edge close up to the clerk and say
Aye so that only him 1l hear me That s done
every day—and I—well X don t just exactly Like
to come out too publicly for 1t after my speech
and all I ve done agamst 1t

She looked at him sharply for a short second
and then offered im her hand and said  Lets
shake hands mow on the vote Thmk what 2
triumph 1t 1s for me to hnow that X helped to
show you the rght

Yes maam he answered confusedly toe
much occupred with shaking her hand to know
what he smd  She spohe one word in an under
tone to the driver and the machine took the very
shortest way bacl to the city

After this excurston several days passed before
Mrs Protheroe came to the State house again
Rawson was bending over the desh of Senator
Josephus Battle the white bearded leader of the
opposttion to the Sunday Baseball Bill and
was explaiming to him the intricacies of a certan
dramage measure when Battle whose attention
had wandered plucked hus sleeve and whispered

If you want to see a mighty pretty woman

that s domn no good here look behind you over
there 1 the chair by the big fireplace at the back
of the room

Alonzo looked
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It was she whose counterpart had been n hus
dream s eye every moment of the dragging days
which had been vacant of her living presence A
number of his colleagues were hanging over her
almost 1diotically her face was gay and her voice
came to hus ears as he turned with the accent of
her cadenced laughter running through her talk
like & chume of tiny bells fliting through a strain
of musie

This 1s the third time she s been here, said
Battle rubbing hus beard the wrong way ~ She s
lobbyin for that infernal Sabbath Desecration
bill but we Il beat her my son

Have you made her acquaintance Senator?
asked Alonzo shiffly

No sir and I dont want to But I knew
her father—the slichest old beat and the smooth
est taller that ever waltzed up the pihe She
married rich her husband left her a lot of real
estate around here but she spends most of her
time away Whatever struch her to come down
and lobby for that bill T don t know—jyet—but I
will! Truslow s helping her to help himself hes
got stockh 1n the company that runs the baseball
team but what she s up to—well 11l bet theresa
nigger m the woodpile somewhere!

I expect theres a lot of talk like that! sad
Alonzo red with anger and taking up his papers
abruptly

Yes srr smd Battle emphatically utterly
misunderstanding the other s tone and manner
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Dont you worrv my son Well kil that
venomous bill right here in this chamber! Well
Lill 1t so dead that 1t won t make one flop after
the axe luts it You and me and some others1l
tend to that! Let her work that pretty face and
those eyes of hers all she wants to! Tm Leepin
a Ittle lookout too—and I11—

He broke off for the angry and perturbed
Alonzo had left him and gone to lns own desh
Battle shghtly surprised rubbed s beard the
wrong way and sauntered out to the lobby to
muse over a aigar  Alonzo loathing Battle with
o great loathing formed bitter phrases concern
g that vicious minded old gentleman while for
a moment he affected to be setting lis desh m
order Then he walked slowly up the aisle con
scious of a roaning n his ears (though not aware
how red they were) as he approached the semt
circle about her

He paused within three feet of her n a sudden
panie of timidity and then to hus consternation
she locked him squarely m the face over the
shoulders of two of the group and the only sign
of recogmtion that she exhibited was a shght
frown of unmistahable repulsion which appeared
between her handsome eyebrows

It was verv swift only Alonzo saw 1t the
others had no eyes for anything but her and
were not aware of his presence behind them for
she did not even pause 1n what she was saymg

Alonzo walked slowly away with the worm
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wood 1n hus heart He had not grown up among
the young people of Stackpole without sumlar
experiences but 1t had been Ins youthful boast
that no girl had ever stopped spealing to hum
without reason or cut a dance with hun and
afterward found opportumty to repeat the m
digmty
What have I done to her? was perbaps the

hottest ery of his brinsed soul for the mystery
was as great as the sting of 1t

It was no balm upon that sting to see her pass
him at the top of the outer steps half an hour
later on the arm of that one of his colleagues
who had been called the best dressed man m the
Legislature  She swept by him without a sign
laughing that same laugh at some sally of her
escort and they got mto the black automoble
together and were whirled away and out of sight
by the mmpassive bundle of furs who manipulated
the wheel

For the rest of that afternocon and the whole
of that mght no man woman or child heard the
voice of Alonzo Rawson for he spoke to none
He came not to the evening meal nor was he seen
by any who had lis acquamtance He entered
Ins room at about )mdmght and Trumbull was
awakened by his neighbor s overturning a charwr
No match was struch however and Trumbull
was relieved to think that the Senator from
Stackpole intended gomng directly to bed without
troubling to hght the gas and that s prayers
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would soon be over  Such was not the case for
no other sound came from the room nor were
Alonzo's prayers uttered that mght though the
unhappy statesman i the next apartment could
not get to sleep for several hours on account of
tis nervous expectancy of them

‘After this as the day approached upon which
hung the fate of the bill which Mr Josephus Bat
tle was fighting Mrs Protheroe came to the
Senate Chamber nearly every morming and after
noon Not once did she appear to be conscious
of Alonzo Rawsons presence nor once did he
allow Iis eyes to delay upon her though 1t can
not be truthfully said that he did not always
Lnow when she came when she left and with
whom she stood or sat or tathed He evaded all
mention or discussion of the bill or of Mrs
Protheroe  avorded Truslow (who strangely
enough was avaiding hem) and spending upon
drams and dikes all the energy that he could
manage to concentrate burned the mdnight ol
and rubbed salt into his wounds to such marhed
effect that by the evening of the Governors Re
ception—upon the morning following which the
mooted bill was to come up—he offered an i
pression so haggard and worn than an actor
might have studied im for amake upasa young
statesman going nto a decline

Nesertheless he dressed with great care and
Iitterness and paced the fragrant blossom of a
geramum—tahen from o plant belonging to his
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landlady-——n the lapel of his long coat before he
set out
And yet when he came down the Governor s
broad stars and wandered through the hig
rooms with the glare of lights above him and the
shouting of the guests nngmg 1n his ears a sense
of emptiness beset hin the crowded place
seemed vacant and without meaning Even the
noise sounded hollow and remote—and why had
he bothered about the geramum? He hated her
and would never laok at her again—but why was
she not there?
By and by he found himself standing agamst
a wall where he had been pushed by the press of
people
He was wondermng drearily what he was
to do with a clean plate and 2 napkmn which a
courteous negro had handed him half an hour
earlier when he felt a quick jerh at hus sleeve
It was Truslow who had worked his way along
the wall and who now standing on tiptoe spoke
rapidly but eautiously close to his ear
Senator be quiek  he said sharply at the
same time alert to see that they were unobserved
Mrs Protheroe wants to speah to you at once
Youll find her near the big palms under the
starrway in the hall
He was gone—he had wormed his way half
across the room—before the other m his simple
amazement could answer VWhen Alonzo at last
found a word 1t was only a monosyllable which
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with his accompanying action left a matron 0(;
years who was at that moment being presse
fondly to his side 1n a state of mind almost 2s
dumfounded as hisown  Here! was all he sad
as he pressed the plate and naphin 1nto her
hand and departed forably for the hall lean
g a spectacular wrechage of trams behmn
him

The upward flight of the starway left a space
underneath upon which as 1t was sereened (save
for a narrow entrance) by a thicket of pnlmsd
the crowd had not encroached Here were P]“S
a dvan and a couple of chairs there was sha ;
from the glare of gas and the hight was dim an
cool  Mrs Protheroe had risen from the divan
when Alonzo entered this grotto and stood watt
g for him

He stopped 1n the green entrance way with 8
quick exclimation

She did not seem the same woman who had
Put such shights upon him this tall white vision
of silk with the summery scarf falling from her
shoulders s great wrath melted at the sight
of her the pan of hus rached pride which had
been 50 hot m lus breast gave way to a species
of fear She seemed not & human bemng but 2
white spint of beauty and goodness who stood
before him extending two fine arms to lum mn
long white gloves

She left um to Ius trance for a moment then
setzed both hus hands 1n hers and eried to lum 10
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her rapturous Jow voice Ah Senator you
have comel T Anew you understood!

Yesmaam he whispered chokily

She drew um to one of the chars and sank

gracefully down upon the divan near him

Mr Truslow was so afraid you wouldnt
she went on raprdly but I wassure You see I
didn t want anybody to suspect that I had any
influence with you X didn t want them to know
even that Id talked fo you It all came to me
after the first day that we met You see Ive
beheved 1 you 1 your power and m your re
serve from the first I want all that you do to
seem to come from yourself and not from me or
any one else  Oh I believe m great strong men
who stand upon their own feet and conquer the
world for themselves! That s your way Senator
Rawson So you see as they think I m lobby
g for the bill I wanted them to beheve that
your speech for 1t to morrow comes from your
own great strong mind and heart and your sense
Pf right and not from any suggestion of mne

My speech! he stammered

Ob I know she eried I know you thinh
1 don t believe much 1n speeches and X don t or
dnanly but a few smple stimghtforvard and
vigorous woids from you to morrow may carry
the bill thrcugh  You ve made such progress
youve been so reserved that voull carry great
weight—and there are three votes of the dramns
and dikes that are agamst us now but will fol
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low yours absolutely Do you thmnh I would
have cut youf st hadn t been best?

But I—

Oh I know you didn t actually promse mé
to speah that day But X knew you would when
the time came! I knew that a man of power goes
over all obstacles once his sense of right 18
aroused! I Anew—I never doubted st that once
you felt o thing to be right you would strike for
it with all your great strength—at all costs—at
all—

I ecan t—T—~I-—cant! he whispered nerv
ously Dont you see—don t you see—I—

She leaned toward Inm hfting her face close
tolus  She was so near lum that the famt odor
af her hair came to lum agamn and once more the
unfortunate Senator from Stackpole nished 8
meeting of hus eyes with hers and saw the hght
shining far down m their depths

At this moment the shadow of a portly man
who was strohing his beard the wrong way pro
Jected itself upon them from the narrow, green
entrance to the grotto Neither of them per
cerved 1t

Senator Josephus Battle passed on but when
Alonzo Rawson emerged o few moments later
he swas pledged to utter a few simple straight
forward and vigorous words in favor of the
bill  And—let the shame fall upon the hesd
of the seribe who tells st—he had kussed Mrs
Protheroe}
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The fight upon the Sunday Baseball Bill the
pext morning was the warmest of that part of the
session though for a while the reporters were
disappomnted They were warting for Senator
Battle who was famous among them for the
vituperatrve vigor of his attacks and for the hind
of personalities which made valuable copy And
yet untl the debate was almost over he con
tented hinself with gomng quetly up and down
the aisles whispering to the occupants of the
desks and writing and sending a multitude of
notes to lus colleagues Meanwhile the orators
upon both sides harangued their fellows the
lobby the unpolitical audience and the patient
presiding officer to no effect so far as votes went
The general impression was that 1t would be
close

Alonze Rawson sat bent over his desk his
eyes fixed with gentle steadmess upon Mrs
Protheroe who occupred the chair wherein he had
first seen her A senator of the opposition was
fimshing his denunciation when she turned and
nodded almost mmpercephibly to the joung
man

He gave her one last look of pathetic tender
ness and rose

The Senator from Stackpole!

I want Alonzo began 1 his hig vorce— I
want to say a few simple strmghtforward but
vigorous words about this bill Y ou may remem
ber I spoke agamnst 1t on 1ts second reading—
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You did that? shouted Scnator Battle sud
denls
1 want to say now  the Senator from Stach
pole contnued that at that tume I hadnt
studted the subject suffiently I didunt hnow
the conditions of the case nor the facts but since
then a great hight has broke i upon me—
I should sav 1t had! I saw it breskl was
Senator Battle s second violent interruption
When order was restored Alonzo who had
become very pale summoned Ius voice agam
I think wed ought to take mnto consideration
that Sunday 1s the working man s only day of
recreation and not drive him into low groggeries
but give lnm a chance 1 the open mr to mdulge
s love of whaolesame sport—
Such as the ancient Romans enjoyed! mter
posed Battle vindictively
No sir!  Alonzo wheeled upon Jum stung
to the queh  Such a sport as frec born Amer
1cans and only frec born Amenicans can play m
this wide world—the American game of baseball
m which no other nation of the Earth 1s our
equal!
This was o pomt scored and the cheermg lasted
two minutes Then the orator resumed
Isay Gne the working man a chance! Is
Tus hfe 2 happy one? You hnow it amt! Give
lmhisone doy  Don ¢ sporl at for hum with your
laws—he s only got one! Y m not gam to tahe
up any more of your tune butf theres anybody
80
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here who thmnks my well considered opmion
worth followmg X say Fote for this bl Tt 1s
right and virtuous and ennobling and 1t ought
to be passed! Ysay Fote for it

The reporters decided that the Senator from
Stackpole had wakened things up  The gavel
rapped a long {ime before the chamber quieted
down and when 1t did Josephus Battle was on
s feet and had obtamed the recognition of the
charr

I wish to say nght here he began with a
rasping leisureliness  that I hope no member of
this honored body will tahe my remarks as per
sonal or unparhamentary—but —he raised a big
forefinger and shook 1t with menace at the presid
mg officer at the same time suddenly hiting s
voice to an unprintable shriek— I say to you
sir that the song of the siren has been keard in
the land and the call of Delilah has be n an
swered! When the Senator from Stachpole rose
mm fus chamber less than three weeks ago and
denounced this miquitous measure I heard him
with pleasure—we all heard lim with pleasure—
and respect! In spite of s youth and the poor
quality of his expression we listened tohim  We
knew he was sricere! What has caused the
change m him? What has X ask? T shall not
tell ou upon this floor but Ive taken mughty
good care to let most of you know during the
morning either by word of mouth or by note of
hand! Ispecially those of you of the dramns and
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dikes and others who might follow this young
Samson whose locks have been shore! I ve told
you all about that and more—I ve told you the
snside hustory of some facts about the bill that I
w1l not make pubhe because I am too confident
of our strength to defeat thus devilish measure
and preter to let our vote speak our opinion of 1t}
Let me not detain you longer I thank you!
Long before he had fimshed the Senator from
Stachpole was bemng held down n his chawr by
Truslow and several senators whose seals were
adjacent and the vote was taken amud an uproar
of shoutng and confusion YWhen the clerh
managed to proclaim the result over all other
noises the bill was shown to be defeated and
killed by a majonty of five votes
A few mmutes later Alonzo Ranson s nech
wear disordered and lis face white with rage
stumbled out of the great doors upon the trail
of Battle who had quetly hurried away to his
hotel for lunch as soon as he had voted
The black automobile was vamshing round &
corner Truslow stood upon the edge of the
pavement staring after 1t ruefully
Where 15 Mrs Protheroe? gasped the Sen
ator from Stachpole
Shes gone said the other
Gone where?
Gone bach to Paris  She sails day after to-
morrow  She just had time enough to catch her
train for New Yorh after wating to hear how
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the vote went She told me to tell vou good by
and that she was sorry Don t stare at me Raw
son! I guess were n the same boat'— TWhere
are vou gomg? he fimshed abruptly

Alonzo swung bv lhim and started across the
street  To find Battle! the hoarse answer came
back

The conquermg Josephus was } o medita
tivelv upon the counter of the aigar stand of hus
hotel when Alonzo found um. He took one look
at the Iatter s face and backed to the wall tight
enng s grasp upon the heavy headed ebonv
cane 1t was lns halit to carrv a2 habit upon which
he now congratulated himself

But lis precautions were needless Alonzo
stopped out of reaching distance.

You tell me, he said m a breaking voice
vou tell me what vou meant about Delilah and
sirens and Samsons and mside facts! You tell
mel

“You wild ass of the prammes ” said Batile I
saw you last mght behnd them pams' But
don t vou thmk T told it—or ever will! T just
passed the word around that shed argued vou
nto her way of thimkm same as she had a good
manv others And as for the rest of 1t I found
out where the mgger m the woodpile was and I
handed that out, too Dont vou take 1t hard
my son but I told vou her husband left her a
good deal of land around here She owns the
ground that thev use for the baseball park and
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diles and others who mmght follow this young
Samson whose lochs have been shore! I ve told
you all about that and more—I ve told you the
snstde history of some facts obout the il that 1
will not mahe public because I am too confident
of pur strength to defeat this devilish measure
and pretfer to let our vote speak our opimion of 3t}
Let me not detmin you longer I thank you!

Long before he had finished the Senator from
Stachpole was bemg held down wmn s char by
Trustow and several senators whose seals were
adjacent and the vote was taken amid an uproar
of shouting snd confuson When the clerh
managed to proclaim the result over all other
noses the bill was shown to be defented sud

lalled by a majority of five votes

A few mnutes later Alonzo Rawson Ius neck
wear disordered and Ins face white with rage
stumbled out of the great doors upon the trail
of Battle who had quietly hurried away to his
hotel for lunch as soon as he had voted

The blach automobile was vamshing round &
corner  Truslow stood upon the edge of the
pavement staring after it ruefully

Where 1s Mrs Protheroe? gasped the Sen
ator from Stackpole

She s gone  said the other

Gone where?

Gone back to Paris  She sails day after to-
morrow  She just had time enough to catch her
tram for New York after wabing to heas how
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her lease would be worth considerable more if
they could have got the mght to play on Sun
day!

