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ALBERTA STAR, CARDSTON, ALTA.

The Rock-Hewn City of Petra

BY HAROLD J. SHEPSTONE

U the Orient and the remains

hoary civilizations stands Petra,
the rock-hewn city, the city so graphi-
cally addressed by the. prophet as ‘“*Thou
that dwellest in the clefts of the rock,
whose habitation is high’’ (Obad. 3),
and referred to in the challenge of the
Psalmist (60:9): ‘“*Who will bring me
into the strong eity? Who will lead me
into Edom?’’ It lies on the northwes;
edge of the great Arabian desert, about

midway between the Gulf of Akabah|teau on which stands Ed-Deir.

and the Dead Sea. Other ruins, such as
Palmyra and Baalbee, show crumbling

NIQUE among the many wonders of primitive peoples of the land.
r': (N }“gh

These
places’’ were the subjects of
many warnings to the children of Israel.
There are other high places in the vicin-
ity of Petra.

Still another interesting ruin is of
the so-called Ed-Deir (the convent), and
18 reached by an hour’s hard climbing
along the ravines and up rock-hewn
staircases, to the mnorthwest of Kasr
Farioun. Passing the striking Tomb ‘of
the Lions, we reach at last the high pla-
It is
nearly 150 feet long and almost as high,
being similar to the Khazneh, having

piles of magnificent architectural monu-|its double rows of six columns each, but

%co':ts, but in Petra, high up among the | widened
r

nountain crags that sentinel it, are tem-

ples, theatres, tombs, and otlier struc-|teau there are several places of sacrifice

tures, strong and indestructible, stand-
ing almost as perfect as when they were
chiseled out of the living rock of which
they still form.a part.

These ruing (if ruins they may be call- | was probably the capital of Edom.
ad) challenge admiration by the variety | first mention is in sacred history in IL. |

of styles they embody, showing, in the

most ancient creations, early native art
intermixed with KEgyptian, and in the
later Roman architecture; and by ‘the

exquisite hues of the sandstone from
which they were, hewn,
the prevailing purplish-red of the moun-
tains and cliffs to the delicate pink and
roge color of some strata, and the white,
erimson, yellow and blue-ribboned veins
in other places, rivaling the softness of
the plumage of birds or the pe
flowers.

Petra, 8o long inaccessible because of

varying from

tals of

~

ts remoteness and the danger from rov-
now be reached by
ride westward toward tl
I21 Maan, a station on the
Prof. Gustatl
German

ing Bedouins, may

a s8ix.hours’
Arabah from
Mecca railroad.

director of the Archeological

|
|

Dalman, |

Kehool of Jerusalem and the author of |

a monumental. work on Petra, has_just

paid another visit to this scene of his|

fermer explorations, in which he was

sceompanied by photographers of the
American colony in Jerusaleni, who se-
ecured a number of phofographs of these
majestic ruins, some of the most striking

of which 'we here teproduce for our
readers.

Petra, nestling amid its precipices and
eliffs almost in the shadow of Mount

Hor, called by the natives Jebel Harun
(Aaron) from the tradition that it was
kere on the top of the mount that Aaron

died, is approachable only from the east |

mrough a deep and narrow defile which
the little stream of the Wady Musa has
cut for itself in the red

in past ages

andstone. The gorge opens in one place |

te about two miles in width for a dis-
tance of about a mile, and here, pro-
tected by mountains and preeipices on
every side, this remarkable town lay
gecure from attack from without. -1t
was its impregnable position and its be-

ing on the great caravan route to the|

Red Sea from the north that gave

it |

the importance it had as a trade depot |

and stopping place.
weneath a grand arched portal at the
mouth of thé Sik (as the deep ravine

