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CHAPTER I

Not even snow is as white as these great masses of

congealed foam floating in a deep blue sky, six thou-
sand feet above the sea. and yet somewhere out of

this deep cool infinity flamed a sun that searched the
mesa until it blistered and cracked. The alkali plain

quivered and buret into spirals of heat that were
visible to the eye. A cloud of dust hung like white
smoke above the fiery trail over which a band of
Indian police was slowly and painfully crawlinp
This dust is very penetrating and very irritat:

The reins hung limp on the ponies' necks and the.

heads swung low as though they kwked for a place to

sink down.

As far as the eye could see you would have known
that they were Indians. The uniform furnished
them by the government is a dark purplish blue with
a red piping down the trousers. It's a plain affair,

but each Indian wears it with a difference and adds a
decorative touch that is his own, and that is always
pictorial and Indian. One had encircled his broad-
brimmed black hat with a wide purple ribbon, lapped
by a narrow pink ribbon. A yellow neckerchief
rested on his green silk shirt, and about his waist was
a sash braided of many colored worsteds, and, strange
to say, the result was pleasing if rather brilliant.

3
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4 THE SILKNT CALL

Anolhcr had a pink feather apfjarently plucked from
the tail of the domestic duster lic<J kx>acly to his hat
which lent to the changing airs a graceful note of
cok>r. Some wore cowlxiy boots, yellow and clalx)-
rately stitched in fancy designs, others adhered to the
ever beautiful moccasins. Most of them wore brown
or drab cowboy hats, but made them their own by
beautifully beaded hat-bands. Her« and there
gleamed gauntlets heavy with a stif! beaded deer
which seemed trying to jump away from the cuffs,
but coukln't because it was so obviously and eternally
stiff and beaded. Some hac' beaded sleeve bands
and all sported guns hung in holsters elaborately out-
lined in brass. No one wore a coat except a UU
elderly man with glasses who, in spite of the torture
felt that his out-of-date captain's uniform enhanced
nis straight unbending dignity.

The poUce had no prisoner in charge, nor even
an an of expectancy, or remote or possible interest.
Horse and man were as near sleep as it was possibk;
to be in the quivering heat. The pack animab were
loaded with surveyors' instruments, and there was
evidently nothing more warlike or strenuous on foot
than to creep across the table-land and reach the
Agency. To the close observer even at a distance
there was a difference in the figures as they straggled
through the sage-brush. The man who rode behind
was weU set up and sat his horse like a cavalryman
He wore khaki that fitted well his close mit and
athletic figure, and he carried the suggestion of au
thonty. lie was the chief of Indian police. "Cal-

Ni"/:/^; .z':s'':^7Wff^
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thorpc," as he called himself, hadn't xplaincfl him-
self and nothing had as yet explained him. He had
been from the first a mild mystery to his neiKhlwrs,
in a country where neighlxjrs were few and far be-
tween, and as he had a gift for silence, and it did not
apjxjar to be any one's business in particular to un
ravel him, a task which might, tcx), involve risk as
well as trouble, he ha<l rcmaine<l a mystery. Oscar
Wilde once expressed great astonishment at finding
a miner in Lcadville reading Darwin's "Origin of
Species," but in this Western country one ought to
be surprised at nothing.

On ckwcr observation, there was a certain resem-
blance between the 'vader and his men. He might
have been one of tr r\ with his swarthy skin and
coarse black hair, but that p startling pair of frank
blue eyes flashed out from their dark surroundings.
They were friendly eyes set in a strong, immobile
face. He glanced at his companions, at the burning
plateau, then at his companions again.

•'And they expect the hunter and warrior to ti m
farmer in a country like this," he thought. A homed
toad startled by the intrusion darted across the trail

from the shelter of one sage-brush to another—"In a
country that raises sage-brush, homed toads, and
hell," and he laughed softly to himself. "The In
dian only gets the land the white man wouldn't
have." Then his eyes fell on the pack mules, and
again the blue eyes glean.. I with amusement. "And
sometimes valuable minera. . are found on land the
white man refused, and then he wants even the God-

SaWKKXa'TSE''^??^-



6 THE SILENT CALL

forsaken remnant he proiuised by solemn treat}

never to take from the red man and his children's
children." "God-forsaken" was a stock phrase for
that country and Calthorpe reflected, "And it is the
last word in desolation, the last word, but / like it.