Senater Trumbull sat up strmght in bed that
night and for the first time during Ins martyr
dom lstened with no impatience to the prayer
which fell upon his ears

O Lord Almighty through the flimsy part1
tion came the voce of Alonzo Rawson quaver
mgly but with growng strength  Aid Thou
me to see my way more clear! I find 1t hard to
tell nght from wrong and I find myself beset
with tangled wires O God T feel that T am
ignorant and foll into many devices These are
strange paths wherein Thou hast set my feet but
T fec! that through Thy help and through great
anguish I am learning!
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EAR me I wish I had money sad
Mr Hennessy

So do I sad Mr Dooley I

need 1t

Ye wuddent get it frmme  said Mr Hen
nessy

IfTdidnt sad Mr Dooley twud be be
cause I was poor or tired But what d ve want
money f r? Supposin I Jost me head an handed
over all me accumylated wealth? What wad ye
do with that gr reat fortune?! Befure ye had
spint half 1v 1t yed be so sick ve d come to me
an hand me back th remammn eighteen dollars

A man has more fun wishin fr th things he
hasnt got thm mjym th things he has got.
Tafe Hinmssy 1s like a Pullman dimin car a
fine bill 1v fare but nawthin toeat Yegom
fresh an hungry tuck ye er napkin m yeer col
lar an square away at th list 1v groceries that
th black man handsye YWhat'll ve have first? Ye
think ye d hike to be famous an ye ordher a dish
s fame an bid th waither make 1t good an hot
Hes gone an age an whin he comes bacl. yeer

Copym b1, mbyzxg;'lu Paillos & Co.
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appytite 1s departed Ve taste th ordher an’
smysye Why 1ttscold an full iv brohen glass

Thats th way we always sarve Tame on this
ear says th coon  Dont ye think yed like
money £r th sicond coorse? Misther Rochy
fellar over there has had forty two helpins says
be It dont seem to agree with lum  says
ye but ye may bring me some ye say Away
he goes an stays till yere bald an yeer tecth
fall out an ye set dhrummin on th table an
loolin out af th scenery By an by he comes
bach with yeer ordher but Jus as hes gom to
hand 1t to ye Rochyfellar grabs th plate
What kind w a car 15 this? saysye Dontl
get annything to eat? Cant ye gnve me s bitle
bappmess? I wudden t icommend th happi

ness says th wather Its canned an 1t kit
th Ins man that thnedat  Well gracious $ays
ye Ive got to have something  Give me a httle
good health an I thry to make a menl out 1¥
it Sorry sir savsth black man  but were
all out iv good health Besides he says takin

Jegmily by th ar rm we re gow mto th deepo
on ye il have to get out he says

An thereyear e Ye Il miver get money on
less ye fix th waither an grab th dishes away
frmth other passengers  An ye wont do that
0 yellmverbe rich No poor man yver will be

Wan v th sthrangest things about hfe 1s that
th poor who need th money th most ar re th

very wens that nver have it A pocr man 15 8
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poor man an o rich man 15 a xich man Yere
ayether born poor or nich It don t make anny
iff rence whether or not ye have money to begn
with  If ve re born to be rich yell be rich an af
vere born to be poor yell be poor Th buttons
on yeer vest tell th story Rich man poor man
beggar man nich man or wurrads to that effect
I always find that T have ryether two butions or
Y

A poor man 1s 2 man that rayfuses to cashin
Ye don t get annvthing £ r nawthin an to gather
m & millyon » thun beautiful hthographs v
Salmon P Chase ye have to go down wvry day
with something undher ye er ar rm to th great
pawnshop Whin Hogan wants four doHars he
takes th clock down to Moses Whin Rocky
“ellar wants tin tmllvon he puts up Iis peace
mind or his health or somettung ahelly valyable
If Hogan wud hocl, hus priceless habit v sleepin
late m th mornn he wud be able to tell th time
1s dav whin he got up without gon to th corner
dhrug store

Look st McMullin  Hes roshn moat It
bulges his pocket sn miflates hs convarsation
Whin he loohs st me ¥ always feel that he s won
dhrin how much I d bring ot a forced sale Well
McMullin 2n X had th same start about forty
yards bhehind scratch an Vanderbilt to beat
They always put th best men i anny race be
hind th lme  Before MeMullm gets through
bell pass Vanderbdt carry away th tape on his
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appytite 1s departed Ye taste th ordher an’
saysye Why 1tscold an full 1v broken glass
Thats th way we always sarve T'ame on ths
car ays th coon Dont ye think yed hbe
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fellar over there has had forty two helpin s 5338
he Tt dont seem to agree with hun  suS
ye but ye may bring me some ye say Away
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poor man an a rich man s 2 nich man Yere
ayether born poor or rich It don t make anny
Y rence whether or not y e have money 2o begin
with If yere born to be rich yell be rich an of
yere born to be poor yell be poor Th buttons
on yeervest tell th story  Rich man poor man
beggar man rich man or wurruds to that effect
1 always find that I have ayether two buttons or
s1¥

A poor man 1s & man that ray fuses to cashin
Yedont get annything f r nawthin an to gather
m a millyon v thun beautiful hthographs v
Salmon P Chase je have to go down nry day
with something undher ye er ar rm to th great
pawnshop Wiun Hogan wants four dollars he
tahes th clock down to Moses WWhin Rocky
“ellar wants tim mudhon he puts up his peace v
mnd or s health or something alelly valyable
If Hogan wud hock hus priceless habit v sleepin
laten th mornimn he wud be able to tell th time
1 day whin he got up without gomn to th corner
dhrue store

Look at McMullin Hes rowln m it It
bulges Ins pocket an mflates lus convarsation
Whin helooks st me I always feel that he s won
dhnin how much Id bnng at o forced sale Well
McMuthn an X had th same start about forty
yards belund scratch an Vanderbilt to beat
They always put th best man in anny race be
hind th hne Before McMullm gets through
b 1l pass Vanderilt carry awey th tape on s
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shouldhers an run twa or three tumes around th
thrack  But me an him started th same way
Th ony chff rence was that he wud cash man I
wuddent Th ony thing T wver ixpicted to get
money on was me dhream 1v avarce I always
hed that T cud dhream v money as hard as anny
man ye wver see an can still  But I miver thought
v wuwrruhin frat Ive always looked on it as
dishon rable to wurruk f r money I wurruk fr
exercise an I get what th lawyers call an honor

aryum be dilutin th spints Th ony way I
wer expict to make a cint 1s to have it left to me
be o rich relation an Im th pluthyerat 1v me
famly or to stub me toe on a gambler s roll or
stop a runaway horse f r Pierpont Morgan An

th horse mustn t be runmin too fast Fle must
be Jus gomn to stop on y Morgan don t know 1t

havin fanted  Whin he comes to he finds me at
th bridle modestly waitm f r im to Weep on me
bosoms  But as f r scramblin down town arly i
th mormn an buyin chattel morgedges I mver
thought w1t I get up at siven odoch I
wudden t get up at 2 quarther to snen frall th

money I dhream about T have s lot v things
ar round here I cud cash in if T cared £ r money

I have th Priceless gift 1v Jaziness Tt s made me
what Tam an thatsth very first thing 1vry rich
man cashes 1n Th mulyonaires ye r read about
thrymn to give th rest 1v th wurruld 2 good time
be runnm over thim autymobills all started

with & large stock 1v mdolence which they cashed
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m_ Now whin they cud enjoy 1t they can t buy
it back  Thin I have me good health Ye can
always get money on that An Ihave me frinds
I rayfuse to cash thm n I dont know that I
cud get much on thum but if I wanted to be a
millyonaire Id tuck you an Hogan an Dona
hue undher me ar rm an carry ye down to Mose
McMullin did cash  He had no more laziness
thin me but he cashed 1t 1n befure he was twinty
wan  He cashed in lus good health a large stock
1w fam Iy ties th affiction if is wafe th comforts
whome an wan frind afther another  Wanst m
a while late m Iife he d thry to redeem a pledge
but he mwver cud They wasn t annything mn th
wurruld that McMullin wudden t change fr th
roly boly  He cashed in his vote his pathreetism
his rellijon Ius mltives an finlly his harr  Ye
heerd about im didnt ye? Hes lost vry hair
on his head They aimn t a spear 1v vigitation left
onhin Hesasarid asth desertiv Sahara His
head looks like an iceberg mm th moonhght He
was i here th other day bewailin his fate Its
a gr reat misfortune says he What did ye get
fr t? says I Thats th throuble says he
Well dont complain says I Think what ye
save m barbers bills I says an he wmnt away
lookin much cheered up
No Hinmssy vou an I me frind was not
cut out be Provydence to be millyronaires  If ye
had nawthin but money yed have nawthm but
meney Ye cant ate 1t sleep 1t dhrmnk 1t or
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carry it eway with ye Ve ve got a lot 1v things
that McMullin hasn t got  Annybody that goes
down to Moses wont see ye er peace 1v mmnd
hangm i th window as an unredeemed pledge
An annyhow 1f yere really m search iv a for
tune perhaps I cud help ye Wud a dollar an a
half be anny use to ye?

Life 15 full v disappontments smd Mr
Hennessy

Itis smd Mr Dooley if ye feel that way
Its thrue that a good many have thried it an
none have come back fr a post gradjate coorse
But still 1t amn t so bad as 2 career fr a young
man  Ye niver get what ye ordher but its
pretty good 1f yeer appytite aint heen en y¢
care fr th scenery
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HE guns cleverly mashed behind the
battle scene hike the immstrants of stage
thunder began to pulse up and up

with the enormous clamor of concentrated fire
The earth began to tremble beneath this excess of
sound the Leen high raging of the rifle fire be
came marhed aganst the nughty noise of the ar
tilery with a sound no more than the whimper
of a fretful baby The guns were crushing out
all opposttion n the market place of clangor

The firmg hne belind the thousand tiny
mounds 1t had dug to protect itself stiffened
when the first Homeric burst of the guns
swamped over the battle field A perceptible
ripple of preparation swept over the ine an n
twitn e easing of harness and tautening of straps
Hats were pulled down firm on the brows nfles
were held forward and exammed with eyes of
ruthless analyss Chps were whipped from
pouches and thumbed home crisply mto maga
mes At one impulse eyes swiveled round and
fixed themselves on a Little group of officers sit
ting under cover of a wall One of the officers
bad a whistle hifted ready for instant achion An

Cpyoght, Th P° 12l Rey w C
275



GRLATLST SHORT STORIES

orderly was croucling close to the ground with
the dish head of a field telephone to lus ear  The
officers partienlarly the officer with the poised
whistle watched the orderly therr bodies set
the graven hines of infinite attention

The officers 1 new what the men mn the firing
hne had sensed Ths gigantic outburst of
massed artillery was the prelude to their advance
When the lasiung shrapnel had prepared the way
to the Commanding Officer 5 satisfaction a mes
sage would come to them over the four mules of
the telephone wire Then they would do ther
best to rush the enemy s trenched position

Second Lientenant Hugo Bellmr of Company
B lay on Ins stomach a httle to the rear of the
men in s section  He was watching the officer
with the whistle with an intentness so fierce that
i was punful  When that whistle sounded the
entire regiment would start up and they would
charge and 1t would be lus first charge

He had hived for and feared tins moment for
the last ten years  All the glory and all the ter
ror of 1t that had fought m Ius heart for those
years would now be put to the test  He lumself
would be put to the test Would he come out
well or would fear unnerve im 1nto mean and
ignoble disgrace? He was an mmaginative boy
he saw every bullet that was fired at the regt
ment every shell that spht the air with a loud
crash overhead—and he felt the pamn of every
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wound they made He saw hunself unstrung by
Ius fear of pam and turmng tad and seutthing
away to safety before the eyes of all the army
He feared that act above all other thmgs

As he waited he could hear the vowces of the
men before hum standing out with the curious
definition of small sounds agamnst a bachground
of huge nowwe The men were feeling the ten
sion fretting at the suspense Fe heard the
voice of & man standing near hun mutterig over
snd over agan

Oh geton Oh do geton Tor th Lords

sake get on with 1t He mentally agreed with
the tense and uritable eagerness of the private
But as he agreed the orderly at the telephone
Jethed upnight The officers round humn stirred
spasmodically  The officer holding the wiistle
jumped about and faced the man m the firng
Ime  his hand Iifted to Ius lips

Lieutenant Bellur came to his koee at once
As he grose something fheked Iike a fly agamst
fusmeck and m an unexpected way s vision be
tame bhurred with the intensity of his emotion
In & flash however Ius senses cleared Fe felt
mself runming formard with s men m the
opening moyements of the charge

At onee s he ran he knew that Ins fears had
been baseless  He was not gomg to turn fail at

He was going to do immense things He was
BOMg to carry the charge right home on his own
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shoulders He was gong to win the battle for
Tis country

He ran on nursing his men m the short section
rushes with a skill that was genus  He seemed
to be able to gage the psy chological moment for
whipping them up and on and the moment to
halt them and fling them prone so that little or no
hurt came their way e dropped them at cover
by nstmet and he got them over dead ground i
a way quite uncanny This new fine sense of
generalship was mdeed mtoxicating It gave
Ium the strong clear emotions of a batsman well
set He could do nothing wrong He laughed
aloud at hus fears  He saw himself cov ered with
glory now and throughout the campaign

Even the plain that had looked so cramped be-
fore their charge began appeared limtable now
they were on therr feet On the other hand
though the ligh scarp of downs had backed mules
away from them they also loomed hgher and
more menacng  Their sides sleek here dotted
with tufts of gorse hike the nde of 2 mangy
poodle there seemed to have become mpreg
nably steep The thin traling fume of peric
that had burned weakly upward from the slopes
and erest had now thickened emmousty and hung
m the shy n 2 slate black pall of death and
slaughter  The whole face of the Tull seemed to
bt stself m thunder and hurl its avalanche ©
death down upon them The charging Tine how
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ever lunged on with the headlong impulse of men
who knew their lives were charmed

The first field was a paddock as green as agua.
marme and soft from recent rain they were over
that quickly A hedge came up before them and
they crushed through it hammered across a
white hot tape of road then up a steep bank onto
a field arid and slippery with stubble The full
throated gale of the firmg it them here The
first men up the bank hung m the fierce wind of
1t and were then blown clean away For a mo
ment there was a minor chaos The shrapnel felt
for them found them A squall of shells leaped
mnto the air above their heads smashed the sky to
fragments with therr harsh shattermng crashes
and drove down an mnfernal ramn of iron death
The men ran about like msects under the canopy
of the shrapnel s soft white and magenta colored
smoke like msects they sought bhindly for and
never found places to lde from this aeral de
stroyer

Bellair forgot all about the shrapnel and
spurred on lus men The clanty of lus mind was
extraordmary He whipped them with hs
tongue soothed them with hus voice m an admr
able mstmctive manner He pulled them into
order and then hurled them across the stubble
fild Vith z sort of divine flawr he had found
a ditch under a hedge set mound In the lee of
the mound he ran hs men toward the enemy
And not Jus own men only  He discovered that
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Ins captemn and the semor heutenant had been
Lilled and he was 1o sole charge of the entire
company

The stubble field was full of the whirling nust
of battle and countless men moving hhe wraiths
n ghs st Thanhs o the mound Iis own men
were not suffering much but across the field
through the must he saw men ding earthward
m the final and nerveless way of death and men
spinming and falling under the thresh of the bul
lets The mr above this field seemed pached with
puff balls of shrapnel as though some monstrous
crop with mwisible stems were blossommg there
Now and then the surface of the field would gush
earth and flame and thick greasy smohe n one
vast Juceup as & Ingh power shell landed and
burst Always overhead even bestmg at the
hedge above Bellarr with flail tile fingers of steel
passed the whirning hiss of ceaseless rifle bullets
The uproar was indesertbable the charging men
were hving m the core of a gant palpitsting
hell of sound

The ditch came to an end with stunning abrupt
ness  With stunming abruptness the great hilt
towered right over their heads in o way that made
them feel that 1t was about to fall down on top of
them and erush them flat  There was a short
sloping piece of brown turned carth between
them and the foot of the lull a thich belt of bush
and trees then out of the bush rose the hillside
85 steep as the roof of a house
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The entire curface of the hill was quick and
humming with battle Its olive surface was
slashed nght up to the crest with the acid hight of
nfle fire and draped with the veiling crepe of
pienic fume  Trenches masked with turfs to
render them indistingwishable from the slope
rap with ne more digmtv than bunkers 1n odd
terraces up to the summut. On plstforms
screened and defended with tree branches and
thiek gorse were manv viperish httle machmne
guns spithing and jetting hke steam exhaust
pipes  Where the lull vielded atself in more easv
and supple lines field guns were placed behind
felled trees whose branches stuch out in the face
of the enemv  These guns could rake the attack
with 8 harrowing enfilading fire At one place
where 2 gap came down almost 1o the plan the
sturdv star angle of s field redan showed the
slope facing 1t was webbed with wire entangle-
ments and supporting trenches had been scarred
on various sections of the hillside

Directls lus men halted st the end of the ditch
Bellair s ev es found thus place. ‘The mstinct that
had carried hum so splendidlv forward fastened
upon it at once and he saw at once a weakmess.
His men hnd dropped to earth immediatels
where there was a tinv chff of earth affording
htorer Thev should have gone on but Bellur
t:lki them while they recovered wind enough to

them over the final lap of the charge
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The rest of the regument heaved across the
turned }and and fell thundering on the thich bush
in a great wave crested with the spume of bay
onets The bush which had been lying passive all
through the advance started to life with an ap
pallng elap  Dven before 1t spohe Bellair s n
stinct told hum that 1t was pached with the
enem) s wnfantry  As the two bodies of men
came together i a great worrying tangle of bat
ting the sound they made was hke that of two
mmmense dogs fightmg to il The smoke of the
battle began to whirl in great spirals catching at
the leases with trmling fingers as it rose  Simee
the armies had intermingled the firmg of the ar
tillery tailed off o nothing but the shrill and
hateful sereaming of the nfles rose and rose untl
1t reached an insane pont of shrewish fury  Stab
bing into this sound beat the febrile hommering
of the spiteful automatic guns  The one pound
shells detonated in the heart of the fight with the
sound of giant crachers and ther bursting
charges strung the gray blanket of the smohe
with pretty flower bike flames  The flames from
the rifles shit and stabbed the smoke hike knnes