The approach was |

: , . \ i
is called), some remains of the portal

being still visible. It takes half an hour
to follow the windings of the narrow
path along the dark ravine, which is
enly from ten to twenty feet wide,
threading the course of the oleander-

fringed stream bed: until one emerges |

into the small opensvalley.
rated sandstone roeks!rise precipitately
on either side to the height of from 100

to 165 feet, almost shutting out the
light of day. One of our views shows
the entrance to the Sik. Another 1s

taken about twenty minutes in from the
opening, giving a good idea of the nar-
réwness of the defile and the precipit-
susness of the rock walls, while beyond,
where the gorge widens a little, are seen
the sculptured columns of the magnifi-
cont so-called Khaznet el Farioun (the
Treasury of Pharaoh), although ~it is
one of the latest of the rock-hewri monu-
ments of Petra, being attributed to the
Imperor Hadrian, who visited the place
in A.Jd. 131 and erected here a temple
to Isis. Another photograph shows this
imposing strueture, which is justly re-
garded as one of the wonders of the
liast. The rock wall from which it is

hewn is here in exquisite rose pink. The |

imposing facade shows two Trows each

of six majestic columns, one row above

the other, with niches in which are rock-

The varie- |

hewn equestrian and other statues, the
whole terminating above in a miniature

temple ecrowned by a huge urn,

the en-|

tire height being about 65 feet. Within |

A short distance beyond one emerges
into the mountain-guarded valley 1in
which the ecity lay, mounds of debris

warking the sites of the former homes | ¢1.0. Greek

of the Pertans, the population in the

is a bare lofty room and some chambers.

by corner-pilasters on both

sides and on both storeys. On this pla-

of

and a fine view Mount Hor
southwest.

The early history of Petra is hidden
in the mists of remote antiquity. It|

[ts |

to the

Kings, 14:7, which records its conquest |

by Anmziah in the ninth century B.C.|in, with rueful emphasis. ‘‘’Specially | ¢ the time jollyin’ her up, and talkin’
From Is., 16:1, we learn that it was then, tfaro! Me? 1’d rather play faro than eat, | 2P0 the trip ’l"‘.""", plannin’ to take
about 700 B.C., held by Moab. It is|spife o’ me knowin’ what little chance |Pack to her old home in Alabama when
evidently  referred to in several pro-|a feller has to beat the game; I just go |® gets well. That's ‘."h;" [ call the
phetiec denunciations whose fulfilment |on plavin’, all the time hopin’ I'm goin real article in the way of nerve; it ain’t
has been mosgt literal. About 300 B.C.{to beat it.’’ every man that can put up such a bluff
it had come into possession of the war- | I'hat what feeds us gamblers,’” |48 that. I know I couldn’t, if it was|
like Nabataenans, descendants of” Ne-jthe case-keeper whimsically joined in, |y Wiie. and I ecan bet a whole month’s |
baioth, the eldest son of. Ishmael, who |‘‘ What is it the poet says about hope |PAY on the turn of the (‘,'i:‘.‘l without bat-
made it for their capital, and it was|springin’ eternal in the human breast?|tn eyve, win or lose.

known to the Grecks as Petra. Strabo,|If it wasn’t for that, we’d have to turn| ‘‘Gamblin’ nerve ain’t the only kind

His tonme evinced but little interest
in the subject of his inquiry; his man-
ner was that of one who, inspired in a
moment of idleness by a bit of idle
curiosity, asks an inconsequential ques
tion, "L'he scene was one of somnolent
restfulness, wherein a mere
of men sprawled in their chairs, some
dozing, some sound asleep. Only the low
hum of voices coming from the little

handful \

intervals by a clinking of glasses at|

the bar, and the lazy intermittent Whirr | i1y agreed. ‘“ He’s his own worst enemy,
of the roulette wheel, arose in evidence | ayery rattle out of the box.

that any remained awake.

“‘Reckon the old fellow isn’t dead, is
he?’’ George concluded.

““T reckon he aint,”” responded Hank,
in the tone of one who knew. His wife
ig sick; that’s all.”’