Yes, I like it." And he was amused with himself.
He didn't understand it or try to, but something in

him responded to the crimson and yellow glory of
the cactus flower, the purple of the thistle, the dull
red of the "Indian's paintbrush," or, as the mountain
children call them, "bloody noses." He knew a
secret joy when the pale greens of the sage-brush and
greasewood, and the live shimmer of the scrub oak
were relieved by the larkspur, wild roses, the white
columbine and sago lillies, and the flashing black
and white of the magpie's wing, and somehow he
knew that these things were more appealing because
set in wide spaces and in sihnce and desolation.
By cliance or tele;>athy something like this was

passing through the mind of another, a man in mid-
dle life who sat in front of a tent pitched on the bank
of a clear mountain s^-eam that separated the Agency
from the rest of the Reservation. He was a big
framed man, stoop shouldered, with the face of a
scholar and a saint. His clothes hung loosely on
him, and he sat as though it would be an exertion for
him to rise. Near by was the blasted trunk of a
hollow tree. It had been fired by the cigarette of
some careless smoker, and it was afire within and
smouldering. A look at the man's pensive eyes
showed that he too was afire within and smouldering.
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"Fine boy, strange boy," he mused. Then he
caught the vibration of the thought of the young chief
of police who was riding toward him on the dusty
trail.

"Some sins," he thought, "are magnificent. Mil-
ton's villain is superb, but"—and his eyes rested
on the rather pretty cottage of the agent nestling in a
grove of trees below—"small sins are really inexcus-
able." Rather an unusual reflection for a clergy-
man, who ought surely to be irreconcilable to sin in
any form. But then he was unusual, the Rev. Dr.
John McCloud. "We send these wild children to
our great cities, and show them how hopeless it would
be to resist our countless millions, but we never show
them righteousness. We only make the Indian hope-
less. And who of the countless millions knows or
cares what happens to this bewildered anachronism,
this forlorn child of a day that is gone ? With really
generous and noble purposes we hand him over to
the spoiler, and so a great people becomes particeps
criminis in petty larcenies and other pitiful and
ignoble wrongs. I wish I could awaken our people
to their privileges, their divine opportunities—not so
much for the sake of the Indian, but for our own
sakes." And he coughed and sank deeper into his
camp chair. "Why should a great, mighty, en-
lightened people stoop to crush such obviously harm-
less and helpless ones? Is it because they have no
votes, no lobby in Washington, are unorganized, ob-
scure, an. I ignorant ?" And his eyes drooped to the
book open on his lap and rested on these figures:
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"7,000,000 families on a medium wage of $4,6 ayear, and 5,000.000 farmers with an average tacomeo $350 a year. Wl,ich means ,l,at fio.oof.o,^Z
pie must th.nlc before buying a penn; newspaC
that they must save and plan for months to geTa
yearly hohday that sickness means debt or chSy
that thmgs that make for comfort or beauty in ahome are out of the question."
"Yes yes," he reflected, "that is it. Why shouldwe trouble to save the Indian? We are not even

troubled to sav'e our own. At least the Red Manhas the fresh air (he light, the sun," and his m ndwandered back .0 the crowded cities,'with the^r gTntmen, slatternly women, and pallid children
Between this middle-aged man sitting under the

flap of h,s tent and the young man riding aero" the
desert ther« had been from the first, quil, instanta

thZht^r r"''
""derstanding. And now the

fC^u'^ " *",^ r"*"'" '^''"'=''«^ 'he instrument inthe elder man's head "It's very tragic, hersitua

Tl.1 f r I'
"'" '^'' "'""^ "^ f"" significance >

I wonder if he knows his own peril ?"
"She's a fine woman," was the response in theyounger man's consciousness. "I must speak to the

could
"^\^"--

J'''
'"''' "^^ ^"^h P^^^'-O" i Icould but he IS he man; it is his duty. Duty isn'tLadd s strong pomt, but perhaps I can ram it gently

trouble" rTv,'- ,

", "^ ''°^^"'' -'^ ''• '* -" '^^d totrouble, and he looked grim and his teeth set.
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He reined in his horse for a moment to take in the
beauties of the view. His men had already decended
from the mesa into the huge basin that opened out
suddenly at their feet, disclosing a dreary waste that
was beautiful and absolute, for not a dwarfed tree or
a sage-brush or a twig lived there. The wind and
rain had cut and carved the hills and mounds into
strange and sometimes grotesque shapes, and merged
and blended the colored sands, so that they pre-
sented versions of the spectrum, sand rainbows, giv-
ing brilliancy and color to this dead desolation.