Bellur Joohed at the mad meoherence of the
batthing and hnew mstantly that st could end but
one way  Sechion after section went charging
into the fight but by a mere frontal attach men
of flesh and blood could not breah through the
strong line of works ludden by the bushes and
trees  Bellur hnew that the fight conld not be
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won at that pont  Agam he Jooked up ot the
redan and the gap 1t guarded Yes if he took
his company up at that n a certamn way there
need be no disastrous frontal attach

The battle under the trees wore 1tself down to
a sullen and heavy crachhing of rifles 'The at
tacking force began to struggle mply out of the
smoke 1n ones and twos and then m hittle groups
But they were good soldiers Though death
slashed through the Iittle squads with & regular
ity that was monotonous to behold the men
falled to show excitement or hurry  They were
veterans retiring 1n therr own way and at therr
own pace When they had fallen back s score of
yards they faced about with the calmness of men
on a parade ground  With icy deliberation they
fired 2 shouting and defiant volley at ther
enemes 1n the bush  As they loosed their sup
ports came swarmung up and caught in the
swing of this surge of men they nothing loath
;vent back at a yush mto the mferno under the
Tees

Bellair had already passed the word to hs
sergeants and when the fight had raged a few
seconds he had his men on their feet  Without
& moment s hesitation he flung them n a superb
nd sweep ng gesture of at ack at the redan

His company spnnging across the brown
turned earth came mto the fight with all the dra
matic qualities of surprise The defenders con
centrating all therr energies on the mam attach
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mssed the mitial movement of their rush  Tor
etermties of seconds the handful of men m the
company raced forward through what seemed to
them the thick and heavy silence before a cyclone
Death must come blasting in fury onto them at
any moment they knew Running with alt the
speed they could they yet warted with scarcely
beating hearts the squall of death They could
see the entire surface of the hill with the startling
clarity of things percerved m a mirror They
could see the mechanic like zeal of the machine
gunners as thev flicked shell after shell into the
wings of the fight about the bushes they could
see little nlls of men bemng hurried toward this
man fight they could see even the artillerymen
n the redan eraming forward lookmg down to
ward the bushes and wondering when they would
get therr chance They saw 1t all with a vivid
flash  Then the picture blurred with hurry they
themselves were seen

The men 1n the redan became volatile with an
abrupt nervousness they turned about w ildly
like men cringing before an unexpected blow
darting nervous glances allwhither to discover
from what angle the attack would strihe at them
They saw the headlong company and began fuss
mg with a frantic effort to meet and stop tt with
gun fire  Men hurled themselves at the guns
behind the abatis tried to hft them by sheer
muscular effort to meet the charge Riflemen
came flinging into Iine the place seemed to take
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fire and blaze away in a mad effort to aweep the
company off the face of the carth at once

But the defenders were too late  Pclfasr &
mfallible mstmet had served him well Tt faef
found for lum 2 hne of attack that not only tonk

thaw d mm = -

w  Gwu swp uem. Before the guns vnld 1
swung round, before the mnfantry in the rrdan
and m the supporimg trenches could brng 1)
bear on the 2 tackers 2 steady man stoppine fire
the comp.nv was e the vedan and st e
fechle few mlpzt— 1+#F 1 thy b1 hetrenchy by
the resistomce ¢ 7 the pror 2 fark fived one vy pves
Less volbor 222 Bellrme r =1 oreve o7 thetit by
g them anids, puner—, Jooe i e fherr
d fense wer® et 294 2 o el gy cut
zd Ee vy war g vr ey e bl o boure
Cmerts, o Eam



GRTATLST SHORT STORIES

s thrust with an unthinking ease circled with
lus sword and took the man n the throat A ser
geant sprang to 2 gun and began wrenching free
1ts breech prece Bellawr s revolver hand came up
m a cnsp Jerk and the sergeant jumped and
came down smash on the gun A gunner tried to
shoot Bellarr got mn under the rifle and ham
mered the man msenstble with lus sword hilt
Then 1t was all over The gunners and mfantry
were scutthng from the redan The men in the
supporting irenches were breahing away and
running  They knew well enough that with the
capture of that gap their flank was turned that
the battle was lost for them The general I
command of the attachers hnew 1t too Lube
hghtning he snatched at the chance Bellair had
gnen im and right on the heels of the victorious
company there came lunging regiment after regt
ment of attaching ifantry They came roling
through the gap i irresistible swarms smashing
the back of the defense with the awful pressure
of therr thrust
Bellair saw them pass  As they went by the)
looked up at hum and cheered The air was full
of cheermg as he heard the hieutenant became
mtoxieated with the glory of 1t and of the deed
that he had done  He that had been filled with
the terror of his own cowardice had achieved this
wonder had proved himself 1n this marvelous and
splendid way  ¥e began to grow weah with Joy
his vision blurred with the immense reaction of
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emotion The whole world seemed to fade
—to grow black 'Was he really falling:

The officer who had the whistle 1n hus hand had
almost Iifted 1t to lus ips  The men belund the
mounds braced themselves for an mstants up
nsing  The man who had wantedto get on with
it stopped grumbling

Allo  he jerhed th lttle lootenant as got

it n th neck

Hey? said the man beside lim

Rightin th neck said the firstman  Blown
arf of 1t anay Look es down!

Qo? asked the man beside him

Lootenant Bellair look!

Shut yer face snapped the sergeant close
by Wereoff Now boys leg it proper

The whistle had reached the lips of the officer
Its thin keen sound cut into the giant uprear of
the concentrated guns like a thread of siver
Just as Lieutenant Hugo Bellair of Company B
dived forward onto his face the regiment rose
up and Iike a crowd bursting over a race course
went forward at a rush

The charge had only just begun
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BY LEILA BURTON WELLS

RS RANDALL quetly and without
exatement of any kind folded the letter
she had been reading and shpped 1t into

1ts warting envelope holding the flap down with
careful patience for she told herself that if she
could cover up that one sentence she could think
and 1t was necessary for her to think and thinh
quickly—very quchly for now the words she
had been tryng to hide seemed to be oozing
through the paper deniding her effort to efface
with a materal act a mental impression  They
were standing out as plamly asif a supernatural
hand had traced them there Y ou will have to
tell your husband
She arose and gomng to the waste basket tore
the envelope with its lhidden letter three times
strarght across watching the winte strips flutter
from her hands 'Then with the mstnctive fear
of detection that mevitably follows a secretive act
she glanced hastily over her shoulder
No one had entered She turned back to the
basket and seemng on one of the torn fragments
You will have to tell she knelt down and
pcking out each separate stnp tore 1t mto
Cprsh H pc KB B
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who makes a final 1f quite useless effort to stem
the tide of an ocean I was an incompetent little
act for she would have to tell lim or let hun hear
through the crueler vorce of publitity

With a sudden mupulse she noticed as she
turned from the glass the trage and beaubiful
blackness of her hair where it dipped mto Little
glossy pools as the waves sank downward the
tmy mole that rested under her eye with mdica
five coquetry the white shin runming mto the
white dress so softly that there seemed no diid
mg hne between flesh and cloth the fine true
hines of her neck and head and bosom and hups—
hnes drawn so surely that 1t scemed an arbst
must have etched them m dry pont  She noted
2ll these things and for the first tume with s
caleulating eye  Up to this evact moment she
bad never used any of the cheaper arts to hold
her hushand s love—their ntercourse had been
builded far sbove that on the supersensible bul
warks of spirtual communion  Now she haew
that she was cravenly wondermg if her beauty
would not offer her an undeserved protection

But even ay she reahzed that the impulse was
finding formative beng m her mmd she tumed
from 1t with loathing and gomng over to the huge
center lamp that bad shed its kind light down on
her shoulders for so many happy evenmgs she
pulled the slhen cord and let the rosy light hke
areleased firefly burst mto the little room

This was » room to which the world had been
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smaller preces—wondering as she watched her
slender fingers at their passionless dehiberation
She might have been destroyng a dinner mvita
tion for all the emotion they evidenced She
felt a sudden hatred for her body that quiet body
that she had tramned to present always such 8
smuling and placid front

She got to her feet and gong over to 2 small
art murror that hung between the two windows
studied her reflected 1mage with unpitying critt
asm The atmosphere of stillness that hung about
her secemed to penetrate even to the womann the
glass The lace was not moving over her bosom
her hands as she raised them to put bach a stray
lock moved like drugged butterflies—the very
folds of her dress hung peacefully seemng fo
whisper agamnst the floor as she stepped Yes
she had conquered her hody—but had she ever
conquered her mind? Was her mind still? Or
was 1t at this crueal moment like an untuned
instrument ndeous with unuttered discords?

How easy for one who had not walhed hand
hand with a glonfied love to say  Tell your hus
band  How easy for & woman like her adopted
mother who had hived an ordinary life with an
ordinary man who had worked and hoped and
striven and got up and gone to bed with the
dull drab thing she called ife tosay Tell your
husband A wan smile of self pity touched her
Iips The tearmg of that letter had been after
all but the death strohe of a strong swimmer
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felt a sudden hatred for her body that quiet body
that she had tramed to present always such a
smulmg and plaeid front
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studied her reflected 1mage with unpitymg critt
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she had conquered her body—but had she ever
conquered her mnd? Was her mind still? Or
was it at this crucal moment like an untuned
wnstrument hideous with unuttered discords?

How easy for one who had not walked hand 1
hand with a glorified love to say Tell your hus
band  How easy for a woman like her adopted
mother who had lived an ordinary hfe with an
ordinary man who had worked and hoped and
striven and got up and gone to bed with the
dull drab thing she called life tosay Tell your
husband A wan smile of self pity touched her
lips The tearmg of that letter had been after
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She heard the heavy door open and shut—and
then a silence The steps were retreating toward
the Litchen She called

Ellen
Yes maam
Didn t the evenmng paper come?

The mad stepped to the door ot the dimng

room No maam

I particularly wanted 1t She noted as she
spoke with a subconscious and separate sense
from the one that was writhing and fencing with
her life tragedy the young unlmed face under
the white cap and wondered with an absurd
mental irrelevancy 1f Ellen had ever been un
happy her face looked so very smooth and shich
and soft

Perhaps Mr Randail will bring one home
The girl s voice was mdifferent

Oh no!  Her mmd quickly leaped to the de
fensive  He mever buys the paper—he always
reads it here  And then with hightoing raprd
ity she calculated the unforeseen pmbablllty of
s buymg an early edibion on Ius way from the
office—even while she was directng the girl to

ook again m a few minutes

Strange the paper should be late to mght
she marveled

Oh 1t often 15 ma am

Isit?

Oh often—they leave 1t at the other apart
ment
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very ind It was loving and lovable as 1f noth
mg harsh had ever happened mn 1t With o con
traction of the heart she noted each perfect arhicle
which bore lihe a bill of sale its mvisible story of
love and privation  How they had worhed and
+h t lusuriously long sofa that
Snva the fire
sast that
very lamp wuet aty 1sola
tion m the window of a Difth Avenue hop and
how often they had placed 1t mentally before
they had ever dreamed of placing it actually on
the book laden hbrary table that fitted its side
1nto the back of the sofa with such carefully care
ful ease And that smohig set—how she had
cleaned laces and gloves and washed wmsts and
handherchief and saved and caleulated to secure
that coveted treasure for mm and how ntermin
ably he had worn a thin and shiny summer over
coat to surprise her with those old bookeases at
whose shnne she had worshiped for so many
patient months No 1t seemed quite quite
;lmpossxble that amy cruel thing should happen
ere
The hitle clock on the mantel shelf was strih
mg five and then she heard the servant go to
the front door of the apartment Instantly there
was a sudden tensmg of her mind as if every
Toose ribbon of thought were gathered toward 2
common center It was at this hour always that
the evening paper was brought n
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She heard the heavy door open and shyt—gnd
then a sifence  The steps were retreatin
the lutchen  She called gloward
Ellen
Yes maam
Didn t the evenuing paper come?
The maid stepped to the door of
room N0 maam the dining
T particularly wanted it  She
spoke with a subconseious and Segl;:ﬁ;“ she
from the one that was writhing ang fon Sense
her Iife tragedy the young unlneq f:“’B with
the white cap and wondered wyy mct under
mental wrrelevancy 1f Ellen kag ey, thsurd
happy her face looked so very un
and soft ™ smooth g shel
Perhaps Mr Randall will by,
The girl s vorce was mndifferent, 8 one bome
Oh no! Her mind quickly e, ol
fensive  He never buys the Tepey ke de
reads 1t here  And then withy; gi\h tlways
ity she calculated the unforeseey, hmenpxd
Ius buyng an early edition on hupm!"—bihty of
office—even while she was durecty, ‘;mm the
look agamn 1n & few mumnutes e o) 4o
Strange the paper should bely

she marveled b‘mght
Oh 1t often1s maam
Is 1t?
Oh often—they leave 1t o @
[
ment. T apart
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She watched the gul go away and then she
passed over to the table and picked up 8 book
and began turning over the pages It was a sar
donic commentary on life that she should stand
turning over the leaves of a book m the warm
security of her own home and yet know that here,
where she had reigned a sovereign she would be
nailed upon the cross here she would be stripped
of all things destitute as a beggar gomg down
before the relentless cruelty of hife Before the
breaking of another day her hfe would be the tar
get for the unpitying eyes of pubhaty—and not
her hfe alone but through her her husbands
her childrens And the knowledge that was
paralyzing her was not that she could not avert
disaster but that no earthly hand could do 1t
‘When she told her husband he must stand even
as she was foolshly 1dle

She heard his ey turning i the lock 2nd
gently laying down her book went forward to
meet him—went forward as she had gone so
many happy times with the old winging steps
of weleome for this was one of their happy hours
Outwardly nothing was changed She had the
same outstretched hands the same smile was
folded in the same strong arms! It seemed at
the moment both cruel and kind that everything
thould be so utterly usual She felt asif through
that white still body of hers he must feel a dif
ferent mind asf he must have some sense of ap
prehension--of fear But no—he was even
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laughing as he pulled off Ius snow covered coat,
laughing

She started to pass through the door but he
pulled her back mnto his arms and bending her
head away pressed his lips to the soft flesh undef
her throat Ius happy eyes seeking hers n the
dusk.

At that moment she wished for hus sake that
she might even confess to a desecrated body—
take the shame wholly to herself that she might
say 1 love another man let me go— Tt would
be easier

U ly her hands tightened proprietori-
ally on his coat but he was already passing mte
the other room lookng around with contented
eyes ashe asked

Where are the children?

She found herself answermg the customary
question without any apparent effort It s
Ellen s evemng out you know They are having
supper early

1 had forgotten  He put Tus hand mn his
pocket and pulled out some bulky pachages
flinging them on the center tableashe passed I
got these for them as I came along from a man
m the street—almost frozen poor beggar
They il smuse them—espectally the daneng
lady He opened the door of the bedroom

Im gomng to change my coat before dinner
He flung the words over Ins shoulder as he dis
appeared
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She staod by the center table unwrapping the
bulging bundles the lJamp hght falling ncross her
waist 50 that her shm whiteness seemed to be cut
in two by its dviding glow  She loosened the
strng took off the paper and looked down—
Just 2 cheap befurred monkey chasing itself up
a stnng and a ballet girl wath a Ley in her back
s0 she could dance—and dance she must when
the Lhey was turned even if her little wooden
heart was breaking! Not much difference be
tween o human bemg and & mechameal toy she
thought 'Was not she herself hopelessly dancing
because the Ley of life had been turned by an i
visible hand?

Aren t they dandy?

Her husband had come to the door and was
watching her  Its a circus to see the lady
tango  He turned toward the hall

Her mind mstantly flew to mtercept hum

“Where are you gomg?

Just to get the evening paper

It didnt come  She wondered that her
voice could he so still

That doesn t matter  He was feeling m s
pocket I bought an extra I only had time
to glance at the headlines T want—

But she mterrupted im with a httle cry  He
turned quickly toward her She was holding out
the toy m her hands X cant wind st up  she
complamned  and I want to see the lady dance

Hold on—  She quickly picked up the paper
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as he flung 1t down and at the same moment re-
signed the toy to s hands  You are winding
1t the wrong way

She came close to his shoulder holding the
paper behnd her  Thavent spoiled 1t have 12
Where should she put the paper? How should
she Leep um from reading 1t?

He was bending his dark head over the chuldish
bauble the eternal boy strugglng through thirty
years of manhood

You shouldn t have touched 1t until I showed
you He knelt on the floor and began winding
the Ley

She dropped the paper over the back of the
sofa and pulled a pillow over 1t with a hitle
indrawn breath of rehef for she heard the voices
of the children

Then as one who watches from a great spir
1tual distance she saw herself gomng through the
simple routine of home hife—saw herself kneel
ing with him on the carpet watching the tmy
pamted toy prancing around to a musical tune
heard the rapturous sbouts of the children
watched them rompmg With therr father Usu
ally she ashed hum not to play quite so nowsily but
to might she said no word—for was 1t not the last
tme that she would see those chubby arms
clasped around his neck those yellow heads so
close to hus darh head?