Apparently satisfied, George turned
back the game and drew two cards
from the box, took a bet of one of the |

4
Lo

|

| t
he had nerve enough he might make a
}

| 1
| more than 1’ve ever done, and I get my

|tened to intervene,
group at the faro table, broken at long| men than him,’’

| fool that-a-way, he’s got a heart in the

0 bet his money, just pikes it off; if

<illin’ some time.’’
““With you dealin’ to him?’’ one of
he players gibed, in good humor, ‘‘It’s

money out to a fare-you-well,”’
““Alabam is all right, if he does fool
¢ got,
his money away,’’ the case-keeper has-
: Y d I
““The’re heap worse
““Yes, you bet there are!’’ Hank hear-

If he is a

right place. My wife says it makes her

want to. cry every time she sees him

and his wife together, they think such |taking him by the arm. |

'a lot of one another; she says it’s the |

saddest thing she ever saw.’’
““‘ILiast turn, boys; four for one
you eall it,”” George mechanically re-

: minded 4he players. ‘“*Does he know
players, who had lost in the turn, and | y g s P .
i “'( balomateis S K alSa (she’s goin’ to die? he asked Hank
al ( 3 be ( 3 ( o | ?
paid o nging to 5 over his shoulder,

“‘T knew it must be sickness or
death,’”’ he answered. ‘“}e’s a shore en-

Jut. the latter waited, reserving his |

| ““*She

if |

merely a bit of that worthless flotsam
of the frontier which drifted and ed-
died about the saloons and gambling
tables as moths about the candle. But a
close observer would have seen also an
air of refinement which marked him as
of a different origin from the others in
the place.

““Hello, « Alabam!’’ Hank cheerily
greeted him, as he came to a stand be-
side his chair. ““Your wife any better
today?’’

e made no answer, seeming mnot to
have heard; his face was filled with a |
look of dazed incomprehension. |

““Your wife any better today?’’ Hank |
repeated his question, reaching out and

‘“No,”” he now absently responded.!
is no better.”’

Then a spasm as of pain shot.across
his face, as he dropped quivering into a
chair by the table. ‘‘Why, Hank, have-
n’t you heard? She is dead!’’ he quav-

you aref?
of you

S erm————

I wouldn’t have thought it

119

Hank gazed at George in despair; he

was at his wit’s end.

““Why not let him play?’’ George
leaned forward to whisper. ‘‘Let aim
lose his five dollars, and then you’ll be

able to handle him,’’

‘‘Better ¢han that,”” Hank whispered
back, his face brightening with a new
idea, ‘‘you change places with me, and
let me deal to him,”’

¢ All right, old fellow,”” he went on,
turning a smiling face to Alabam;
‘“‘reckon we’ll have to let you try us
a whirl, you are so set on it., We ain’¢
goin’ to bar out an old-timer like you—
not much. Get your money out; 1’m
goin’ to deal to you myself.’”’

““You boys are barred, till the old
man gets through playin’,”’ he whisper-
ed to two players, as he walked around
to the dealer’s seat.

““What for?’’ one of them sullenly de-

answer till George had made the turn

ough faro-fiend, if there ever was one; J
and settled with the players.

it’s the first time in ten years that he’s

failed to come in and drop some of his| ‘‘Yes, he knows it,”’ he said then,
week’s pay.’’ as George began shuffling the eards for
““He ain’t the only ome,”’ Hank ob- |another deal, ‘‘though you wouldn’t |
jected, as George fluttered the cards. [think so, my wife says, from the cheer-
““You bet he aint,”’ one of the play- | ful front he puts up. She says she knows
ers agreed. ‘‘Gamblin’ shore does get f“-\ heart is Just .}fr““!\'”'_,’ the way he
a holt that-a-way on lots o’ men.”’ looks when his wife can’t see his face.
‘41t ghore '|fu-,:,” the other ?el:l.\'t'l‘ put But he’s bright as a ericket with her,

all

EL KHAZNEH EL FARIOUN (THE TREASURY OF ‘PHAROAH) PETRA

This is in some respects the most remarkable of the beautiful temples and tombs of Petra, the rock-hewn capital of

Edom, and later of
as Damascus.

unmns.

the Nabataeans whose king, Aretas, mentioned in 2
This monument of antiquity is thought to be the work of the Romans, being attributed by some
to the Emperor Hadrian who visited the place in A.D. 131
vast monolith was cut is a delicate rose pink.
It terminates in a miniature temple crowned by a huge urn said o contain treasures of Pharoal.