_ he Bad Lands were buttressed by a ring of sand-
stone baitlements, twisted, tortured, pock-marked,
broken away here and there in huge masses, weird
and fantastic. Time had painted them the Indian
colors—a dull red at the top blending into a led
yellow, then half-way to the valley the dirty drao of
earth, looking as if it had been polished with sand-
paper, escarped to the plain. He had crossed this
trail many times, but never failed to pause on this
brink to wonder and admire. It was lucky for the
chief of police that just at that moment he raised his
hat to wipe his dripping brow, fc fh- report of a
rifle rang out, and reverberated again and again
among the hills, pockets, and guUies of the Bad
Lands. Instantly every policeman sat erect, un-
slung his rifle from the pommel of his saddle, but
with unanimity that told of unusual discipline, they
turned and waited for their commander's orders.
The latter made a gesture which in the sign language
meant "Wait." The men deployed and waited.
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their eyes sweeping the broken ground before them.

Calthorpe looked at his hat, and laughed as he re-

placed it on his head.

"By Jove," he muttered; "he picked his place.

What a mark I was on this sky-line! Don't know
how he could have missed me!"

When he had rejoined his men in the valley below,

he called to his interpreter:

"Chavanaugh, I think these boys savey my Eng-

lish pretty well by now, but you make sure; explain

it again to them when I am not by. You savey

Wah-na-gi?"

Chavanaugh signified that he did.

"Well, I want some of my men always near her,

pretty close by. Good woman, Wah-na-gi. Pretty

bad men all time round loose. No father, no mother,

Wah-na-gi! No harm come to Wah-na-gi, savey?

Bad come to Wah-na-gi? Well, you kill 'em, kill

'em; anybody; me too! I do wrong, we too. You
savey me?"
Chavanaugh paused for a long while, then wiped

his brow with painful deliberation, and they rode on.
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CHAPTER II

With a whoop and on the run, they dashed into

the water, throwing the spray high into the air, and
the weary animals buried their noses in the stream
and drank so greedily that the water ran out of their

nostrils, the men leaning over and drinking out of
then* hands, and throwing it over their heads and
faces.

"Hello, Calthorpe," joyously called McCloud from
the bank above. "You're late."

Calthorpe made no reply, but having allowed his

horse another gulp, with quirt and spur drove him
through the stream to the further bank.
"Hold my horse, will you?" throwing him the

reins. "And don't let him get back into the stream."
"What in the world are you doing?"
But to this the young man did not trouble to reply,

but tore his clothes off as if they burnt him.
"See here, you can't bathe here at this ford; some

of the women might come this way."
" Well, you stand there and shoo them away."
Ihe other smiled good-humoredly as Calthorpe

lurched down the bank above the ford and slid into
the water with complete abandon.
"Oh, Lord," he sighed, "how heavenly."

II

AOl i". *.'_. ^WS
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Standing Bear "river," except in the spring, was a

"crik." The young man lay where he fell, on a

beautiful clean pebbly bed, with just enough water

to cover him, eyes closed, blissfully inert.

"Bless the chap who invented water," he mur-

mured feebly. "Parson, my throat's lined with

alkali dust ; say a few words for me to fit the occa-

sion, won't you?"
A beautiful smile lit up the pallid face of the

preacher as he said simply: " Bless the Lord, oh my
soul, and forget not all His benefits, who preserveth

thy life from destruction, who crowneth thee with

loving kindness and tender mercy."

"That's it. That's me. Thanks!—I could drink

it dry, this; but I mustn't." Then he managed
energy enough to sourt a mouthful into the air. "If

I put this into my boiler I'd explode. I'm taking it

in through the skin. See the steam ? Now if I had

a 'horse's neck* with cracked ice—oh, a yard long,

and a soup plate full of Maillard's ice cream and the

Savoy Hotel orchestra to play to me, and I could

eat and drink and sleep at the same time—but it's

pretty good as it is."

"We've been expecting you for the last two or

three days." McCloud had descended to the brink

of the stream and was sitting under a willow with a

towel in his hand. "Mr. Ladd's been getting ner-

vous about you."

At the mention of the agent's name the lids of the

young man's eyes dropped half over his eyes in a

peculiar way.
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"Yes? What's up?"
"A powwow over the asphalt lands! all the in-

terests are to be represented. You're just in time.

The agent has been very anxious to see you before it

took place."

The young man sat up with a sudden accession of

life. " Yes, I ought to see the agent before that. All

right, I'm alive again, and as good as new," and he

shook himself and clambered out on the bank, catch-

ing the towel McCloud tossed to him.

"Thanks. This is luxury. One dries by evap-

oration in this climate."

" Mr. Ladd seems to think your report of the high-

est importance in the settlement of this dispute."

"Well, what I don't know now about the asphalt

lands isn't worth knowing. If information is what is

wanted, I'm dripping with it. There!" as he threw
the towel aside, "I'm not clothed, but I'm in my
right mind, and I am a human being once more."
Offering his brawny hand to the older man—" How
is the good doctor, ehr"
"Oh, not complaining, my boy; not complaining."