Because the maid was gomng out he helped her

put the baby to bed ”2'._;3 she noted as he bent
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over the erib how stern lus face was now that the
Tines of laughter were smoothed out of it how
deep the lines between the eyes how determmed
the jaw

Then she sat opposite him at the round candle
lighted table and listened while he detailed some
humorous happening at the office and as she bs
tened a sudden fear of the impenetrallity of the
flesh assailed her How dense was that fleshly
substance when she conld sit opposite him for sit
years mn the closest possible umon and yet be
thinking secret separate thoughts! Her body
her love her allegiance she had abandoned to hm
utterly but she had withheld her thoughts She
had been afraid to gmve her thoughts for even as
mankind Jooks with a certamn shame on a naked
body so 1t shrinks from looking on a naked
thought and with a httle thnll of bewildered
fear she reahized that a thought could never be
exposed He could take from her her hope her
happmess her honor her life—but her withheld
thoughts could not be wrested from her With
the hangman s noose about her neck she would
still be 2 free thinker Even the law could not
electrocute gwilotine or hang her thoughts She
would go down 1nto darkness if she so willed de
fiantly thinking thinking thinking

And as she looked across the table at her hus
band s face she could have wept had not tears
been so utterly impotent—wept st the faciity
with which she who would have laid her body
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down and had 1t mangled to spare lum 2 pang
bad crucified hum with her lidden thoughts

It seems to me you are looking very pretty
tomght he observed watching her 1dly through
the rmgs of tobaceo smoke floating cellngward—
watchmg happily thal secret separate thinker
that was his wife  Is that a new dress?

This! The fermnne mstmet was so strong
that for the first time she presented to hum a fully
focused mnd Ths! touchmg 1t with dis
damful fingers Why 1t 15 2 million years
old

She arose from the table as she spoke and he
flnging down lus naphin followed her

Well 1ts antediluvian tatters are very becom
mg—or 1s 1t because you have so much color to
mght? He caught her by the arms and turned
her toward the small art purror Look! You
remnd me of the princess m the story book who
was as white as snow and as black as ebony and
as red as blood—

She looked up mn face recoling from the words
i horror  Should she tell um now? Now while
Tus eyes were kind now while he was smiling at
her now while he was within yeach of her arms?
But even as she grappled with hesitation the
maid brought m coffee

‘He went over to the fireplace and held out his
hands to the blaze and she turned mechameally
1o the hittle silver tray  She swondered whether
on the Day of J' udgmer%toif some one should bring
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m coffee she would nise with the same reluctant
ease and pour 1t out?

You neednt wat for the tray Ellen she
heard herself saying m her even iranquil voce

I will carry the things into the pantry

And then she heard the gurl cross to the dining
room—-heard her close one mtervening door after
another—and she knew she was alone with her
husband quite alone  She no longer had any ex
euse for wating

She heard the snow laden wind beat agmnst the
windosw pane heard the erackhng fire sparhs ss
they were hurled up through the chunney mto the
frozen world outside and she carmed the hitle
Dresden cup over to hus side as she had carried 1t
so many times before with the same soft sure
steps

He had taken some letters from lns pocket and
was sorting them out and placing them in care
ful separate pachages

Ewidence m the Woodhall divorce case  he

explamed laconically as she stood there silently
waiting and then as she put the cup down on
the arm of the sofz he turned bach to Ins work
with the absolute preoccupation of the tramed
lawyer

She stood there silently her hand resting on
the arm of the sofa  How should she tell him?
How could she beqin? How penctrate the m
pregmable armor of his uneconsciousness? There
must be some way to prepare—some sntroductory
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word—some httle simple thing to say that would
uncover—that would show! She looked down
at the letters 1 Ius hand with an almost mnane
detachment from the subject matter though she
Lnew the case well She ashed

Do they— Wil they—exonerate her-—n any
way? She was putting the words together
blndly her mmd aflame with her own cruel
cause

Evonerate her! e snapped the band about
the letters with contemptuous finahtv You
couldn t exonerate a woman with that blood
He threw the letters on the table and reached for
acigarette  Its the old story—2 rotten woman
—and the devil to pay!

Then she saw that he had taken a cue from the
hand of acadental circumstance and given 1t ta
her She turned away her face and closed her
eyes
Are you absolutely sure that she was 2 bad
woman? she ashed

He shrugged his shoulders It depends upon
what you call bad 1f & bad woman 1s one who 18
foredoomed to contaminate everything she
touches she was a bad woman

Toredoomed—

Well the lindest thing he could have done
for s children s sake and s own was—to have
put her out of the way—

Killed her you mean?

He nodded
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There was a httle shoched silence while she
heard the wind beat agamst the window pane
heard her own breathing

Then she said  Is that what you would have
done—? Things are-sometimes—-g httle differ
ent—when they touch us personally Would
you—would you have hilled her?

He shrugged his shoulders with 2 mens lack
of interest 1n 1mprobabiities  I? Oh I would
uever have to mahe that decision

Then she Lnew that her hour had come and
she crossed over to the httle stool by the fire
place where she conld sit facing hum X know
a case she began stoscally

The exception to the rule? His voice was
denisive  He bent to strihe another match

1 dom t Lnow whether you will think 1t the ex
ception 1o the rule but—at 1s an indicative case
for the gir] made what you would call a bad be
ginning  You see her father shot her mother m
a fit of nsane rage caused by & behef 1n her n
fidehity—shot her mother through the back when
she was bending aver putting some clothes away
in o chest 1 the attic and then went and gave
himself up to the authonities When the
neighbors found them the woman was quite dead
and the hitle iwo yesr old gl was playng m
her mother s blood—dabbling it over her white
dress — malung  finger prints on  the sunht
floor—

Hormible!
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“Yes but you see she didnt know—she was
quite unconscious She would have been glad if
she had had & choce to begm hfe some other
way—but you see she wasnt given one

Well? ~ s lazily contented vorce seemed to
reach her from a great distance

She started

‘Was the father tried?

Oh yes—he was tried  She steadied her
voee  He was tried for murder the first de
gree The defense pleaded——msamtyl She
tightened her hands m her lap at that word

But he was found gulty and sentenced to be—
hanged A childless lady travelmg mn the
state with an mvahd husband adopted the child
and took her awav There were no relatives

And the father was executed?

She lifted her stoical eyes Oh no Youse?
that would not have been so far reaching 1n 1ts
results Oh no he was not executed Friends
made a strong appeal for pardon and the gov
ernor reprieved him for a year—

And then?

Kept reprieving him year after year until he
went out of office  She was speaking auto
matically as a child speaks who 15 repeating &
Yesson  The succeeding governor followed the
same precedent durng Tus term of office So did
his successor—

Extraordnary!

She drew a pamed broe;th Yes—it was ex
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traordiary —but you see that 15 why 1t 15 true
The strange things are always true But the
trage part was the child  She grew up knowing
nothing of her parentage You sec five years
after the—the—murder the lady returned home
widowed-—with a hitle gir] whom she sard was
herown It looked very safe and sumple and the
gul grew up s any gl ought surrounded by
love and indulgence and the years passed—and
lovers came

I see! Her husband s eyes were contem
platine

Yes—it all worked mevitably toward the end
Lovers eame—but there was something different
i her lovers from those of other girls They
stayed for a httle while and then they just went
away  You see the lady had to tell them the
truth—

Of course

—and they were not willing to take the nsh
But the girl couldn t understand  She used to
Jook in the murror and wonder if she were hate
ful or unloevable or queer She couldn t under
stand and for the first time she was unhappy
And then the man she loved came mto her
hfe—

Yes— He was leaming forward interested
at last

He dud not go away!

Ah! g Y

The mother did not tell hum. You see
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the girl was what you mght call temperamental
and her love for tis man filled her hife as water
fills & bowl  She was happy She used to wnite
the word wife on a httle piece of paper and
Kneel before 1t as a sant kneels before a shrine

Then the night before she was married the
woman who had made herself her mother told her
all She wanted to shift the burden of decision
She was afrmd  And so mto the startled 1nno
cence of that girls mnd she poured the whole
story—the whole cruel ipheritance that was hers
she Taid upon the guls shoulders and told her
she could choose! She could tell the man she was
to marry and he would go away as the others had
gone away or she could close her lips She
closed her lips

She marrted im?

Yes You sece she too was afrmd  She
thought she would lose fus love She was so
young She couldnt take 1t all in at once She
only knew she wanted him—that he was hers
She was just a grl  What &id heredity and the
curse of blood and jealousy and murder mean to
her? She was only conscious of love

Common honesty mght have meant some
thing to her

Yes Butyouseeshe didn t quite realize then
what she was domg Her adopted mother had

made her think she was secure—that nothing no

exposure or disgrace would ever come That

her father was obliterated and that even when he
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was hanged there would be no exposure for her
because so few Lnew the truth of her birth  And
the girl was intoxicated with love just as a man
1s mtoxicated with wine

And the man?

He was happy too It seems strange
but he was  You see he loved her He took her
away to a strange city and they had one hitle
room 1n & boarding house for they were very
poor  But poverty didn t matter to them at all
they were so happy They used to make a Johe
of it and laugh at the tired faces of the rich peo
ple they saw nding by n carriages and then—
her baby was laid m her arms

He nodded comprehendingly

And she began to think! Up to that time she
hadn t thought you see She used to Lie with
the little soft head pressed agninst her breast and
go over all the terrible inhentance the world has
said a mother such as she must give her children
And then the arrmgnmg reahzation came to her
that this was ks child too and that he had had
the nght to select the mother to s chld—and
that she had taken it away from him

Rather late in the day to come to that con
clusion!

Yes that was what she told herself that it
was too late—all too late! 'The child was born
He could divorce her—but the child was born
and she was 1ts mother! And all she had to
mve 1t was a heritage of hatred and jealousy and



BONDAGE

murder and—mnsamty and she was afraid! Oh
so bitterly afrand afrmd with a termble
blnd helpless fear

Then one day 1n a sentencen a book she came
across the word overcome Tt seemed to stand
out like the pomnt of a needle priching through
dloth It let n an overwhelmng light. The
Bible had sad—and men after 1t—that the sins
of the fathers should be visited on the children
but had any one ever saxd the children should not
overcome those visitations?

Her husband was smulng womeslly  The
same old story he commented throwing his
agarette stump nto the fire and clasping his
hands thoughtfully over hus head

No not quite the same old story  You see
she thought she could overcome her mheritance
Tt seemed unjust to her that she should be con
demned—and her mnocent child after her—be
cause of something intangible She began to
watch herself—to undo the curses of her parent
age one by one_ first herself then n her ¢hi]
dren—for another chld was born to her She
had always been impatient npetuous and pas-
sionate She became very still and gentle 'anq
patient She never allowed herself ¢5 he
irntable over tnfles 8s other people were She
dared not  She had been jealous exachng  She
taught herself to be generous and ndulgent.
Tt wasn t easy—1b W2s h“dl bIt took vears of

abor but she was Wllllgoggtﬂ 2bor—she way pav
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g Tum bach i happmess for the theft of his
name

Angd after s while people came to her for
peace  She was so still they smd her hands and
voice eased pamn  She seemed to be able to mahe
people kappy  ‘They—they called her a very
good woman  That child who had hegun hie
playing i her mother s blood had become be
cause of that very mhentance what we call a
good woman

Her husband shook us head unconvinced

Where did you hear this story? he demanded

It doesn t matter  She pushed lus question
away  Nothing matters except that that
Sofitaf was conquering commng out as it
seemed nto smooth waters He had suceeeded
n his profession they had lovely things around
them thewr children were a joy and a blessing
She felt safe even though thet man her father
was lymg in prison  She felt safe And then
one day she piched up o paper and sow—
one doy she piched wp a paper and saw
that after reprieving hum for twenty four years
—they had just forgotten hm The shersff and
all the officials had just forgotten him

Torgotten Inm?

Torgotten the day of exccution He was not
reprieved and when they took the case to court
they found that he was neither dead nor alive
The day of execution had passed Fle was
hanged under the law but shve
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“By Jovel He arose to s feet

Yes—you see how far reaching 1t was! They
had no night to even heep Jum n prison  He was
old and mcompetent His care devolved on the
state ‘And then the papers took 1t up be
cause of the sensational aspect of the case and
began looking for the child!

Who told you this story? Her husband had
come toward her He was frowning but she sat
there by the fireplace shill and stolid Like & pris
oner at the bar

Yousee shesud looking up at lum and 18
norng s question she was trapped She
needn t have struggled she needn t have worked
she neednt have lhed It was all comng out
Her father was old and incompetent and they
were looking for her—they were lookmg for her
Don t you see? They were gomg to pry mto her
beautrful home and drag her out

How did you know this story? Answer me!
He was bendmg over ber s face startled wto
apprehension

Then she hfted her eyes I know 1t—be
cause—

Well? He reached down and laid Ins hand
heawily on her shoulder and she found her vorce.

I am the woman she sud  And then she
thought she screamed 1t out over and over again

1 am the woman ut her habit of physical re
pression must have prevented her from making
8 sound for she saw 1o understandmg 1 s face.
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Then she heard herself repeating the words
over agmn very carefully watching his face asg
mother watches the face of a sich chld I am
the woman! I havent any mother at ali
My mother was murdered My father killed
her He 15 free and they are looking for me

Hes free and they are looking for mel We
thought 1t was hudden but you see 1t all came ont
it eame out

Then she knew that he understood And she
locked at lum as ane looks who through some
scerdent has destroyed a rare snd precious treas
ure  She felt as a surgeon must feel who has eut
1nto fesh without being able to give an anesthetic

She heard um ashing ineredulous dazed ques
tions heard herself maling answers Qver and
over she heard hum ask and heard herself answer
And then st last she saw him go over to the sofa
He sat stock still hys hands falling between his
hnees  And she watched him She had no words
—she just sat and watched him suffer

After 2 while he asked stohdly Why have
you told me now?’

It swas characteristic of the closeness of ther
ntercourse that the tragedy of it all for hum as
for her lay notn the hudeous facts of the revela
tion she had made but m ther mental sloofness
—that he was groping m a strange mund when
he was spealing ta her now that they had Ined
side by side breath agamnst breath heart beating
2gamnst heart—and thought apart! The passion
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that was nsing n him toward its climax was not
that birth had unfitted her to be us wife but that
sptually she had never been wholly hus

But she was beginnng all over again explam
g and re explamng Don t you understand?
Don t you see? Itisall gomg to be m the papers
Tt 19 n the papers I couldnt let you see 1t
there She wrote me to tell you Oh try to
understand what 1t means—exposure disgrace

pitied And no
11 waiting for me
y D rstand? He s
alive and free! Dont you understand I had to
tell you? He1s alive and free and they are look
ing for me!

Then he stared mn her face—stared long as
one stares who 1s trymg to focus thought Then
he spohe

e 1s dead hesmd
She looked at lum with uncomprehending eyes
T didnt understand at first what you were
saymg 1t all came so fast. 'The man 1s dead of
you are tallung about that casen Kentucky Its
m the evening paper 1 read 1t m the car coming
up I couldnt take m what you were saymng at
first but—therell be no exposure 185 2 small
notice
Dead!  She felt for the word as & blind per
son feels for some guding object
He died on the way t0 the almshouse
She saw hum looking around for something and
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she ponted to the sofa and watched lum fas
cinated while he found the paper he had bronght,
fasemated but without any reahization of the uit
mate meanmng of what he was dong

He brought the paper over and Imd 1t n her
lap pomting with lus finger

Thereitis  OnXis Way to the Almshouse
They dont mention—you They dont
have to find the child—now Your father 15
dead!

Then she loohed down and saw some letters
that all secemed to run mnto one word She didnt
Lnow how long she sat there trying to put them
together But at last she found with a great
effort that she could make out a sentence She
read 1t over and over She felt she must read it
many many times to understand  Having no
relatives he s to be buried at the expense of the
state  ¥aving no relatines There was
something else farther down that seemed to mean
something too  He mussed the almshouse only
to find his last resting place in the~—potters
field And farther down still  This man
who was neither dead nor alive will be remem
bered as the one who murdered—  And at last

The clild has never been located
The paper slipped from her hands to the floor
She raised her dazed eyes to her husband s face
If the paper had come early I would have
seen 1t first.  Her vorce was stunned
Yes
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ﬁnd you would never have known?
o
But T was—just afrad and so—1 told?
Yes
There wasn t any reason for1t?
No
Itsodd 1sntit?

Then she sat quite still  There would be no ex
posure  His name was safe—s cldren s future
would be untarnished but everything was over
forher He hnew and he need not have known
Her own fear had destroyed her and all the time
there had been nothing to be afrmdof He would
never trust her agamn  He would fear too mow
that there was nothing to fear—now that at last
he Lnew the whole nahed reaches of her thought
She could have laughed at the relentless tragedy
of tall She looked at the clock on the mantel
shelf and saw that it pomted to half past eight
Ten munutes ago he had not known!