2 Cor. 11: 32, extended his eonquests as far

The color f the sandstone rock from which this
The imposing facade shows two rows éach of six majestic col-
The

angle at” which the photograph was taken well shows how the temple was cut from the rock.

traveler and’ historian, des-
cribes it at the end of the last century

from - forty to eighty ““'““‘”.M souls. | (witer. in the first century of our era.
The rock-hewn struetures chiseled in |, A D, 60, Aretas IV., King of Petra,

the precipitous cliffs on every side were

publie buildings and tombs rather than |and is referred to by St. Paul in I1. Cor.

dwellings.  Just on the left, as the val-
ley is entered, is the vast rock-cut thea-
tre in semi-circular form, capable of

holding 3,000 spectators. Here the
workmanship is Greek. ~ There are

thirty-three tiers of seats. In this local:
ty are some of the oldest tombs, inelud-
ing detached pylons. Many of the old-

tombs were eut away when the thea-
Lie

nles of many styles and dimensions, with
wany niches for votive offerings.

the mountain side, and others high up
the ecliffs, with stairways cut in the
rock to reach them. While most of them
stand,out eonspicuously, others are hid-

in

Thev | ++ > . .
They | lven its very existence and site were

v at all elevations, many low down on |

!

|

|
|
|
|

vas hewn out of the mountain side. |

had extended his conquests to Damascus

11:32. In 105 A.D., in the reign of Tra-
jan, it passed under Roman rule. Ee-
clesiastical historians in about the

fourth century mention it as a Christian
metropolis.

| players agreed.
tand a

[t continued populous and |
| prosperous as a trade depot™until about

the beginning of the fourth century,|

when the caravan routesg from.the-north,

which had for so pany centuries led |
past its arched poftal to the Red Sea, |

Standing in this small open “"““-\'f\\'urv diverted to the Persian Gulf. After
one sees the facades of tombs and tem-| .o 4 19 idly declined, and it is not

heard of again until about. A.D. 536.

forgotten, until it was visited and iden-
tified by Seetzen in 1807, and explored
and deseribed by Burckhardt in 1812
the latter gaining access to it, as he also
did to Mecea, in the disguise of a Mos

den in the mountain recesses and lateral |, pilgrim,

vallevs.e How eloquent are these gilent
pyvlons and obelisks of Edom and Egypt,
and these columns and_ capitals of
Greece and Rome! What diverse peo-
ples these tombs have looked down upon
when living and given sepulture to
when dead. And how many different
religionsg have been ruprcsvnt(-“. by min-
istering priests at these shrines!

On the opposite side of the valley to
the west stand the remains of a mason-
ry edifice called by the natives Kasr
Farioun  (the Castle of Pharoah). It
was a Roman heathen temple.

Behind the Kasr Farioun, a rock-cut
staircase leads up the rugged hill of the
Acropolis to the Place of Sacrifice, with
its altars, pool, and eourt, all hewn out
of the living rock. This was a typical
holy place, or ‘‘high place,’’ of the

A KNAVE OF HEART
(By Bourdon Wilson)

I‘ AST turn, boys!
14 wvou ecall it.”’

" The tapering fingers of ¢ Ghn-
tloman’’ George came to rest upon the

Four for one, if

nickeled deal-box between his hands
as he made this announcement, and

his eyes went inquiringly to the faces
of the two players seated at one end
of the table.

¢“Say, Hank, what’s happened to old
Alabam, you reckon?’’ he went on in
the next breath. ‘‘He hasn’t been
around for two or three weeks. Must
be sick or somethin’y ¥ never knew him
to pass up faro that long before.”’

| Brought her out for her health, hopin’ |

|the-war kind you read about. But I rec
{kon 8

; fthe boys.”’
city’s palmy days being estimated at|p a9 also did Pliny, the Roman |

of nmerve there is,”” one of the players
sagely observed.

