
The Girl of the Golden Gate

of a thoroughbred. The jaw was that of the
natural fighter, not heavy and jowly, but cut
in a sharp, straight line from the hinge to the
point, ^ny wrinkles in the outer comers of
the eyelids, which come from facing long dis-
tances on sea or land, kept forming and reform-
ing as his gray eyes wandered idly over the
heads of the crowd. It is thus that the tribes of
tne earth's big spaces are marked.
Several times he pushed his sm^U gray felt

1, ^^^?J/^«°^
^^ l>row and then as absently

puUed It down again. When he did this one saw
the seam of a jagged scar, still pink from recent
healmg, which traversed the left temple and
disappeared in the dark-brown hair over the
ear. Although the forelock and the temples
were qmte gray, he was not more than thirty-
five years old.

His blue serge suit fitted well and the trim-
ness of his setting-up—his whole bearing, in
fact—spoke of one of military training. Per-
haps It was this suggestion of the soldier that
made the Sikhs turn and look back at him as
they passed out on The Bund. Yet it was not
as a soldier that the port of Yokohama knew
bun, but by the name of Whitridge and as the
captain of the sorriest-looking piece of sea grist
that had ever made Tokyo Bay. A brute of