The other was quick to detect the subtle shade of

over-emphasis, and immediately met it with a jocu-

larity and buoyancy that did not altogether conceal

its anxiety.

"By Jove! Why, you're getting fat. I'U wager
you're gaining every day!" And then realizing

that his tone had not carried complete conviction

with it, he hurriedly began to throw his dusty

clothes on.

isl/^t: .A.j-va^'^tjc-k^rv'.-^'O.v ..t4.t- ^ J.-



14 THE SILENT CALL

"No, my dear fellow," said the clergyman with a

plaintive smile and sinking into the camp chair before

his tent. "No, I'm losing, gradually, but steadily

losing every day."

"Nonsense," laughed the other with a determina-

tion not to be impressed. "Nonsense. Look at m^.

Almost forgotten I ever had a cough. When you've

been here as long as I have "

"You came in time. I'm afraid I came a little

late—just a liitle late." And the smouldering eyes

dreamed of! to the snow-capped mountains in the

distance.

"Better grub, that's all you need, John."

Calthorpe was not a demonstrative man and
McCloud realized the affection that the use of his

first name implied.

"You're coming to live with me. I'll make a new
man of you."

"You?" interjected the other with some surprise.

"You and Big Bill haven't enough room for your-

selves, much less for
"

"No, not at this exact moment, but, as you public

speakers would say, we are on the verge of momen-
tous changes, fellow citizens. Say nothing, look wise,

and wait for the dinner-bell. And when my ship

comes in, why you sit at the captain's table—savey?

Ladd doesn't cater to you."

A shade of annoyance crossed the brow of the

elder man.

"The agent has been exceedingly kind to me since

I've been here."
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"I know," protested Calthorpc. "You brought let-

ters of introduction from the Secretary of War,
and "

"Who was one of my former parishioners, that's

all."

"That's all," mocked the impertinent youngster,

"and other people of influence, social and political,

and you have been ostensibly the agent's honored
guest, but Ladd likes you, John; yes, he likes you,

just about as much as a burglar likes dodging a
search-light. The fact of the matter is that you're

an infernal nuisance around here, and when I get

ready I'll have no difficulty in kidnapping you and
having you all to myself." And the blue eyec laughed
impudently into the obvious disapproval of the grave
eyes opposite.

" You ought not to make me listen to reflections on
my host. By the waj*, he has asked me to preside

at the conference this afternoon."

"Really?" said the other seriously. "What have
^'OK to do with it?"

" That is just it. Presumably a disinterested party

may help along."

"I'm rather sorry."

"Why?"
"Well, they're a rough lot, quick, passionate, not

too scrupulous "

"Why, this is a peace affair, isn't it?"

"Yes," dryly; "so make every son-of-a-gun disarm
before he becomes a part of it."

With this the young man, now dressed, flung into
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his saddle with an alert giuce that spoke favorably

of the regeneration of his bath.

Perhaps the most significant thing about this inter-

view was that neither had spoken of what was upper-

most in the mind of each—Wah-na-gil

"Hello!" exclaimed the chief of police as he settled

in his saddle; "here come McShay and his pals.

Howdy, boys," he shouted down to the three men
who had halted their horses in mid-stream. " By
the way, McShay, I've just had a chat with our

chairman. Perhaps you'd like a word with him be-

fore we confer this afternoon."

"Sure," called back a thick-set man with a meaty

face; "sure, only ain't got nuthin' to say nobody

couldn't hear."

"Well, so long, see you la»er," and Calthorpe

whirled his pinto and shot off to the agency. Pinto

is the local word for piebald. There is taste in horse-

flesh just as much as in neckties or hose, and evi-

dently the owner's taste was a little loud. At all

events, he shared the Indian prejudice in favor of

the calico horse. The Indians regard the pinto as

"good medicine," good luck.

"Glad to see you, Mr. McShay," said the preacher

heartily as the burly figure of McShay disengaged

itself from his saddle in a lumbering way. In the

saddle McShay was at home, but for purposes of

embarking or disembarking, his weight was badly

distributed.

"You know Orson Lee and 'Silent' Smith, don't

you?" said the Irishman.
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"If we had a church over our way these two
scoundrels would be deacons or whatever you call

the fellers that's on the inside of the inside ring, you
can bet on that. They're two of our most influential

citizens. Couldn't pass your wickiup without savin'
hello."

^

The preacher greeted the two awkward cattlemen
and made them feel at ease at once.