¢‘Maybe he is all right,”’

out and go to work same as the rest o’

He knew the fascination of the game George ten-

too well to fear that his frankness would | tatively assented, ‘‘but just the same
cause either. of his hearers to gamble |l can’t take mueh stoek in him. A
any the less. man that thinks all o’ that of his wife

“¢1 reckon that’s right,”’ one of the ought to have the nerve to save his

money for her I say, and not gamble it
oftf the way I vreckon we’ll all
ip in and raise a pot to bury

““Marker goes for two

half,”’ he -added, placing an ob

long bit of ivory on the queen, as the
g A

he does.

{ have to ¢h

dealer carefully replaced the cards in her when she dies.”’

the box. ‘ ‘“I'm ready,’’ volunteered the case-
George nadded understandine. then |joq per. ‘‘It’s no more than he’d do for

turned to HAnk again, ‘““I didn’t know | yny of 'us, or anybody else in trouble.

i)

he had a wife.”’
¢‘Shore he has,”’ Hank responded.
““That’s how he comes to be in Arizona.

That’s-just his style.

|  ““You're mighty right abount that!’’
| Hank execlaimed. ‘‘He’s never gambled
all his off, the’s many a poor
the elimate would care her up. My wife | hunery devil that's got a meal out of
knows her; she says 'she 's the nicest old | it. : [ know ,::ll.S: \\:h.‘lt I'm shoutin’
lady she ever knew, a regular old-fash-|ahout: he staked me when I first hit
ioneg aristocrat—one o’ those before-|this man’s town. I was broke and hun
ary, and down en my luck in general.
[t wasn’'t much that he did for me, but
it was enough to me up on my f
again.’’
¢“That’s all right,”’ George hastened
to admit. ‘“I just don’t like a piker. A

noney

he’s ’'mdst all in, from what my
wife savs. She’s been going over and
#ttin’ up with her nearly every night.|
for a month, and she says she’s faikin’
mighty fast.”’

4 Goin’ to die, i1s she-"’

set reet

; man that can’t win ought to have

““Yes,”” replied Hank. ‘‘It’ll be hard |genge enough to keep out of the game.

lines on poor old Alabam, too;-he’lli And a man that don’t protect his own
oo to the devil mighty ‘pronto’ when|____»? -

she’s gone, from wlat my wife says. ¢¢8h-h-h,’’ eame in a warning whis-

She’s all that’s held him up from booze-
fightin’, and all the rest.’’

“‘She couldn’t keep him from gamb
lin’, though?’’ George laughed.

€¢I reckon not,’’ answered Hank. ¢‘It
looks like, they sort of compromise on
that; he always goes straight home with
his wages, every pay-day, and gives her
half before comin’ down here. That's
how they’ve managed to live; he’s never
made a single winnin’, that I know of."’

““How could he, '‘the system ‘he
plays?’’ George rejoined. ‘‘He’s afraid

per from Hank, who was faeing the
door. ‘“Shut up! There he comes now.’

A dead silence followed his words, as
all turned their eyes upon the man be-
hind whom the swinging doors of the
place at that moment were closing. A
careless observer would have seen only
that he was well past middle age, judg-
ing by the gray of his hair and beard,
and a general appearance of feebleness;
and from his clothing, which was patch-
ed and aforn, and an all-pervading air
of dilapidation, have set him down as

~

)

|ered, his voice breaking piteously, in |manded. ‘‘What’s the matter with my
spite of the effort he made to hold it “””"','."f [t’s as good as his’n, I reck-
|even,  ‘‘Oh, my God, what am I to do |90

| without her! Hank, she was all the | Hank’s eyes flashed wickedly, and his

| world to me; she was all that T had to | hand dropped to the butt of the revolver
|live for; I wish I could die, too.”’ |lying in the open drawer béneath the

““Oh, you mustn’t feel that-a-way, | table. ‘“You heard my talk!’’ he snap
old pardner!’’ Hank responded, his|Ped, fixing the other with an unwavering

gaze. ‘‘You are barred till I say when,
Now shut up, or get out.””’
An ugly blue barrel darted up beside

the deal-box, at sight of whieh the other

| voice ecoming deep and tremulous with
sympathy, as he leaned forward and laid
a hand upon his sbhoulder, ‘“You have

|lots o’ friends to live for; that’s some-

thin’. When—when did she go?’’ promptly subsided.