He was standing by the mantel looking down
into the fire s face set s Jaws locked It
scemed as 1f she was looking at some quiet
stranger  She would never hnow s thoughts
now He was afrad of her—afrmd of s wifel
Afraid of the mheritance she would give s
children

The silence was becoming crugler than any
words could have been She had looked at him
but he seemed unconscious alike of her gaze ot her

Tesence
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Wont-—you say-——something —to me—
please?
Then the man turned  Stand up  he sard
She stood up
Come here
She went over to lun draggming her white
draperies but with her head no longer held Ingh
It had fallen to her bosom
He put s hands on either side of her face and
hfted it to lis  Then she saw with frightened
pain n her eyes that he looked quite old The
youth had been wiped away from lus face
Tears began to run down her cheeks from her
open eyes that were fived on lns They ran down
her cheehs until they fell on the white stuff of her
gown
The man groaned  You poor woman! he
smd  You--poor woman
"Then suddenly she saw far beyond his eyes into
s muind  She trembled ¥hs eyes were pro
phetic
You couldnt use 1t alone but there 1s 2
temedy
A remedy  She stared at lum uncompre
hendmngly
Don t you understand t
She smiled  You think—f you put me out
of the way—it would—help?
That isn { the end of fear X knowitnow It
18 the beganming  He groaned as one groans
who 15 passing through some grest spmitual
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traval and as he groaned 1t was given to um
to see

This womap whom he called his wife was but
the type of countless other women buried in the
centuries whose problem was netted to hers even
as link 15 clasped n link m & metal purse And
even as those women had crept to a man s side
with therr primal mheritance too weak to undo
1t quite alone even so she was standing at hus side
now holding up mutely the manacles of her fear
for him to break off her wnists Those men be
fore lim had not broken the chams of bondage
with their strength—they had taken the yoke
from the weaker woman and passed 1t down from
generation to generation Even as the first man
had eaten the first fear mn the Garden so had
they contnued eating of 1t because they had not
been able to make perfect that one word she had
eried aloud

Then this indivadual man who was facing the
age long problem dropped his hands from the
woman s face and turned away too

She stood there straight and tall where he had
left her neither puttng ~ut hand nor rasmg
vorce  You are gomng ?

Then he turned back to her and Iis face
wore the half shamed half wondermg expression
of one who has touched with fleshly hands an in
credible and mcommumcable emotion

T am gomg _ he smd to catch the nne fifty
from the Grand Centrglm As she swayed
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he caught her and fant with a subhme endin
experienced sense of nearness she felt hum bend
her head bach m the old way and opemng her
eyes she Jooked straight into s eyes They were
quite fearless and meffably tender I am gomng
to catch the nine fifty from the Grand Central
he repeated slowly I am gomg to Kentucky,
to bring our father s body—home!’
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"N complance with the request of a friend of
mine who wrote me from the East, I called
on good natured garrulous old Simon

Theeler and mquured after my friend s friend

eomdas IV Smiley as requested to do and I

sreunto append the result I have a lurhing

ispicion that Leomdas W Smuley 1s 2 mvth
11t my friend never hnew such 2 personage and
1t he only conjectured that if I ashed old

Vheeler about hum 1t would rerund hum of T

\famous Jim Smiley and he would go to worh

nd bore me nearly to death with some infernal

emmmscence of um as long and tedwous as it
hould be useless for me If that was the design
certamnly succeeded
I found Simon Wheeler dozng comfortably
iy the bar room stove of the old dilapidated tav

m m the ancient mng camp of Angels

nd I noticed that he was fat and bald headed

wnd had an expression of winnng gentleness and

mphaty upon his tranquil countenance He

oused up and gave me Foo! day I told him a

friend of mune had commussioned me to make
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he caught her and fant with n sublume and m
eaperienced sense of nearness she felt hum bend
her head back m the old way and opening her
eyes she looked straight into his eyes They were
quute fearless and meffably tender I am gong
to catch the mne fifty from the Grand Central
he repeated slowly X am gomg to Kentucky,
to bring our father s body-—homel
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he caught her and fant with a sublme and m
experienced sense of nearness she felt um bend
her head back m the old way and openmng her
eyes she looked straight into lus eyes They were
quite fearless and meffably tender I am gomng
to catch the nne fifty from the Grand Central
he repeated slowly I am gomng to Kentuchy,
to bring our father s body—homel’
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he caught her and famt with a sublme and 1n
experienced sense of nearness she felt him bend
her head back in the old way end opemng her
eyes she looked straight mto lus eyes They were
quite fearless and ineffably tender I am gong
to catch the nine fifty from the Grand Central
he repeated slowly I am gomg to Kentucky
to bring our father s body—homel’
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nune who wrote me from the East X called
on good natured garrulous old Simon
Wheeler and mquired after my friend s friend
Leomdas TV Smiley as requested to do and I
hereunto append the result I have a lurhing
suspicion that Leomdas T Smuley 1s a myth
that my friend never knew such a personage and
that he only congectured that 1f I asked old
Wheeler about lum 1t would remind him of his
nfamous Jim Smuley and he would go to work
and bore me nearly o death with some infernal
remumscence of him as long and tedious as 1t
should be useless for me If that was the design
1t certainly succeeded
I found Sinon Wheeler dozing comfortably
by the bar room stove of the old dilapidated tav
em 1n the ancent mmng camp of Angels
and I noticed that he was fat and bald headed
and had an expression of winning gentleness and
Smphaty upon s tranqul countenance He
roused up and gave me good day I told hum a
friend of mune had commssioned me to make
821
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some mquirtes about a cherished companion of
s boyhood named Leomdas 1V Smley—HRev
Leomdas TV Smuiey—a voung mimster of the
Gospel who he had heard was at one time 2 rest
dent of Angels Camp I added that of Mr
‘Wheeler could tell me any thing about this Rev
Leomdas W Smuley I would feel under many
obhgations to hum

Simon Wheeler bached me mto o corner and
blochaded me there wath hus chair and then sat me
down and reeled off the monotonous narrative
which follows this paragraph He never smiled
he never frowned he never changed his voice
from the gentle flowing Ley to which he turned
the mmbial sentence he never betrayed the
shghtest suspicion of enthusiasm but all through
the intermingble narratise there ran o ven of
impressive  earnestness and sincenty  wiich
showed me plamnly that so far from his imagming
that there was anything ridiculous or funny about
hisstory he regarded it as a really important mat
ter and adrured sts two heroes as men of trans
cendent gemus 1 finesse To me the spectacle
of 2 man dnfting serenely along through such a
queer yarn without ever smiling was exquisitely
absurd As I said before I ashed hun to tell me
what he knew of Rev Leomdas W Smuley and
he replied as follows X let him go on in his own
way and never interrupted him once

There was a feller here once by the name of
Jim Smiley 1n the winter of 40—or may be it
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was the spring of 50— don t recollect exactly
somehow though what mahes me think it was
one or the other 1s beeause I remember the hig
flume wasn t finshed when he first came to camp
but any way he was the curiosest man about
always betting on anything that turned up you
ever see 1f he could get any body to bet on the
other side and 1f he eouldn t he d change sides
Any w ay that swmted the other man would st
Mm—any way just 503 he got a bet ke was sat
ufied But stll he was Jucky uncommon lucky
he most alway s come out winner He was alwavs
ready and laying for 2 chance there couldn t be
no sohtary thing mentioned but that feller d offer
to bet on 1t and tale any side you please as ¥
Was qust telling you If there was s horse race
youd find hum flush or youd find hum busted at
the end of 1t 1f there vias a dog fight hed bet
on b af there was a cat fight hed bet on 1t »f
there was a chichen fight hed bet on 1t why if
there was tno birds sithng on & fence he would
bet you which one would flv first or if there was
acamp meeting he would be there reg lar to bet
on Parson Walker which he Judged to be the
best exhorter sbout here and so he was too and
4 good man  If he even seen a straddle bug start
to go anywheres he would bet you how long 1t
would take fum to get wherever he was gomg to
and if you took hym up he would foller that
straddle bug to Mexico but what he would find
out where he was bound for and how long he was
323
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some mmgmries asbout & cherished companion of
tus boyhood named Leomdas W Smiley—Rev
T.eomdas W Spuley—a $0UIE mumster of the
Gospel who he had heard was at one fime & Yest
dent of Angels Camp 1 added that of Mr
Wheeler could tell me any thing about thus Rev
Teomdas W Smuley T would feel under man¥
obhigations to hum

Samon Wheeler backed me into & corner and
blochaded me there with Ins char and then sat me
down and reeled off the monotonous narrative
Which follows this paragraph e never smtled
he never frowned he neser changed his voice
from the gentle flowing bey to which he turncd
the mtal sentence he never betrayed the
shyghtest suspicion of enthusiasm bot all through
the intermunable narrabive there ran o vem of
impressive earnestness and sncenty whieh
showed me plamly that so far from Ins unagmng
that there was anything ndiculous or furmy about
hus story heregardeditasa renily smportant mat
ter and admired its two heroes as men of trans
cendent genus m finesse To me the spectacle
of a man dufting serenely along through such 8
queer yarn Without ever smuling was exquisitely
absurd As T said before 1 gsked um to tell me
what he hnew of Rev Leomdas W Smiley an
he rephed as follows 1 Jet hum go on i Ius oW1
way and never mnterrupted hun once

There was o feller here once by the name of
Jim Smiey mn the wnter of 40-—or may be it
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was the spring of 50— don't recollect exactly
somehow though what mahes me thmh it was
one or the other 1s because I remember the big
flume wasn ¢ fimshed when he first came to camp

but anv way he was the cunosest man about,
alwavs betting on anything that turned up you
ever see 1f he could get any body to bet on the
other side and 1f he couldn t he d change sides

Any way that smted the other man would st
him—any way just sos he got a bet ke was sat

wfied But still he was luchy uncommon lucky

he most always come out winner He was alwavs
ready and laying for a chance there couldn t be
no solitary thing mentioned but that feller d offer
to bet on 1t, and take any side you please as I
was Just telling vou If there was a horse race

youd find hum flush or you d find hum busted at
the end of 1t 1f there was o dog fight hed bet

on it 1f there was 3 cat fight
e s & s & ght hed bet on it of

ight, hed bet on 1t why 1f
g;ire:ms ‘tn\g: birds sitting on a fence he would
a cz)muw ! one would fly first or f therc was
e P;P:Ie‘e‘%g“}!e would be there reg lar to bet
best exborter :‘m" whieh he judged to be the
2 good man, 1f h‘;t::m snd s0 he was too and
t enseen g straddle bug start
10 B0 3UV%heres be would bet va b iome 1t
1

-~ w M '
out where 1o 0o but what he would find
€7e be was boung top and how long he W84
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on the road  Lots of the boys here has seen that
Smuley and can tell you sbout lim Why it
never made no dufference to Jam—he would bet
on any thing—the dangdest feller Parson Walk
ers wife laid very sich onee for a good while and
1t seemed as if they warn t gong to save her but
one morning he come 1 and Snuley ashed how‘
she was and he suid she was considerable better
~—thank the Lord for His mnf mt mercy—and
comung on so smart that with the blessing of
Provdence shed get well yet and Smiey
before he thought says Well X Hnsh two and
a half that she don t anyway

This yer Smuley had a mare—the boys ealled
her the fifteen mmute nag but that was only in
fun you hnow because of course she was faster
than that—and he used to win money on that
harse for all she was so slow and alway s had the
asthma or the distemper or the consumption or
something of that lind They used to gne her
two or three hundred yards start and then pass
her under way  but always at the fag end of the
race shed get exoted and desperate bhe and
come cavorting and straddhng up and scatter
wng her legs around hmber sometumes n the sir
and sometimes out to one side amongst the fences
and hiching upm oo r e dust and rusmgmore
rachet with her coughing and sneczing and blow
mg her nose—~and always fetch up at the stand
Just zbout & neck ahead as near as you could
apher st down

o4
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And he had a little smail bull pup that to ook
at lim you d think he wan t worth a cent, but to
set around and look onery and lay for a chance
to steal somethmg But as soon as the money
was up on hun_ he was a different dog s under
jaw d begin to shick out Iike the fo castle of a
steamboat and Ius teeth would uncover and shine
savage hike the furnaces And a dog might tachle
hum and bully rag lum and bite um and throw
fam over his shoulder two or three times and An
drew Jachson—which was the name of the pup—
Andrew Jackson would never let on but what ke
was sabisfied and hadn t expected nothing else—
and the bets being doubled and doubled on the
other side all the time il the money was all up
and then all of a sudden he would grab that other
dog jest by the 3 mt of s hind leg and freeze to
1t—not chaw you understand but only jest grip
and hang on till they throwed up the sponge if
it was a year Smuley always come out winner
on that pup tll he harnessed a dog once that
didn t have no hind legs because thev d been
sawed s off by a circular saw and when the thing
had gone along far enough and the money was all
up and he come to make & snatch for hus pet holt
he saw n a minute how he d been mposed on and
how the other dog had unm the door so to speak
and he peared surprised and then he d looked
sorter discouraged lihe and didn t try no more to
win the fight and sohe got shucked out bad He
give Smiley & Jook asaxzn;ch as to say hus heart
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was brohe and 1t was Jus fault for puttmgup s
dog that hadn t no hind legs for hum to t1l e holt
of which was lus man dependence m 2 fight and
then he hmped off apiece and lnd down and died
It was o good pup was that Andren Jachson
and would have made & name for husself if hed
Ined for the stuff was in him and be had genus
X know 1t beeause he hadn t had no opportum
ties to speal of and st don t stand to reason that
a dog could make such & fight 2s he could under
them creumstances if he hadnt no talent It
always mahes me feel sorry when I think of that
last fight of hus n and the way 1t turned out

Well this year Somlev had rat tarriers and
chicken cocks and tom cats and all them hand
of things 13l y ou couldn ¢ rest and you couldni
fetch nothing for lum to bet on but hed match
you He ketched a frog one doy and took hun
home and saxd he cal Lated to edercate lum and
so he never done nothing for three months but
set i fus bach yard and learn that frog to jump
And you bet you he did learn hum too Hed
gwe hun o Iittle punch belund and the next mm
ute youd see that frog whirling 1n the air hbe 2
doughnut—see him turn one somerset or may be
a couple if he got 1 good start and come down
flat footed and all right Ihe o cat He got lim
up so 1 the matter of catching flies and hept him
in practice so constant that hed nail a flv every
time as far s he could sce um  Smuley smd all 2
frog wanted was educatson and he could do most
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anything—and I believe him Why Ive seen
Jum set Dan 1 Webster down here on this floor—
Dan1 Webster was the name of the frog—and
smgout Tlhes Danl fhes! and quichern you
could wmh he d spring straight up and snale 2
fly off n the counter there and flop down on the
floor again as sohd as & gob of mud and fall to
seratching the side of hus head with hus hund foot
as mdifferent as 1f he hadnt no 1dea he d been
domn any more n any frog mght do Y ou never
see a frog so modest and strmght for ard as he
was for all he was so gifted And when 1t come
to fair and square jumping on a dead level he
could get over more ground at one straddle than
any ammal of Ius breed you €v er see Jumpmg
on 2 dead level was hus strong swE vou under
stand and when 1t come to that Smuley would
ante up money on him as long 25 he had a red
Smnley was monstrous proud of Tus frog and
well he might be for fellers that bad travelled
and been everywheres all sad he laic over any
frog that ever they see

Well Smiley hept the beast 1n & hitle Jattice
box and he used to fetch Jum down town some-
times and lay for a bet One day a feller—g
stranger 1n the camp he was—COMe across him
with his box and says

What mght 1t be that you ve got mn the box?

And Smiley says sorter mdifferent ke  1¢
mught be a parrot or it ught be 2 canary may
be butit am t—its onlg ZJ;St afrog
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And the feller took 1t and looked at it care
ful and turned it round this way and that and
says Hm so tis Well whats ke good for?

Well Smuley says easy and careless hes
good enough for one thing I should judge~—he
can out jump ary frog mn Calaveras county

The feller took the box agam and took an
other Jong partieular look and give it back to
Smiley and says very dehberate Well Tdont
see no p mts about that frog thats any bettern
any other frog

May be you dont Smuley says May be
you understand frogs and may be you dont
understand em may be you ve had expenence
and may be you aint only a amature as it were
Any ways Ive got my opmoon and LIl msk
forty dollars that he can outjump any frog
Calaveras county

Ang the feller studied 2 runute and then says
tander sad hle

Well Im only a stranger here and X am#
got no frog butf I had a frog 1 d bet you

And then Smuley says  That s all right—that s
all right—if you If hold my box a minute 11 go
and get you s frog  And so the feller took the
box znd put up s forty dollars slong with
Suuley s and set down to wait

So he set there s good while thinking and
thinhing to husself and then he got the frog out
and przed s mouth open and took s tea spoon
and filled hun full of quail shot—filled hum pretty
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near up to ns chir—and set tum on the floor
Smuley he went to the swamp and slopped around
1n the mud for a long time and finally he Letched
a frog and fetched um 1n and give him to this
feller and says

Now 1f youre ready set Jum alongside of
Dan] with hus fore paws just even with Danl
and 111 give the word Then he says One—
w0 — three— jump! and him and the feller
touched up the frogs from belund and the new
frog hopped off but Danl gve a heave and
hysted up his shoulders—so—Mhe 2 Frenchman
but 1t wan t no use—he couldnt budge he was
planted as sohid as an anvil and he couldn t no
more stir than if he was anchored out Smiley
was & good deal surprised and he was disgusted
too but he didn t have no 1dea what the matter
was of course

The feller took the money and started away
and when he was gomg out at the door he sorter
jerhed hus thumb over s shoulders—this Wiy—
at Dan) and says agamn Very dehberate Well
1 don t see no p mts about that frog thats any
better n any other frog

Smley hs:a stood scratchmg his head and look
mg down at Dan’l along tyme and at last he says

T do wonder what mn the nation that frog throw d
off for—I wonder 1if there am t somethmg the
matter with m—he pears 10 look mughtly
baggy somehow And he Letched Danlby the
nap of the nech and hfted Jum uP and says
829
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Why blame my eats if he dont weigh five
pound! and turned hum upside down and he
belched out a double handful of shot And then
he see how it was and he was the maddest man
—he set the frog down and took out after that
feller but he never ! etched lnm  And—

(Here Simon Wheeler heard lus name called
from the front yard and got up to see what was
wanted ) And turning to me as he moved sway
he said - Just set where you are stranger and
rest easy—X aun t going to be gone a second

But by your leave I did not think that a con
tinuation of the lustory of the enterpnsmg vaga
bond Jim Smuley would be Iikely to afford me
much nformation concerning the Rev Leomdas
W Smulev and so I started away

At the door T met the sociable Wheeler return
g and he buttonholed me and r d

Well this yer Smuley had o yaller one eyed
cow that didnt have no tad only just a short
stump lihe o bannanner and—

Oh hang Snuley and lus afficted cow! T mut
tered good naturedly and biddsng the old gentle-
man good day I departed
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I

WONDER why I dreamed last mght of

Zabetta Itis years smee she made her bref

httle transit through my Dfe and passed
out of 1t utterly It 1s years since the very recol
lection of her—wluch for years lihe an accusing
spmt had haunted me too often—hke a spirit
was lad It 1s long enough m all conscience,
smee I have even thought of her casually foran
mstant And then last mght after a perfectly
usual London day and evenng I went to bed
and dreamed of her vividly  What had hap
pened to bring her to my mmnd? Or s 1t
simply that the god of dreams 1s 2 capricious
god?