** I hope you won't ever pass by my tent. I should
feel hurt if you did. I'm rather lonesome at times
and it's a great pleasure to sec friends. Sit down,
won't you?"
He got another camp stool for McShay, and I.ec

and Smith sat on a decaying log near by. McShay
had already noted that the gaunt figure was a bit

gaunter, so he said with pleased surprise,

"Why, you're lookin' well. Parson—you're lookin'
fine."

Like most active men forced by ill-health to think
too often of themselves, McCloud disliked any allu-
sion to his condition or appearance, but he replied
gently and without irritation,

"Thank you, Mr. McShay, I've nothing to com-
plain of."

"That's good," said the other heartily. "Have
a torch? You needn't hesitate. I smoke 'em my-
self," he added with a laugh, as he oflfered the
preacher a cigar. "Wouldn't throw 'em away on
them longhoms," with a jerk of his head toward
Smith and Lee. "Thov just 's leave smoke al-
falfa."

i».< '-i V
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" No, Mr. McShay. thank you. I used to smoke a
little, very mild cigars, but had to give up even that

dissipation."

"Honest ?" said the other, with an awkward smile,

almost Incredubus. McShay wan built after the bull-

dog style of architecture, and with a physical equip-

ment and adjustment that left such things as ill-health

in the category of objective phenomena, but he I.

a sort of respect for it, as for a form of culture he

didn't and couldn't possess. He had always been a
smoker since he could remember. The only objec-

tion he had to sleep was that no one had yet dis-

covered a method of smoking during sleep. He had
sometimes felt that even this difficulty might be over-

come if he had time to "go after it." McShay was a

man who was in the habit of getting things he "went
after." The fact that he could, t at all measure
the dimensions of the preacher's sacrifice gave him a
painful impression, and he shot a covert but «":ar !

-

Ing look at the other, and then he said with uneasy
gentleness:

"We sure got a superior brand of climate out here,

parson, but you mustn't git discouraged if the im-

provement don't come by special delivery. Takes a
little coaxin' sometimes, you know."
"Oh, I'm sure I am as well here as I should be

anywhere, Mr. McShay."
"Sure," and the cattleman was strangely conscious

of a peculiar feeling in his throat, and he coughed,

spatj sat down, and became unduly busy with his

cigar.

^iissBsamm
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"You know," he said, changing the subject, "it's
some spunky of you to p '*sidc at these festivities
to-day. Parson. Udd says you're goin' to lake the
chair."

"Why, you don't imagine there will be any trouble,
do you?" said McCloud lightly.

"No, don't know as there will. You bein* in the
saddle will have a steadyin' and refinin' inflooence.
because you're respected round here, parson, and
that's sayin' a good deal for a preacher. Most of
the salvation experts we've been used to has inspired
practical jokes."

"I'm glad the presumption is in my favor," said
the preacher, greatly amused, "but I didn't suppose
any of my neighbors even knew that I was here."
"Oh, it gits around. Doc; amazin' how it gits

around. Don t know as we're much smartcr'n or-
dinary folks—mayljc we are, but any way we're on.
We got you tagged. We're not only onto your
present game, but wc know your retx rJ. We pot it

pretty straight that you had to let go your holt in
Minneapolis just when the cards was a comin' fine,
just when you was the acknowledged pulpit cham-
pion of the Middle West, with standin' room only at
every performance. Say, it must have been tough,
just when you had the Old Boy licked, just ncedin'
an easy little punch to put him out; say, it must have
Ijeen tough to have to throw up the sponge and
crawl under the ropes."

The preacher smiled. "It Wus a bit tough. Mr.
McShay."
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Then, realizing that he might have called up pain-

ful memories, McShay hastened to add

:

"But you're all right. Parson; you're grit clean

through. Don't suppose you could throw a lariat or

pull a gun—parsons ain't supposed to be up in the

useful things, are they ?—but we like you. We like

you, and the feller as don't has got to explain it to

us or put us out of business. Personally, we ain't

no better'ji we ought to be, don't profess no religion.

We're on the make; we're in the little game of grab
along with all the rest of 'em, but we know the spirit-

ual goods when we see 'em, and you can touch us
for anything we've got—in the pocket, on the cards,

or in the fryin' pan, and at any spot in the road.

Now, I can't make it stronger than that, can I ? I

guess I've about expressed the prevailing sentiment,"

and he turned to his two companions for the approval
of which he felt serenely certain, as befits an admitted
leader.

Neither Lee nor Smith had spoken up to this time,

and even now neither felt called upon to pass upon
the subject of the great man's remarks. That was
obviously superfluous.