A mist of tears swept into Alabam’s Alabam shook and quivered as with
faded blue eyes, and his mouth quivered palsy, “as he drew his lone gold coin
with emotion; all his barriers of reserve |frdm I ““On the high card!”’

went down beneath Hank’s compassion- | he anavered, tossing it upon the table.
ate air. ‘* About an hour ago,’’ he sob- | ‘Put it wher will get quick aetiom;
bed. ‘‘And Hank, she knew me right [ can’t lose
fto the end,’’ he “hastened on, his tone George, now perched in the lockout’s
one of mingled grief and joy. ‘‘She was | 5€at, suppress: d a smile ps his watehful
alking to me when the end came; poo s detected Hank steal a peep at the
little wife, she knew she was dying! r¢s in the box; a queen was in posi-
‘Johnny, dear husband,’ she said 1t the | tion to lose] a four to win, which meant
last, ‘the good Lord has ealled me to|disaster to Alabam. Then, swifter than
leave you now, and I must go; 1 have rht, Hank'’s s ple fingers moved, and
been happy with you, Johnny; you |2 miracle was performed; instead cf the
have been a good. husband to me, you |4ueen, the four was drawn swiftly from
Lave done the best you eould. There is|the box, leaving the queen to be the
1ie thing more that I want you to do|? nning card.
for,. me; I want you to take me back ““What did I tell you?’’ Alabam crow-
o dear old Alabama; I want to be laid |ed. “‘I knew the Lord was with me!
to rest under the cedars in the little |1 knew I would win! Let it a¥l go as it
family burying-ground by my mother,|lies.”” His teeth were chaitering with
vhere you and 1 used to wander in our |the excitement of it.
happy sweetheart days. Will you prom-| Again Hank drew cards from the box,
se “«» do it, Johnny?’ Oh, Hank, what |and again Alabam won. And again and
could I say to that?, I——"’ again, the stake each time doubling. :
““You promised her, of course,”” Hank |at last growing into a lv(’:llh ‘v»f] :_r:iul‘”;((l)
interrupted. large as to arrest the attention of the
Tears started afresh from Alabam’s|proprietor. In answer to his frown of
eyes. ‘“Yes, I did,’’ he sobbed. ‘*Hank, | angry inquiry, Hank beckoned to him.
I would have promised her anything in ““It’s all right,’”” he whispered in his
the world! I just had time to say the |ear; ‘‘I know what I’m doin’. Charge

words' when death came, and the smile|it
it brought to her dear face is there yet And hi :
g ‘ ¢ S there yet. And his emplover, bew red | -
But ank, I couldn’t see how 1 w: P M Ployer, bewildered but mel
b SR, C gee now a8 | lified, passed on.
going to keep my promise; I knew it Alabam’s excitement had increased in
would cost *‘money ake her, | nror it Ty Vi
| we ‘!‘Iulv '41' l:ut of lh"h. 4 T_“'”T '.}‘f h proportion with his winnings; though
and all T had in the world was five dol- | ig heart was poundine the blood inte
lars. It nearly drove me ecrazy, Hank;!Lis sars with a roar 1":-1? deafened him
but kneeling there by her side, holding | jig was chastly white. and *w;t(h,
‘ : b 2 - | wds gnastiy viltie, and 1 1ten-
her poor dead hand in mine, I prayed | ino and uncontrol
: . = v, ng a 4 unco Ji.
the good Lord to belp me—Yes, I did,| He had sl low down in his chair
| 11, 5 L € ot Yo " : - ety o ¢ .. Sily
Hank; the first prayer I’ve pra:»ed_m his e¢hin sunk on his breast: his brain
many a year; I prayed with all the fer- | was fast clouding. One glance from a
| vor of my being, and the Lord answered physician.-a: B

up to me, all that he wins.’’