The mfluence of my dream at any rate—the
itter sweet savor of 1t—has pursued me through
my waking hours Al day long to day Zabetta
has been my phantom guest She has walked
with me 1n the streets she has waited at my elbow
while T wrote or talked or read Now at tea
time she 1s present with me by my study fireside

B perm fh b FmComdundEn’r! 24
Hgat, TEo8 by I Lan'
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and yellow houses chldren sprawled and
laughed and quarreled ;n the dirt Pafferan m
sheepshins and sandals followed by prowlng
gaunt himbed dogs droned monotonous nasal
melodies from their bagpipes Priests preked
their way gingerly over the muddy cobblestones
sleelh black a vised priests with exaggerated
hats ike Don Basilio s 1n the Barbiere Now
and then one passed a fat brown monk or a sol

dier or a white robed penitent whose eyes glim

mered uncanmily from the peep holes of the hood
that hnd hus face or a comely contadna 1n her
smart costume with a pomegranate blossom
flaming behind her ear and red Tips that curved
defiantly as she met the covetous glances wildfire

and twenty no doubt bestowed upon her—
whereat perhaps wildfire and twenty halted and
hesitated for an instant debating whether to ac

cept the challenge and turn and follow her A
flock of milk purveymg goats jangled their bells
& few yards below me Hawhers screamed ther
merchandise fish and vegetables and early fruit
—apricots figs green almonds Brown shinned

bare legged boys shouted at long suffering don

Leys and whached their flanks with sticks  And
everybody more or less mportuned you for
coppers  Mossou mossou! Un pecolo soldo

per Lamor di Diol  The air was vibrant with
southern human noises and dense with southern
human smells—among which here and there

wandered strangely a lost waft of perfume from
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in the twilight  Her voice sounds famtly plam

tively inmy ears her eyes gaze at me sadly from
s pale reproachful face She bids me to
the theatre of memory, where my youth 15 re

hearsed before me m mume show  There was
one—no there were two little scenes it which Za

betta played the art of leading lady
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and yellow houses children sprawled and
laughed and quarreled n the dirt  Pafferart m
sheepshins and sandals followed by prowling
gaunt imbed dogs droned monotonous nasal
melodies from their bagpipes Priests piched
their way gingerly over the muddy cobblestones
sleel. black a vised priests with exaggerated
hats hike Don Basilio s in the Barbiere  Now
and then one passed a fat brown monk or a sol

dier or a white robed pemtent whose eyes ghm

mered uncanmly from the peep holes of the hood
that hid his face or a comely contadma m her
smart costume with a pomegranate blossom
flaming behind her ear and red Tips that curved
deflantly as she met the covetous glances wildfire

and twenty mno doubt bestowed upon her—
whereat perhaps wildfire and twenty halted and
hesttated for an nstant debating whether fo ac

cept the challenge and turn and follow her A
flock of milk purveymng goats jangled therr bells
a few yards below me Hawhers screamed their
merchandise fish and vegetables and early fruit
—apricots figs green almonds Brown shmnned

bare legged boys shouted at long suffering don

keys and whached their flanks with stichs And
everybody more or less importuned you for
coppers . Mossou mossou! U piccolo soldo

per Lamor di Dio! The mr was ibrant with
southern human noises and dense With southern
human smells—among which here and there

wandered strangely a lost waft of perfume from
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1 the twahight Her voice sounds famntly plan

tively nmy ears her eyes gaze at me sadly from
a pale reproachful face She bids me to
the theatre of memory where my youth 1s re

hearsed before me in mume show There was
one—no there were two httle scenes in which Za

betta played the part of leading lady

I

I do not care to specify the year in which 1t
happened it happened a terrible number of years
ago 1t happened when I was twenty I had
passed the winter in Naples—oh 1t had been a
golden winter!—and now April had come and
my last Neapolitan day To morrow I was to
take ship for Marseilles on the way to jom my
mother in Paris

It was in the afternoon and I was chimbing
one of those crooked starrcase alleys that scale
the Inllsides behnd the town the salita—is there
m Naples a Salita Santa Margherita? I had
lunched (for the last time!l) at the Cafe d Du
rope and had then set forthupon a last haphazard
ramble through the streets It was tremulous
spring weather with blue skies soft breezes and
a tender sun the sort of weather that lundles
pertlous ardors even mn the blood of mddle age
and turns the blood of youth to wildfire

Women sat combing ther har and singing
and gossiping before the doorways of their pink
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and yellow houses children sprawled and
laughed end quarreled in the dirt  Pifferan m
sheepshins and sandals followed by prowling
gaunt himbed dogs droned monotonous nasal
melodies from their bagpipes Prests preked
therr way gingerly over the muddy cobblestones
sleek black a vised priests with exaggerated
hats ke Don Basiho s n the Barbiere  Now
and then one passed a fat brown monk or a sol
dier or a white robed pemtent whose eyes ghm
mered uncannily from the peep holes of the hood
that hnd Ius face or a comely contadina mn her
smart costume with a pomegranate blossom
flaming behind her ear and red Lips that curved
defiantly as she met the covetous glances wildfire

and twenty mo doubt bestowed upon her—
whereat perhaps wildfire and tw enty halted and
hesitated for an mstant debating whether to ac

cept the challenge and turn and follow her A
flock of mulk purveying goats jangled their bells
a few yards below me Hawhers screamed theit
merchandise fish and vegetables and early fruit
—apricots figs green almonds Brown skinned

bare legged boys shouted at long suffermg don

Leys and whacked therr flaniks with sticks And
everybody more or less amportuned
coppers  Mossou mossou! Un peco
per Lamor di Diol The air was vibrant with
southern human noises and dense with southern
human smells—among which here and there
wandered strangely & los; waft of perfume from
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m the twilight  Her voice sounds famtly plain

tively 1 my ears her eyes gaze at me sadly from
a pale reproachful face She bids me to
the theatre of memory where my youth s re

hearsed before me m mume show  There was
one—no there were two little scenes in which Za

betta played the part of leading lady

II

T do not care to speerfy the year in which 1t
happened 1t happened a terrible number of 3 ears
ago 1t happened when I was twenty I had
passed the winter mn Naples—oh 1t had been a
golden winter!—and now April had come and
my last Netpolitan day  To morrow I was to
take ship for Marseilles on the way to jomn my
mother in Pans

It was n the afternoon and I was chmbing
one of those crooked stawrcase alleys that scale
the lnlisides belund the town the salita—1s there
in Naples a Salta Santa Marghenta? I had
lunched (for the last timel) at the Cafe d Cu
rope and had then set forthupon a last haphazard
ramble through the streets It was tremulous
spring weather with blue shies soft breezes and
a tender sun the sort of weather that lindles
Perilous ardors even n the blood of middle age
and turns the blood of youth to wildfire

Women sat combing therr harr and singing
and gossipmg before the doorways of therr pink
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I saw a soft face with brown eves 3 plamn
Black frock, with a hittle green nosegav stuch m
\tsbelt and a small round searlet hat

A hideous old beggar woman stretched a claw
toward this appantion mumbling something
The appartion smuled and sought m ats pocket
and made the beggar woman the nicher by &
soldo

I was twenty and the April wind was
magcal I thought I had never seen so beau
tful a smile 2 smile so radiant so tender

I watched the young gt as she tripped down
the church steps and crossed the piazza coming
toward me Her smle hngered fading stowly
slowly from her face

As she neared me her eyes met mmne Tor a
second we loohed straight mnto each others
eyes

Oh there was nothing bold nothing sophis
tieated or immodest mn the momentary goze she
gaveme It was a matural spontancous gaze of
perfectly frank of perfectly mnocent and impul
swve mterest, m exchange for mne of open ad
miration But 1t touched the wildfire n my vens
and made 1t leap tumultously

v
Happiness often passes close to us without our
suspecting 1t the proverh says
The young girl moved on and I stood atill
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some neighborang garden & scent of jasmine or
of orange flowers

And then suddenly the salita took a turn and
broadened mto & small pazze At one hand
there was & sheer terrace dropping to tiled roofs
twenty feet below and hence one got a splendid
view over the town of the blue bay with its stup
ping and of Capri all rose and purple m the dis
tance and of Vesuvius with its silver wreath of
smohe At the other hand loomed a vast dis
colored pink stuccoed palace with grated win
dows and a porte cochere blach as the mouth of
acavern and the upper stories of the palace were
n rums and out of one corner of their cumbhing
walls a palm tree grew The third side of the
piazza was mevitably occupied by a church a
hittle pearl gray rococo edifice with a bell no
deeper toned than a common dinner bell which
was now frantically nnging  About the doors
of the church countless wntten notices were
pasted advertismg mndulgences begpars clung
to the steps hhe monster snails and the greasy
leathern portiere was constantly bewng drawn
aside to let some one enter or come out

Iz

It was here that I met Zabetta
The heavy porhere swung open and a young
girl stepped from the darkness behing it into the
sunshme
a3¢
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I saw a soft face with brown eyes 2 plan
black frock, with & httle green nosegay stuck m
tsbelt and 2 small round scarlet hat

A hideous old beggar woman stretched a claw
toward this apparition mumbhing something
The appantion smiled and sought mn 1ts pochet,
and made the beggar woman the nicher by 2
soldo

1 was twenty and the Aprl wind was
magical I thought T had never seen so beau
hiful a smile 2 soule so radiant so tender

T watched the young gurl as she tnipped down
the church steps and crossed the piazza comng
toward me Her smile hngered fading slowly
slowly from her face

As she neared me her eyes met mmn¢ For a
second we looked straight mto each others
eyes

Oh there was nothing bold nothing sophus
hicated or immodest n the momentary gaze she
gaveme Itwass natural spontaneous gaze of
perfectly frank of perfectly nnocent and mmpul
sive mterest m exchange Tor mune of open ad
miration But it touched the nldfire m my vews
and made 1t leap tumultously

v
Happmess often passes close to us without our

suspecting 1t the proverb says
'.Il.zze yogung girl moved on and 1 stood stil
837
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some neighboring garden & scent of jasmme or
of orange flowers

And then suddenly the salita took a turn and
broadened into a small piazza At one hand
there was n sheer terrace dropping to tiled roofs
twents feet below and hence one got a splendid
view over the town of the blue bay with s ship
ping and of Capn all rose and purple m the dis
tance and of Vesuvius with its silver wreath of
smohe At the other hand loomed a vast dis
colored pink stuccoed palace with grated win
dows and a porte cochere black as the mouth of
a cavern and the upper stories of the palace were
in runs and cut of one corner of their crumbling
walls a palm tree grew The third side of the
piazza was wmevitably occupied by & church &
hitle pearl gray rococo edifice with o bell no
deeper toned than & common dinner bell which
was now frantieally ringing  About the doors
of the church countless written notices were
pasted advertising mndulgences heggars clung
to the steps like monster snads and the greasy
leathern portiere was constantly being drawn
aside to let some one enter or come out

113

It was here that I met Zabetta
The beavy porticre swung open and a young
girl stepped from the darkness behind 1t mto the
sunshine
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{lollowed for she had not once glanced behind
er

v

At first T followed meekly unpercerved and
contented to remamn sO

But little by Little a desire for more aggressive
measures grew withn me I smd Why not—
mstead of following meekly—why not overtahe
and outdistance her then turn round and come
face to face with her agamn’ And if agam her
eyes should meet mine as frankly as they met
them 1n the prazza

The mere magmation of their domg so made
my heart stop beating

1 quchened my pace I drew nearer and
nearer to ber I came abreast of her—oh how
the wildfire trembled! T pressed on for a it and
then true to my resolution turned back

Her eyes did meet mme agam quite frankly
What was more they brightened with 2 httle
hght of surprise T mght almost have fancied a
Iittle ight of pleasure

1f the mere 1magmnation of the thing had made
my heart stop beating the thing itself set 1t to
pounding racmng uncontrollably 50 that T felt
all but suffocated and had to catch my breath

She Lnew now that the young man she had
passed 1n the plazza had followed her of set pur
pose and she was surprised but seernun,
displeased They were wonderfully gentle won
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fechng dumly that something precious had passed
close tome T had not turned back to follow any
of the brazenly provacative contadine But now
I could not help st Something precious had
passed within arm s reach of me I must not let
1t go without at lesst a semblance of pursung 1t
If T wmted there passive til she was out of sight
my regrets would be imbittered by the recollee
tion that I had not even tred

I followed her eagerly but vagnely m a
tremor of unformutated hopes and fears T had
no definite intentions no designs  Presently
doubtless she would come to her journey s end—
she would disappear mn 2 house or shop-—and X
should have my labor for my pams Neverthe
less I followed YWhat would you? She was
young she was pretty she was neatly dressed
She had big bright brown eyes and s slender
waist and a httle round searlet hat set jauntily
upon a mass of waving soft brown hmr  And
she walked gracefully with dehicrous undula
tions asf to music hfting her slarts up from
the pavement and so discoloring the dantiest of
fect m trim buttoned boots of glazed leather
with high Italen heels And her smule was
lovely—and I was twenty—and 1t was April 1
must not let her escape me without at least o
semblance of pursuit

She led me down the salita that I had just
ascended

She could searcely hnow that she was bemng
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flullowed for she had not once glanced behind
er

v

At first I followed meehly unperceved and
contented to remain so

But hittle by hittle a desire for more aggressive
measures grew within me 1 smd Why not—
mstead of following meehly—why not overtake
and outdistance her then turn round and come
face to face with her agan? And if agan her
eyes should meet mine as frankly as they met
them in the prazza

The mere 1magmation of therr dong so made
my heart stop beating

T quickened my pace T drew nearer and
nearer to her I came sbreast of her—oh how
the wildfire trembled! T pressed on for abit and
then true to my resolution turned back

Her eyes did meet mine agan quite frankly
YWhat was more they bnghtened with a hittle
light of surpnse I rmght almost have fancied a
litile hight of pleasure

If the mere magmation of the thing had made
my heart stop beating the thing 1tself set it to
pounding racing uncontrollably so that I felt
all but suffocated and had to catch my breath

She kmew now that the young man she had
passed m the p1azzd had followed her of set pur
pose and she was surpnsed but seemngly not
displeased They \vereagft)mderfully gentle won
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My spint was exultant but my flesh was famt
Her eyes drew me drew me I fancy my
self awkwardly raismg my hat T hear myself ac
comphsh a half smothered salutation
Buon giorno Signonna

Her face ighted up with that celestial smile
of hers and 1n & voice that was like 1vory and
white velvet she returned Buon giorno Sig
norino

VI

And then T don t know how long we stood to
gether mn silence
This would never do T recogmzed I must
not stand before her i silence hihe a gulty
schoolboy I must feign composure T must
tarry off the situation lightly ike a man of the
world & man of experience I groped anxiously
1 the confusion of my wits for something that
might pass for an apposite remark
‘At Iast T had a flash of mspiration ~ What—
what fine weather I gasped Che bel
tempol’
Oh molto bello  she responded Tt was like
a cadenza on a flute
You—you are gomng mto the town? I ques
tioned
Yes smd she
Muy T—may I bave the pleaspre— I
faltered
But yes she con;e;;fed With ap jnflectior
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derfully winning eyes those eyes she rased so
frankly to my destrous ones and mnnocent mno
cent with all the unsuspecting innocence of
cluldhood In years she mught be seventeen
older perhaps but there was a childs fearless
unconsciousness of evil in her wide brown eyes
She had not yet been taught (or anyhow she
clearls didn t believe) that 1t was dangerous and

} g to excl ) with & stranger
m the streets

She was as good as smling on me Might X
dare the utmost? Might I venture to speak to
her? My heart was throbbing too violently
I could not have found an articulate human word
nor a shred of voice nor & pennyweight of self
assurance m my body

So thriling with excitement quailing in pame,
I passed her agam

I passed her and kept on up the narrow alley
for half a dozen steps when again I turned

She was standing where I had left her look
g after me  There was the expression of un
abashed disappomtment mn her dark ejes now
which n 2 minute melted to an expression of
appeal

Oh arent you gomng to speak to me after

elit they pleaded

W oaed by those soft momtors I plucked up &
sort of desperate courage ot coals burned m
my cheels something fluttered terrbly n my
breast I was literally quaking i every limb
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My spmit was exultant but my flesh was famt
Her eyes drew me drew me I fancy my
self awkwardly raismg my hat T hear myself ac
comphish a half smothered salutation
Buon giorno Signorina

Her face ighted up with that celestal smile
of hers and 1n a voice that was like wory and
white velvet she returned Buon giorno Sig
nonno

VI

And then I don t know how long we stood to-
gether m silence
This would never do I recogmzed I must
not stand before her mn silence lke a guilty
schoolboy I must feign composure I must
tarry off the situation hightly like a man of the
world a man of expenience I groped anxiously
m the confusion of my wits for something that
might pass for an apposite remark
At last T had 2 flash of mspiration ~ “What—
what fine weather I gasped Che bel
tempol
OR molto bello  she responded It was hibe
a cadenza on a flute
You—you are gomng mto the town? I ques
tioned
Yes sad she
May I—may I have the pleasure— I
faltered
But yes she c°nsae‘;‘:ed With an imnflection
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derfully winning eyes those eyes she raised so
frankly to my desirous ones and mnocent 1mno
cent with all the unsuspecting mnocence of
cluldhood In years she might be seventeen
older perhaps but there was a clulds fearless
uncensctousness of evil in her wide brown eyes
She had not yet been taught (or anyhow she
clearlv didn t believe) that 1t was dangerous and
unbecoming to exchange glances with a stranger
m the streets

She was as good as stuling on me  Might T
dare the utmost? Might I venture to speak to
her? My heart was throbbing too violently
I could not have found an articulate human word
nor a shred of 1oice nor a pennyweight of self
assurance 1 my body

So thrilling with excitement quaihng in pame
I passed her agamn

I passed her and kept on up the narrow alley
for half a dozen steps when agam I turned

She was standing where I had left her look
ing after me There was the expression of un
abashed disappointment in her dark eyes now
which m 2 mmute melted to an expression of
appeal

Oh arent you gomng to speak to me after

all? they pleaded

W ooed by those soft monstors X plucked up a
sort of desperate courage Hot coals burned tn
my cheeks something fluttered termbly n my
breast I was lterslly quaking mn every lmb
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And shil agam she laughed

 ou have come from church smd I

G she assented  from confesston

Really? And did you have a great many
wichednesses to confess?