"Say, Silent," said Lee to that sphinx, with open
admiration, "ain't he a wonder? Ain't Mike got a
cinch on the language? Why, when he wants a
word all he's got to do is to whistle to it, and it'll

come up and eat out of his hand. He's got the Eng-
lish language broke to single or double harness—in

fact, he kin make it do tricks like a circus boss. Say,

Parson, Mike's a orator."
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"Oh, git out," protested McShay, obviously
pleased. "You're locoed."

"He sure is all n^ "..." insisted Lee.
"I'm sure of that," sa.d 'le clergyman heartily,

glad that the o it r-. of interest had been shifted to
the other.

"Oh, shucks," laughed McShay, with good-
humored toleration. "When it comes to savin' the
nation or plantin' a prominent citizen, I kin sprinkle
a little language over the occasion, but I ain't a
braggin' about it, Orson, before a feller as is a artist.
I have the savin' grace to know where I come in, and
it's at the back door, son. I daresay, Parson, you've
heard that I keep i saloon over at 'Calamity' ?"

"Yes, I've heard so," said the other simply, with-
out a trace of pharisaism even in the tone of his
voice.

"Well, any time you want to keep your hand in at
the preachin' game, come right along, and I'll per-
sonally guarantee the character of the proceedings.
They tell me that as a [Treacher you're a stampede."
The big eyes in the pallid face glowed for a mo-

ment, then they suffused with melancholy. There
was a sensible pause before he said:

^

"Thank you, Mr. McShay; thank you. Perhaps
I'll take advantage of your offer some Sunday, but at
present I've had to give up preaching: it seems to
exhaust my vitality." He paused for a second and
then added with a shy little smile, as if he were con-
fessing to a fault: "I like to preach, too, and, as you
say, it's been 'tough' to be compelled to give it up.
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but, after all," suddenly alarmed at the thought that

he was bidding for sympathy, "living Ir. more im-

portant than preaching, isn't it?"

McShay filled in the pause, that threatened to be

too obvious, by jerking out his Waterbury.

"Hello, gitting on to the time! Guess we'll be
moseying along. Well, Parson, I've expressed myself

pretty free, ain't I ? And in something of a compli-

mentary vein, not with a view to infiooincin* your
attitude in this approachin' conference. Mind you,

I ain't above doin' it if I could. I don't do it 'cause

I know it vouldn't go, that's all," and he laughed

generously as he hoisted himself into the saddle.

McShay was a man with few illusions. He fancied

he was pretty familiar with the ordinary phases of

human nature, and his code of morality was a work-
ing code; it would bear comparison, he felt sure,

with that of the average citizen, and it wasn't so

high as to be inconvenient. He had never felt called

upon to experiment with a code obviously theoretical.

He wouldn't hesitate at cards or in a trade to cheat

one who was engaged in trying to cheat him. In
fact he looked upon it as a joyous and holy duty to

skin the skinner. He was not inexperienced in the

ways of the world. He knew more of Doctor
McCloud than that worthy man dreamed of, for

when a very young man he had been a policeman in

St. Paul and during the uncomfortable times follow-

ing a reform upheaval had felt obliged to leave that

saintly city. Indeed, he had brought about the up-

heaval by his own obstinacy, for there are degrees of
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graft, and the young Irish-American wouldn't vio-

late his own wholly illogical standards of what was
fair or decent any more than he would accept the
standards of the too-good. He had come into his

own in the cattle country, opened a saloon, became
a political leader, a boss, and a cattle king. He had
prospered. He was loved by his friends and feared
by his enemies, and he was fond of both. And
when the cowboys on one of their summer round-ups
found something that looked like coal or jet, and
which, unlike coal or jet would light like a candle,
they took it at once to McShay, who promptly, with-
out knowing whether it had value or not, located
claims for everybody and everybody's relatives and
claimed everything in sight. "To those that have
shall be given," he explained irreverently, and indeed
that version of the text was his point of view. And
when further investigation showed that the discover^'

was an important one and that a considerable pau
of the mine or the vein or series of pockets was ^n
the Red Butte Ranch, he promptly sent Andy Open-
heim and Charley Short, very quietly, to London to
buy the ranch or that portion of it containmg miner-
als from the Earl of Kerhill. It was pretty well
known that the ranch had not been a profitable vent-
ure to the Earl, in the days when he had been a
cowboy, and it was thought that his old herders,
"Andy" and "Shorty," could buy it for a song.
They had returned with a deed, but by this time
these two amiable citizens had caught the prevailing
spirit of enterprise and announced that they had

i
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indeed secured the prize, but that they had bou i