%
face
jerking in
pped

ismodie

and-he 7} e

me, plainly as I, am talking to you | pounced ,,“"‘l'i;(.h,i.(;:f,(:,lj]]f l(l‘l,]‘]‘l f::t g g

Hank. He told me to come down here “0Oh,; Lord V 1 , “|“ .

and win the, money playing faro; and ey SIOINy . WONS e back on me

that is why I have come.’’ s %"‘ prayed, his W{”':IS coming
George moved uneasily in his chair, mumbled and scarcely audible. “‘Géve

me just one more turn, Lord, and I will

and a muttered oath escaped his lips; i : .
have enough. It is not for myself that

his feeling was that of the devil upon

. , | I want the sv: it is 5
| whom holy water has been sprinkled. | : ;il{‘}iL \mr»n-l_\. 1t 17 for _““ dear
| 3 1 Z00( v y ave s 3
I'he case-keeper and the two players sat |} =~ - 1(1 . ‘]‘"t :ave takem from me.
. e ” g ! es 0rd, > o T 1
|staring at Alabam in’silent, open-mouth- O Vot I e M I s 810
more—turn.

ed wonder. : »
| “‘No, no, old pardner, you mustn’t| " " WY .S broken whis-
{do any gamblin’ now!’’ the dealer ob- . H ”l‘m!}‘hlh b gpee Pt
o . : . |saw Hank sw

| jected, his voice coming in husky eroaks. | ink swiftly draw a card from the
| . | box, saw him reach into the drawer and

His voice died

‘““You keep the money You’ve been | 4
Fiy . sl ; |again double the hes: f
buckin’ this game for ten years, and g uble the heap of gold on the

table, then he slid limply from his chair
to the floor.

‘‘Heart failure! Too much excite-
ment!’’ announced the hastily summon-
|ed man of medicine. ‘‘I ean’t do amy-
thing, boyvs; he’s dead.’”’ 8

| you’ve never quit winner yet; you c¢an’t
win.

““Oh, yes I can—now!’’ Alabam ex-|
claimed, his face lighting up with the
| glow of faith. ‘‘I know I never have
won; as vou say, 1’ve bucked this game
|ever since I came to Arizona, hoping| .,
some day to make a winning big enough |
to take—to take her to Europe, where
there are doetors who could have cured
her, but I never once thought to ask the’;
Lord to help me.

Hank was gazing gloomily at George.
[ reckon that puts it up to me to take
a trip to Alabama,’’ he frowned. ¢‘I
|ean’t afford to lose the time either.’’

[’'ve done that now, |

|though, and He has told me that I shall | THE DREAMER
|win. ‘Whky, Hank, I couldn’t lose now, |

130 T ania 1o tre "|Scorn not the dreamer, ye who strive
\ ’ v Vi . In busy marts the goal to win;

| George’s eyes met Hank’s for an in-|p,° “T]‘ e l\ _"\\]‘].'“ ‘l“:‘l‘ e b

|stant, and he significantly tapped his| ™™ e A - o S

forehead i And other gates shall enter in.
Hastily scrambling down from his|

T In touch with nature’s mysteries,
seat, Hank placed his arm around the | .

] _ ; | His is the heart that understands;
{old man’s shoulder, - Lome on with me |{pg paint the picture that he sees

\and go home, Alabam,’’ he said in gentle| Hijg are the artist’s skilful hands.
command. ‘‘You don’t have to gamble

|to get the money you need; the Lord|Like that far dreamer of Judea,
'didn’t mean it that-a-way. He meant Who, true of heart and wise of brain,
{that I was goin’ to pass the hat around | Was made Egyptian Pharaoh’s seer
|amongst the bovs tonight. That’s what | And saved the King’s domain.