Oh yes many many she answered simply

And now have you got a heavy penance to
perform?

No only twentv aves And I must turn my
tongue seen times m my mouth before T speak
whenever I am angry

Ah then you are given to bemng angry? You
have a bad temper?

Oh dreadful dreadful she cried nedding
her head

Tt was my turn to laugh now Then I must
be careful not to vex you

Yes ButI will turn my tongue seven times
before I speak 1f you do _ she promused

Are you gomg far? T ashed

I am gomg nowhere I am taking 3
walk

Shall we go to the Villa Nazonale and watch
the driving?

Or to the Toledo and Joob. at the shop Wit
dows?

e can do both _We will begm at the To
ledo and end m the Vxl!ia
he acquiesce
Ali'::.l: a littele sgence Tamsoglad T met you ™

T informed her looking nto her eyes
843
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that wondered ~ What else have you spoken to
me for?
And we set off down the salita side by side

VII

She had exquisite hittle white ears with hittle
coral earrings like drops of blood and a perfect
rosebud mouth a mouth that matched her eyes
for inmocence and sweetness Ter scarlet hat
burned 1n the sun and her brown hair shook
gently under 1t She had plump hitle soft white
hands

Presently when I had begun to feel more at
my ease I hazarded a questton  You are a re
publican Signorina?

No she assured me with a puzzled elevation
of the brows

Ah well then you are a cardinal I con
cluded

She gave a silvery trill of laughter and asked

Why must I be erther a republican or a car
dinal?
You wear a scarlet hat—a bonnet rouge I
explained
At wlich she laughed agamin crisply merrnily
Youare Trench  she smd
Oh am I?
Arent you?
As you wish Signorina  but I had never
thought so
842
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Durmg the season my father plays m the or

chestra of the San Carlo

1 am sure I know what your name 1§ smd T

Oh? How can you know? What1s 1t?

I think your name 18 Rosabella

Ah then you are wrong My name 1s Ehsa
betta But mn Naples everybodv says Zabetta
And yours?

Guess

Oh I can not guess Not—nob Tederico?

Do I look as if my name were Fedenico?

She surveyed me gravely for & minute then
shook her head pensively No T do not thnk
your name 1s Federico

And therewith X told her my name and made
ber repeat 1t il she could pronounce 1t without
astruggle It sounded very pretty comng from
her pretty lips quite southern and romantic with
its r s tremendously enriched

Anyhow I know your age sad X
What 15 1t?

You are seventeen

No—ever so much older
Eighteen then

1 shall be muneteen m July

vIIL

Before the brilhant shop windows of the To-

ledo we dallied for an hour OF more Zabetta s

eyes sparkling with dehight 28 they rested on the
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Her eyes softened adorably I am so glad
too she smd
Youare lovely youaresweet I vowed with
enthusiasm
Oh nol she protested I am as God made
me
You are lovely jou are sweet I thought—
when I first saw you above there i the prazzs
—when you came out of church and gave the
soldo to the old beggar woman—I thought you
had the lovehest smle I had ever seen
A beautiful blush suffused her face and her
eyes swam n 2 must of pleasure I vero? she
questioned
Ok vero vero That s why I followed you
You don t mind my having followed you?
Oh no T am glad
After another intersal of silence You are not
Neapohtan? I smd  You dont speak like 8
Neapolitan
No Iam Ilorentine 'We hve m Naples for
my fathers health He 1s not strong He can
not endure the cold wmters of the north
I murmured something sympathetic and she
went on My father 1s 2 viohmst To day he
has gone to Capn: to play at a festnal He wll
not be back until to morrow So I was very
lonesome
Y ou have no mother?
My motheris dead  she said crossing herself
In a moment she added with a touch of pride
B4
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Her eyes glowed wistfully for an mstant but

she rephed Oh no I cannot

Yes you can  Come

Oh no mpossible

Why?

Oh because

Because what?

There1s my cat She will havenothing toeat

Y our cook will give her something

My cook! Jaughed Zabetta My cook 18
here before you

Well you must be & Lind nustress You
must give your cook an evening out

But my poor cat?

Y our cat can catch a mouse

There are no mice m our house She has
frightened them all away

"Then she can wait A Lttle fast Wil be good
for her soul

Zahetta laughed and I sad  Andiamo”

At the restaurant we climbed to the first floor
and they gaveus 2 table near the window Whenc(:lc
we could look out over the villa to the sea beyon
The sun was sinking and t}le Skyl was gay With
rambow tmts like mother of pear

Zabetta s face shone 103 fully ~ This 15d°“‘y
the second hme 0 0¥ \fe that X have dined 1n &
restaurant  she told me ‘And the other tune
was very long 28° when I was quite yox::ngs
And 1t wasnt nearly SO0 grand 3 restaurant &

this either a7
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bright hued silks the tortoise shell and coral the
gold and siver filagree work that were there
displayed But when she admired some one par
ticular object above another and I besought her
to let me buy 1t for her she refused austerely
But no no no! It s mmpossible  Then we

went on to the Villa and strolled by the sea wall
between the blue green water and the multt
colored procession of people 1 carmages  And
by and by Zabetta confessed that she was tired
and proposed that we should sit down on one of
the benches

A cafe would be better fun submitted
her compamon And we placed ourseles at
one of the out of door tables of the cafe m the
garden where after some urging I presailed
upon Zabetta to drml a cup of chocolate Mean
while with the ready confidence of youth we had
each been desultorily autobiographical and if
our actual acquamtance was only the affair of
an afternoon I doubt :f 1n a year we could have
felt that we knew each other better

I must go home Zabetta said at last

Oh not yet not vet cried I

It will be dinner time I must go home to
dinner

But vour father 1s at Capti Y ou will have
to dine alone

Yes

Then dont Come with me instead and dine
at & restaurant
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Her eyes glowed wistfully for an mstant but

she rephed Oh no I can not

Yes you can Come

Oh no mpossible

Why?

Oh because

Because what?

There1s my cat Shewillhave nothingtoeat

Your cooh will give her something

My cook! laughed Zobetta My cook 18
here before you

Well you must be & Lind mistress You
must give your cook an evemng out

But my poor cat?

Y our cat can catch a mouse

There are no mice mn our house  She has
frightened them all away

Then she can wait A nittle fast will be good
for her soul

Zabetta laughed and I smd Andamol’

At the restaurant we clhimbed to the first floor
and they gaveus a table near the window whence
we could look out over the villa to the sea beyond
The sun was smhing and the shy was g3y with
rambow tints hihe mother of pearl

Zabetta s face shone 0% fally Ths s only
the second time mn My Tife that T have dined 1n &
restaurant  she told me And the other tume
was very long ago_ when I was quite young
And 1t wasnt nearly so grand 2 restaurant a8
this erther
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bright hued siks the tortoise shell and coral the
gold and sther filagree vwork that were there
displnyed  But when she admred some one par
ticular objeet above another and I besought her
to Jet me buy 1t for her she refused austerely
But no no no! Tt s impossible  Then we

went on to the Villa and strolled by the sea wall
between the blue green water and the mults
colored procession of people n curmages  And
by and by Zabetta confessed that she was tired
and proposed that we should sit down on one of
the benches

A cafe would be better fun  submutted
her companion And we placed onrselies at
one of the out of door tables of the eafe m the
garden where after some urging I prevmled
upon Zabetta to drink 2 cup of chocolate  Measn
while with the ready confidence of youth we had
each been desultonly autobiographical and if
our actunl acquamntance was only the affaw of
an afternoon I deubt if in & vear we could have
felt that we hnew ench other better

I must go home Zabetta smid at last

Oh not yet notyet cried I

It will be dinner time X must go home to
dinper

But vour father 1s at Capti You will have
to dine alone

Yes

Thendont Come with me mstend and dine
at & restaurant
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Her eyes glowed wistfully for an mnstant but

she replied  Oh no T can not

Yes youcan Come

Oh no mpossible

Why?

Oh because

Because what?

There 1s my cat Shewilhas enothingtoeat

Your cook will give her something

My cook! laughed Zabetta My cook 13
Tere before you

Well you must be a Lind mustress  You
must give your cooh an evemng out

But my poor cat?

Y our cat can catch a mouse

There are no mce m our house She has
frightened them all away

Then she can wait A little fast will be good
for her soul

Zabetta laughed and I sad Andiamol’

At the restaurant we cimbed to the first floor
and they gareus a table near the window whence
we could look out over the villa to the sea beyond
The sun was smhing and the sky was gay with
rambow tmts Iike mother of pearl

Zabetta s face shone joyfully ~ This s only
the second time 1 my hfe that I have dined 1n &
restaurant she told me  And the other time
was verv long ago when I was quite young
And 1t wasnt nearly so grand 2 restaurant as
this erther
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And now what would you hhe to eat? I

ashed piclung up the bill of fare
May I look? said she

T handed her the document and she studied 1t
at length I think indeed she read 1t through
In the end she appeared rather bewildered

Oh there 1s so muchk I dont know Wil
you choose please?

I made a shift at choosmng and the sympa
thetic warter floursshed kitchenward with my
commands

What 1s that ittle green nosegay you wear i
your belt Zabetta? I mquired

Oh this—it 15 a rosemary Smell 1t  she
said breahing off a sprig and offering 1t to me

Rosemary that s for remembrance quoted I

What does that mean? What language 13
that? she ashed

I tried to translate it to her And then I
taught her to say 1t mm Enghsh  Rrosemerri—
tsat 1s forr rremembrrance

Will you write it down for me? she re
quested  Itis pretty

%:d I wrote it for her on the back of one of my
ear

jo.
After dinner we crossed the garden agamn and
agumn stood by the sea wall Over us the soft

spring might was hke a darh sapphire Points
of red green and yellow fire burned from ships
848
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1n the bay and seemed of the same campany as
the stars above them A rosy aureole 1n the sky
to the eastward marked the smouldering crater
of Vesuvms Away n the Chiaja a man was
snging comic songs to an accompamment of
mandolins and guitars comic songs that sounded
pathetic as they reached us 1n the distance
1 asked Zabetta how she wished to fimsh the
evenng
Y dont care smd she
Would you like to go to the play?
If you wish
What do you wish?
I think I should like to stay here a little
longer Itispleasant
We leaned on the parapet close to each other
Her face was very pale m the starlight her eyes
were mfimtely deep and dark and tender One
of her Little hands lay on the stone wall ke a
white flower I took 1t It was warm and soft
She did not attempt to withdraw it T bent over
1t and lussed 1t X Jassed 1t many yimes Then I
assed her ips ~ Zabetta 1 love you I love you
1 murmured fervently Pon t imagme that I
didn t meanat It was April and I was twenty
1 love you Zabetta Dearest little Zabettal
1 love you so
E vero? she questxoned scarcely above her
breath
Oh & & vero wvero vero I asseverated
And you? And you? "
B
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Yes Ilove you she whispered
And then I eould say no more The ecstasy
that filled my heart was too poignant We stood
there speechless hand m hand and breathed the
air of heaven
By and by Zabetta drew her bunch of 10se
mary from her belt and divided 1t mto two parts
One part she gave to me the other she kept
Rosemary—it 1s for constancy she sad I
pressed the cool herb to my face for & moment
inhalng 1ts hitter sweet fragrance then I fas
tened 1t 1n my buttonhole On my watch cham
I wore—what everybody in Naples used to wear
—a little coral hand a little clinched coral hand
holdmg a httle golden dagger I detached it
now and made Zabetta take 1t Coral—that s
also for constancy I remunded her and be-
sides 1t protects one from the Evil Eye

X

At last Zabetta ashed me what time 1t was and
when she learned that it was half past nine she
msisted that she really must go home  They
shut the outer door of the house we live m at ten
oclock and I have no ke

Y ou can ring up the porter
Oh there 15 no porter
But 1f we had gone to the theatre?
I should have had to leave you in the middle
of the play
850



ROSEMARY FOR REMEMBRANCE

Ah well I consented and we left the Villa
and took a cab

Areyou happy Zabetta? T ashed her as the
cab rattled us toward our parting

Oh so happy so happy! I have never been
so happy before

‘Dearest Zabettal

You will love me always?

Always always

We will see cach other every day We will
see other to morrow?

Oh tomorrow! I groaned suddenly the
actualities of life rushing all at once upon my
mind

What 1s1t? What of to morrow?

Oh to morrow to morrow!

What? What? Her voice was breathless
with suspense with alarm

Oh 1 had forgotten You will think I am &
beast

What 15 1t? For heaven s sake tell me

“You will think T am a beast You will think
I have deceved you To morrow—I can not
help it—1I am not my own master—JI am sum
moned by my parents—to morrow I am gomng
away—1I am leaving Naples

You are leaving Naples?

T am going to Paris

To Pans?

Yes

There was a breathing space of silence  Then
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Oh Dio? sobbed Zabetla and she begantoery
as 1f her heart would break
1 seszed her hands I drew her tome I tried
to comfort her But she only cried and cried and
ered

e
Zabetta Zabetta Dont
cry Torgne me Oh dont oy
Iike that

Ok Dio! Ok caroc Diol she sobbed

Zobetta—histen to me I began I have
somethnng to say to you

Cosa? she ashed famtly

Zabetta—do you really love me?

Oh tanto ianto!”

Then histen Zabetta If you really Jove me
~come with me

Come with you How?

Come with me to Pans

To Paris?

Yes to morrow

There was another mstant of silence and then

agam Zabetta began to cry

Will you? Wil you? Will you come with
me to Pans? X wmplored her

Oh I would I would But I eant. ¥
ecant

W hy not?

Oh Tcant

Why? Why can t you?

Oh my father —1 can not leave my
father
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Your father? But—if you love me—

Heisold Heisill He has no one but me
1 can not leave him

Zabetta!

No no Icannotleavelim Ok Dio miof

But Zabetta—

No It would be 2 s Oh the worst of
sins He 1s old and 1l T can not leave lum
Dontaskh me It would be dreadful

But then? Then what? What shall we do?