the ranch for themselves, a sample of commercial
wakefulness which was denounced as several kinds
of treachery, and r^ime near to leading to the death
of some eminent ci .ns. However, as by that time
the secret was out and the lust of gain had spread
from the range to the settlements and from there to

the cities and the State, and indeed to the busy halls

of Congress, and every one pretty much was evolving
a plan to get in on the good thing, it was thought
best to buy out the holders of the deed, even at the
advance in price which they impudently demanded.
McShay paid the price for himself and his cowboy
associates, but at the conclusion of the purchase he
strongly advised Shorty and Andy to leave the coun-
try, which they lost no time in doing. The fate of

these two worthies will always be a stock warning
to the rising generation in Calamity. Before they
reached the Canadian border they had quarrelled,

and when the smoke had cleared away Shorty was
alive and had the money. There was profound
regret at first that either should have survived, but
this sorrow was mitigated later by the report that
Shorty had lost every cent at a single sitting in a
three-card monte game up in the North-west. Then
only was the moral tone of Coyote County felt to be
in the way of rehabilitation, and confidence was
restored in the dispensations of Providence. It was
even darkly hinted that McShay had sent out some
skilful short-card men on their trail, and to that

extent had assisted Providence to make plain that
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"transgressors shall be taken in their own naughti-
ness.

Whether this was true or not, McShay never con-
tradicted it, and it added not a little to his prestige
with his constituents. As McShay turned to speak
to the preacher, his more active compai ;ons, Orson
Lee and "Silent" Smith, had already mounted and
turned their mustangs toward the agency. As he
glanced toward their retreating figures, McShay
said with a twinkle in his eye:

"Say, Parson, you'll like 'Silent.' He ain't much
on gab, but say, he kin shoot like hell, and if the
argyment is agoin' against you, 'Silent' is good
company; he sure is good company."

.i^
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CHAPTER III

After a ride through the Bad Lands, Standing
Bear Agency was a gracious sight. One could see
from afar the white flag-pole which marked the centre
of its activities. Close by nestled the agent's cosey
little cottage which peeped out from the shade of
maple and cottonwood trees, backed by its well-kept
barns and corrals. Opposite it sprawled the Indian-
trader's store, a log-cabin affair, the relic of other
days, by comparison a really beautiful bit of archi-

tecture in the surrounding ugliness. These two aris-

tocratic buildings stood a bit apart, and had a small
sense of aloofness.

"*

'Between ran what had once
been a trail, then a road, and now was trying to be
a street; a street that had moved boldly out toward
the prairie, taken one frightened look, and then
shrunk b^ck cowed, and had refused to be teased
or coaxed further. It quit almost before it began
and was hideous with sheet-iron and clapboard
monstrosities, which here and there bulged into a
pretentious bow-window, as irritating as the chal-
lenge of a flagrant hat on a particularly ugly woman.
These buildings huddled together as if the/ felt the
enveloping loneliness. Back of them was a tin-can
desolation. Further along was the blacksmith shop,
and near the "bench" which rose on the other side

96
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of the "crik" was the saw-mill, and off to one side
the slaughter-house and its corrals. The valley was
sprinkled with the huts, tepees, rude houses of the
Indian farmers and the agency employees, which fol-
lowed the course of the Standing Bear and the crude
irrigating ditcixes. Beyond all, across the mesa, rose
majestic peaks covered with perpetual snows. But
for these noble heights, Nature hereabouts might
have been accused of an undignified proceeding, but
the Moquitch Mountains spoke eternally and serenely
of God.

In front of the trader's store was a platform littered
with merchandise, buckets, rope, tubs, etc., things
that slopped over from the crowded shelves within.
Even on bargain-counter days, if such evidences of a
high civUization ever reached this emporium, busi-
ness was desultory, but the trader made up in per-
centage of profit what he lacl.jd in volume of trade.
It was late in the afternoon, business apparently at a
standstill, "nuthin' doin." Cadger, the proprietor
was leanmg casually out of the window, and, though
neither looked at the other, was talki'^g to the agent
who stood on the platform just outside. The merchant
must have had another name, but no one had ever
heard him called anything but Cadger. His father
and mother—it was difficult to believe that he had
ever had a father and mother, and inconceivable that
he had ever been a child, much less a baby—if I say
he ever had parents, they probably called him some-
thing endearing or at least human, but in a country
where ahnost no one escaped a nickname, he re-
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mained just Cadger. In appearance he suggested
negation, the excluded middle. He seemed to have
been plucked too soon and faded early. He had a
half-hearted nose, a discouraged chin, and his faded
little eyes blinked weakly. There is such a thing
as carrying insignificance to excess. In personality
he was so unobtrusive as to appear not to be around,
unless one stepped on him. It is said, however, that
any one so careless remembered it, if he lived to re-