H am goin’ to do; I’ll raise all you’ll

| need. Come on_ now, and go back | Up from the River crept the lean,
home.”’ | Long years across the desert sand;

- 3 tBehold, the Dreamer, rose serene

‘“No, no, Hanky I can’t take that y the VIar, Toge serene

kind of money!’’ Alabam hastily refus- | And-fod-the-famished land!
ed. “‘I ean’t except charity; you ought g4 -to the Seer the power is given,
to know me better than that. She would-| Angd time fulfills the vision dim:
n’t-let me do it, if she were here to 8ay. | The Sun and Moon and Stars eleven
Poor little wife! She and ¥ Rave had Bow down and worship him!

some mighty hard times since we mar-| __M. E. Buhler. in Outlook \'I'N'lzina.
ried, Hank, for I’ve never been a money | : e : BRI S
maker, but we’ve never yet taken a cent
|of charity, and I know she wouldn’t let |
[ me begin it now.’’

| THE REPORTER’S ENVOY
¢“Oh, say! That’s all &——d foolish-

: s ! | When earth’s last paper is printed, and
! Hank growled from deep '

ness! down | the form and are cold
in his throat. ¢‘Of course you can take |\When the newest scandal is-ancient, :{nd’
it, vou can take anything the boys want the latest extra is sold

to give vou; you've staked many a one |Wa shall 1

|

"= & ®

08 he metal

8 i : : - loaf—and, Lord, how we need
of them in your time; it won’t be char- | itl—with nothine at all to do
(ity;-comin™from them. Till the boss of the perfect paper shall
i But Alabam shook his head. ‘‘No,’"| call us to work anew.

he persisged, ‘‘she wouldn’t let me take | And then we shall work as we’d like to,

it, Hank, and that settles it. I am not| each on his own machine;
going to do anything now that she [And the truth shall be in our ¢epy and
| wouldn't let me do if she were still nothingshall intervene;
with me.?”’ | We shall : ] . 1 :
e § , 1 1.+ | We shall write. real stories abo > —
‘But you don’t know what she’d let B '” 7‘1‘ T A Ous. thom
& . . | cogar and nuionalre—
veu do,”’ Hank objected.’ ‘‘Look a 1]‘”_ g o PR Yll it
: % e . 3 & »ditor keen and fearless, a pa-
here, old fellow, you ain’t vourself to-| °r 20 BGIOF SO0H ARG Leatickh &
Wi ’ A v : i per that’s on the sguare.
day; you’re all wrought up and shot to | o | MR
J I . We shall work in a rush and a hurry,

pieces by what’s happened; you ain’t
fit to do any gamblin’, or anything else. But
You just come on and go ] ),

for that is the goodly Game, ;
we shall not dig in the gutter for
stories of filth and shame:
the copy-readers above us
leave our ‘‘features’’ alone,
And the stories that fill the columns we
shall reeognize as our own!

baek hom
and stay with—stay with your wife. ['ll
attend to everything for you; I’ll lend|
you the money out of my own pocket, |
if that’ll make you feel any better about
takin’ it. You can give me your note
for 1k ! '

¢‘Now, Hank, you can’t fonl me that
way!’’ Alabam half:angrily esjoined.
‘‘My note wouldn’t be worth anything,
and you know it; I never would be able
to pay it. I’m going to win the money;
the good Lord is going to let me win;
He has told me so. You are trying to
bar me from the game, just because 1’ve
told you about it; and after I’ve played
here ten years, all the time losing. Hank,

is that the kind of a tin-horn gambler

And shall

|We shall have no fool assignments, no
cruel missions of pain,

To torture the broken-hearted or black-
en the sinner’s staing

We shall scoop and be scooped a-plenty,

we shall love the flurry and noise,

shall fight with the business office

and fuss with the eopy-boys;

each of us shall be human, and each

of us shall be free

To write the thing as he sees it for the
Paper That Ought to Be.

We

But