Oh Idonthnow I wishI were dead

The cab came to a standstill and Zabetta saxd
Here we are T helped her to descend WWe
were before a dark porte cochere 1n some dark
back street hugh up the hillside
Addio smd Zabetta holding out her hand
You won t come with me?
lTeant Teant Addio
Oh Zabettal Do you— Oh say say that
you forgive me
Yes Addio
And Zabetta you—you have my address
1t 15 on the card T gave you If you ever need
anything—if you are ever m trouble of any kind
—Temember you have my address—you will write
to me
Yes Adddiwo
Addio
She stood for a second looking up at me from
great brimming eyes and then she turned away
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and venished m the darkness of the porte-
cochere I got mto the cab and was driven to
my hotel

XI

And here one mught have supposed was an
end of the episode but no

T went to Paris I went to New York I re
turned to Pans I came on to London and m
this journeying more than a year was lost In
the begmning I had suffered as much as you
could wish me m the way of contrition m the way
of regret too I blamed myself and pitied myself
with almost equal fervor I had trifled with 3
gentle human heart I had been compelled to let
a priceless human treasure shp from my posses
son  But—I was twenty And there were
other girls in the world And a jear1s 2 long
time when we are twenty Lattle by litle the
image of Zabetta faded faded By the years
end I am afraid 1t had become very pale m
deed

Tt was late June and X was m London when
the post brought me 2 letter  The letter bore an
Italian stamp and had ongnally been directed
to my old address in Pans Thence (as the
numerous redirections on the big square foreign
envelope attested) 1t had been forwarded to
Den Yorh thence packh agamn to Pans and
thence finally to London

The letter was wrntten 1n the neatest of tiny
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copperplate and this 1s & translation of what 1t
said

D F =My poor f the dled Jast monlt,h in the German
u L

woau ar e . PSR GV S 4

Inclosed n the letter there was a sprig of some
dned bitter sweet smelling herb and n pencil
below the signature—laboriously traced as I
could guess from what I had written for her on
my vishing cord—the Inghish phrase  Rose-
mary—that s for remembrance

The letter was dated early mn May which made
1t s1x weeks old

What could I do? What answer could I send}
Of course you know what X did do I pro
crastinated and vacillated and ended by sending
no answer at all I could not write and say
Yes cometome  But how could I write and
seay No donot come ? Besides would she not
have given up hoping for an answer by this time?
Tt was si¢ weeks smce she had wnitten I tried

1o think that the worst was over

But my remorse took 2 new and a longer and
a stronger lease of ife A vision of Zabetta
pale with anxious eyes standing at her window
Wating waiting for a word that never came—
for months T could not chase 1t from my con
science 1t was years before 1t altogether ceased
1ts accusing visits
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and vamshed mn the darkness of the porte-
cochere I got into the cab and was dnven to
my hotel
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end of the episede but no

I went to Paris I went to New York I re
turned to Pans I came on to London and in
this journeying more than a year was lost In
the begmning I had suffered as much as you
could wish me in the way of contrition n the way
of regret too I blamed myself and ptied myself
with almost equal fervor T had trifled with a
gentle human heart T had been compelled to let
a priceless human treasure shp from my posses
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other girls mn the world And a year 15 a long
time when we are twenty Lattle by hittle the
unage of Zabetta faded faded By the years
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deed

It was late June and I was m London when
the post brought me a letter The letter bore an
Italian stamp and had ongmally been directed
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said

D & F oMy poor f th r died Jast mooth In the German
Hospit | after an Iﬂnus oftw tyaedys Pryforhss ul
Y am now slope and free & 4 31 you still Wi it, ¢ nocome t
you, St was lmpeslbl f me t come wh b you asked m bl
For 5 ¢ wob cemaed do be my comstant the ght. 1 keep your

0 2] band ~Your ever { Ithful Zasyrsa Cotraryer

Inclosed i the letter there was s spng of some
dried itter sweet smelling herb and mn pencil
below the signature—lsboriously traced as I
could guess from what X had wnitten for her on
my wmbhng-card~the Dnglish phrase  Rose
mary—that s for remembrance

Theletter was dated early m May which made
ik 5% weehs old

What conld X do? What answer could T send?}

Of course you krow what X did do X pro-
crastinated and vacillated and ended by sending
7o answer at all 1 could not wote and say

es come to me  But how could X write and

sty No donot come ? Bemdes would she not
hase grven up hoping for an answer by this time?

t was six weeks since she had written X tried
to think that the worst was over

But my remorse tooh a new and z longer and
a stronger lease of life A vision of Zabetta
pale with an<ious eyes standing st her window
watwg wating for 2 word that never came—
for manths 1 could not chase 3t from my eon
stience 1t was years before st altogether ceased
its accusing visity
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XI1I

And then last mght after 8 perfectly ususl
London day and evemng I went to bed and
dreamed of her vindly and all day long to-day
the fragrance of my dream has clung about me—
u bitter sweet fragrance lihe that of rosemary
tself  Where 1s Zabetta now? What s her life?
How have the years treated her? In my
dream she was still eighteen. In reahty—it 1s
melancholy to thinh haw far from eghteen she
has had leisure smce that April afternoon to
dnift

Youth faces fornard impatient of the present
pantmg to anticipate the future But we who
have crossed & certan sad meridian we turn our
gaze backward and tell the relentiess gods what
we would sacmfice 1o recover a little of the past
one of those shining days when 1o us also it was
guen to sojourn among the Fortunate Islands
Al & jeunesse sartt!
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SUCH AS WALK IN
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made up of gentlemen with weak eyes who knew
more about ophthalmology than can be found m
many fat tomes Solomon John was & remarh
able case of something quite unpronounceable
and Harvey used to gaze into his eyes with rapt
mtensity while Billy Wigg fidgeted and strug
gled aganst the temptation to gnaw such por
tions of him as were within reach for Billy
Wigg didnt understand and what he didnt
understand he disapproved of on principle  In
the Iight of subsequent events I beheve Billys
uneasmess to have been an mstance of ammal
prevision

To see Billy Wigg conduct Ins master across
that mill race of traffic that swirled between curb
and curb as he did every morning m tume for
business was an artistic pleasure  Something
more than a mere pilot was the dog rather the
rudder to whose accurate direction old Solomon
responded with precise and prompt fidelty A
tug of the trouser leg from behind would bring
the ancient newsboy to a halt A gentle jerk
forward would start him again and in obedience
to a steady pull to one side or the other he would
trustingly suffer lumself to be conducted around
a cheched wagon or a halted cable car  All the
time Billy Wigg would Leep up a running con
versation made up of admomtion warmng and
encouragement

Come on now —mn a sertes of sharp yaps as
they started from the curb  Push right ahead
0



SUCH AS WALK IN DARKNESS

Hold hard Thats 21l nght its by Hurry
now  Hurry I smd il you do as I tell
you? Then to a too pressng cabby i an
angry barh  What s the matter with you any
way? Trying to run folks down? Hey? Well
—apologetically 1n response to a jJerh on s
string— these fool drvers do stir me up  VWait
abit Nowforit And here we are
How many thousand times dog and man had
made the trip i safety before the dire day of
the acaident not even Solomon John can rechon
Harvey and I had started downtown early whic
our pair of paper vending friends chanced to be
a little Jate  As we reached the corner they were
already half way across the street and Billy
Wigg with all the strength of terror was strv
g to haul Solomon John bachward
What s the matter with Bully? said Harvey
A second later the queshion was answered as
there plunged mto view from behnd a car the
galloping horse of & derelict delivery wagon
Good heavens! Look at the old man I
cried and mn the same breath Look at the dog
gasped Harvey
With one mughty jerk Billy Wigg had torn
the leash from his master s hand  Bereft of his
sole gwidance mn the thunder and rush of traffic
the blind man stretched out prteous hands ward
ing the death he could not see
Billy he quarered where are you Buly?
Come back to me Billy dog
361



GRLATEST SHORT STORIES

For once Billy Wigg was deaf to his masters
voice He was obeying a more imperious call that
unfathomed nobihity of dog nature that responds

o swiftly to the summons He was casting his
own Iife in the balance to save another s Straight
at the horse s thront he launched limself a for
lorn hope It was a very big horse and Billy
was 2 very little dog  The up stroke of the knee
caught him full he was flung whirling fell al
most under the wheels of 2 cab rolled mto the
gutter and lay there quet The horse had
swerved a Iittle not quite enough There was a
scream and the blind man went down from the
glancing impact of the shoulder Harvey and
I were beside lum almost as soon as the cross
wall. policeman  The three of us carried lim to
the sidewalk

No need to call an ambulance officer smd
Harvey Im a physictan and the man 1s &
triend of mine

Bedad thin the dawg 1s 2 frind of mne
said the big fellow  Couldn t ye take him along
too sir?

Well — rather smd Hamey heartily
Where 1s he? He turned to look for the dog

Billy Wigg came crawhng toward us Never
tell me that dogs have no souls The eyes in
Billy s shaggy little face yearned with a more
than human passion of anxiety and love as
gasping with pamn—for he had been cruelly
shaken—he dragged himself to lis partners
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face At the touch of the warm eager tongue
Solomon John s eyes opened  He stretched out
hus hand and burned it in the heavv fur
Hello Billy he sad weakly X was afraid
you were hurt Are you all nght old boy?
And Billy burrowing a wet nose i Solomon
John s nech wept for jov with loud whines
Some rap:d and expert wire-pulling on the
part of Harvey landed our pair of friends mn a
private hospital where Solomon John proved 2
most grateful and gentie patient and Bully Wigg
8 most tumultuous one until arrangement was
made for the firm to occupv one and the same cot.
Then he became tractable even enduning the m
digruty of a flannel jacket and splints with a sort
of humorous tolerance Every day Harvey came
and gazed soulfullv mto Solomon John s glazed
eyes—which 1s a curious form of treatment for
broken callar bone not sanctioned by any of the
authorities who have wnitten on the subject It
soon became evident that Harvey didnt care
anytiing about the mb he had other designs
On a day he came to the pomt
Solomon John would you hke to have your
sight back?
The blind man sat up in his cot and pressed lus
hands to hus head
Do you mean st sir? he gasped  You—
you wouldn t go to fool an old man
Will you let me operate on yov to morrow?
Anything you think best sir I dont quite
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seem to tahe it all m yet sir—not the whole sense
of 1t Butif 1t does come out right added Solo
mon John m the simpheity of his soul wont
Billy Wigg be surprised and tickled!

Bully Wigg raged mightily and rent the gar
ments of his best friends because he was shut out
during the operation When he was admitted
after 1t was over he howled tumultuously be
cause Solomon John was rached with ether sich
ness which he mustook for the throes of ap
proaching dissolution  Tollowed then weehs dur
mg which Solomon John wore a white bandage
i place of the old green eye shade and at fre
quent ntervals sang a solemn but joyous chant
which Billy Wigg accompanied with mpatient
yelps because he couldnt make out what 1t
meant

W _gogthe sghtogt
Billy Wigg Blly Wigg
e g gt thowldgin
Billy my d g

It was a long nerve trymng wait but the day
finally came when the white bandages were re
moved After the first gasp of rapture Solo
mon John looked about lnm eagerly

Let me see my dog he smd ~ Billy 1s this
you? as the jumor partner looked with anxious
and puzzled eyes mto lis face  Well youre
certainly 2 mughty handsome doggy old boy
(Billy Wigg was homeler than a stach of hay in
January but the eyes that looked on lum were as
those of a mother when she first sees her babe )
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Unhappiess Was the portion of Billy m the
days that followed A partoer who wandered
about unchaperoned and eluded obstacles with
out relymg on his sense of touch was quite
beyond hus comprehension So he sulhed consis
tently until the time came for leaving the hospt
tal Then he chirhed up 8 it thinking pre-
sumsbly that Solomon John would resume s
old habit of blind rehiance upon tam when once
the doors had closed behund them Poor Biliy!

Tt was three weehs after the operation that
they left Solomon John being discharged as
cured Harvey exulted e smd 1t was & great
operation and pruved things 1 thought my
self 1t was a mean trich on Billy Wigg My
unprofessional diagnosis was that he was on the
road to becoming a chronic melancholiae

The partners called on Harvey soon after the
departure from the hospital They were & study
mn psychologlcnl antithesis  Solomon John bub
bling over with boyish happmess Billy Wigg
aged with the weight of woe he was carrying
The old man was touchingly grateful but Tus ally
surreptitiously essayed to bite a prece out of Har
vey s leg when hus back was turned He nursed
an unavenged wrong

Months passed before we saw the pair again
We returned from our Europesn vacation con
fident of finding them on the same old corner
and sure enough there they were But as we
approached Harvey seized me by the arm
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Good heavens! Bob! Look at the old man!’

What s wrong with um? smd I He looks
Just the same as he used to

Just the same as he used to  echoed Harvey
bitterly  Eye shade and all All my work gone
for nothing  Poor old boy!

Billy Wigg s all nght anyway said I

Think so? smd Harvey It strihes me that
1t 1sn t exactly welecome that hes trymng to ex
press  Then i a louder vorce to Solomon
John How did 1t happen old Sol?

At the sound of his voice Solomon John
whirled about and started to thrust up his shade
as if involuntarily Then he held out tremulous
hands crymng

What! Is that you Dr Harvey? God bless
you sir! Andis Mr Roberts with you? Well
well but this does me good Youre a sight for
sore eyes!

Not for yours Solomon John

And why not then? Whist! T forgot he
broke off scaredly jerking hs head toward Billy
Wigg who held us all under jealous scrutiny

Wait & breath

Thrusting Ius hand nto lus pocket he whipped
it out suddenly A flight of comns scattered and
twinkled and rolled diversely on the sidewalk

Dear dear! cried the old man cunmngly
The old fool that I am! Il never be rich this
way Pich them up Billy boy

Bdly hated it for picking small coms from a
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smooth pavement with lip and tooth 1s no easy
job hated worse leaving Ius partner to two such
unscrupulous characters as he well knew us to
be But he knew lus busmess and set about 1t
with all lus energres

Whsper now smd the senor partner as
Billy swore under Ins breath at a shthery and
elusve dime I veas fine a pair of eyes as you d
want for star gazing at noonday

Then what on earth—

She-hh! Soft and easy! The beast s coch
g his Little ear this way ~ Sure twas all on his
account sirs

On Billy s gccount? we both exclaimed m &
breath

“You didn t think Td be feking 1t? he ashed
reproachfully

We didnt and we said so  But we required
further enhghtenment

All on account of Billy Wigg there sirs
The eyesight was a million blessings to me but
twas death to poor Billy Not a pleasure in life
would he take after we left the hospital YWhen
1d walk free and easy along the streets that
looked so pretty to my old eyes the dogd be
crazy with fear that some harm would come to
me through lum not leading me At the last he
Just Jmd down and set out to die  Hed not
sleep he d not eat and the eyes of hum when he d
look at me were fit to make a man weep I sent
for & dog doctor—you being away sir  put
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story kneeling at my feet—a story that will hive
with me as long as I Ine always reminding me
that the hitle thmgs of ife may be the greatest
thngs that by sending a storm to hold up a
coach the Supreme Arbiter may change the map
of aworld Itisnotalongstory Itisnoteven
an unusual story

He had come into the North about 2 year be
fore and had built for limself and lus wife a
little home at a pleasant miver spot ten miles from
my cabin  Therr love was of the kund we do not
often see and they were as happy as the birds
that hived about them in the wilderness They
had taken a timber claim A few months more
and a new Iife was to come mto therr little home
and the knowledge of this made the girl an
angel of beauty and joy  Their nearest neighbor
was another man several miles distart The
two men became friends and the other came over
to see them frequently It was the old old story
The neighbor fell in love with the young settler s
wife

As you shall see this other man was a beast
On the day preceding that mght of terrible storm
the woman s husband set out for the settlement to
bring back supphes Hardly had he gone when
the beast came to the cabin  He found humself
alone with the woman

A mule from his cabm the husband stopped
to hght his pipe  See gentlemen how the Su
preme Arbiter played His hand The man at
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tempted to unscrew the stem and the stem broke,
In the wilderness you must smoke Smoke 13
your company It 1s voice and compamonship
to you ‘There were other pipes at the scttle

ment ten miles away but there was also another
pipe at the cabin one mile away So the hus

band turned back He came up quietly to his
door thmhing that he would surprise his wife
He heard voices—a man s voice a woman s €ries
He opened the door and in the excitement of
what was happening within nerther the man nor
the woman saw or heard nm They were strug

glng The woman was 1n the mans arms her
hair torn down her small hands beating lum m
the face her breath coming mlow ternfied cries
Even as the husband stood there for the fraction
of a second taking 1n the terrible scene the other
man caught the woman s face to lim and hissed
her And then—t happened It was a ternble
fight and when 1t was over the beast lay on the
floor bleeding and dead Gentlemen the Su

preme Arbiter brohe a pipe stem and sent the
husband back 1n time!

111

No one spohe as Tather Charles drew his coat
stll closer about lum  Above the tumult of the
storm another sound came to them—the distant
preremng shriek, of a whistle

The husband dug a grave through the snow
882



HIS FIRST PENITENT

and 1 the frozen earth concluded Tather
Charles and late that afternoon they packed
up 2 bundle and set out together for the settle
ment The storm overtooh them They had
dropped for the last time mnto the snow about to
die n each other s arms when I put my hght in
the window  That 15 all exeept that I hnew
them for several y ears afterward and that the old
happiness returned to them—and more for the
child was born a mmature of 1ts mother Then
they moved to another part of the wilderness and
I to still another So you see gentlemen what
a snow bound tramn may mean for if an old sea
tale a broken pipe stem—

The door at the end of the smoking room
opened suddenly Through 1t there came a cold
blast of the storm a cloud of snow and 2 man
He was bundled m a great bearshin coat and as
he shook out 1its folds s strong ruddy face
smiled cheerfully at those whom he bad mter
rupted

Then suddenly there came 2 change m his
face The merrment went from 1t He stared
at Father Charles

The priest was rising Ius face more tense and
whiter still his hands reachng out to the
stranger

In another moment the stranger had leaped to
Jum—not to shake s hands but to clasp the
priest n his great arms shalmg him and erying
out a strange JOY while for the first time that
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rught the pale face of Father Charles was hghted
up with a red and joyous glow

After several minutes the newcomer released
Father Charles and turned to the others with a
great hearty laugh

Gentlemen he smd  you must pardon me

for interrupting you like this  You will under
stand when I tell you that Father Charles 15 an
old friend of mme the dearest friend I have on
earth and that T havent seen lum for years. I
was his first penrtent!
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