member anything; for, strange to say, Cadger was
supposed to be a man-killer. He wasn't at all the
usual bad man type, looking for an audience and a
chance to show off. He was a plain business man,
and all he had ever asked, like other business men,
was just "to be let alone." There was a vague
rumor that he had once been in business in the
Black Hills, where he had gone into competition
with the express companies in the carrying of gold,
and after a more or less successful career had found
it safer to retire to the slower and less exciting pur-
suits of a post-trader's store. At all events, he was a
quiet, modest man that no one cared to investigate
or annoy, and no one had successfully questioned
his commercial methods. He took no pains to
remedy his natural deficiencies, for he had found it

useful to look like a fool.

"I think we can do business with Calthorpe," said
the agent, looking off into space.

"Can't make him out," said Cadger in a tone as
vacant as his face. Then after quite a pause which
he filled with smoke from a filthy pipe. "Suppose



-_ j»-^i%i J. dim'ti.* irU^yA.i:j'

THE SILENT CALL 29

you know all alxjut him, but you ain't njver give it

away to me."

The apent swung a contemptuous look in the di-
rection of ihc other.

"He's out here, isn't he? Along with the rest of
us. No one knows the exact particulars alxjut you
before you came here."

The other overlooked the obvious inference and
did not trouble to reply in kind, but murmured gently,
"Takin' chances."

"Big Bill applied for the job for him," continued
the agent. "All Bill knows about him, or all he'll

tell, is that he brought a letter of introduction to him
from h«*s old boss, the earl of something or other,
who jsed to own the Red Butte Ranch. Of course
he isn't out here because he wants to be here any
more than we are. A couple of years ago I read a
story in one of the Sunday papers about an English
lord who was ambassador to Spain and got mixed
up with a Spanish dancer and raised a family by
her. The son, when he got around to it, tried to
prove he was legit nate. Maybe Calthorpe's story
isn't any worse than that. Maybe it is. He looks
like he was half Spanish. Of course he's had Eng-
lish bringing up, has the remnants of an accent with
him, though he's trying to drop it. What do you
suppose would induce a man who was an educated
gentleman to come out to tu:s damned waste and
accept the wages of a chief of Indian police ? Well,
to my humble mind, nothing but crime, my Chris'
tian friend "
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"Kin you hold him?"
' vVcIl, we can't frighten him. Wc got to make it

worth his while, that's all."

•• Will he stay bought ? " persistc(J the business man.
"Wc got to trust somelxKly," said I^dd impa-

tiently. " He knows more about th ,• country in gen-

eral and the asphalt lands in particular than any man
living, and when I found out he was a surveyor "

"How did you get onto that?"

"Heard him talking the lingo with Bill, then
asked him point-blank. It was a find for us, for his

position as chief of police made it possible for him
to survey these lands without arousing any suspicion.

Don't think the other people know we have Ixxjn at

it. I wouldn't have consented to this powwow this

afternoon if I nadn't thouf.nt we could have fixed

things up befoichand. What in hell do you sup-
pose is keeping him ?" But Cadger's mind was still

back on the first tack.

"You're in too much of a sweat. You want to

go awful slow when it comes to puttin' yourself"

(deprecating pause) "and me into his hands."
The force of this observation seemed to impress

David Ladd, for he said quietly:

"Well, you know the talk we had last night. The
confab will be out here. I'll see to that. Cleaning
a gun at that window just where you are now—why,
an accident might happen. People are so careless

with fire-arms, especially a plum fool like you. Why,
it's easy. If you see me take off my hat and hold
it in my hand, get ready: if you see me put my hat
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back a;?ain on my head, why get him, that's all.

You're the Ix'Ht shot in the country, unless it's

'Silent' Smith." This as one business man to an-

other.

" Hello, here's FJiK Bill. Maybe he knows." And
I^dd e' j)|x;d down from the store to meet the

cattle boss.

"Has Calthorpe come in with his men?"
"!Iardly think so. I'm on my way to our shack

now to see."

"When he arrives, tell him I want to see him at

once, will you—at once I" and the agent entered his

house across the way.

Big Bill was bigger and a good deal slower than
in the old days on the Red Butte Ranch, and his

coarse hair was very gray, but it still crowned the
same kindly, simple face. Bill was feeling his way
to the retired list, though he didn't realize it himself,
and he had kept his job because no one cared to

explain to him that he was getting old. It was
hoped that some day he'd tumble to it himself and
resign. No one liked to contemplate what would
happen then, so no one did. The agent was not a
sentimental man, but he knew the working value of
sentiment, and so Bill stayed on.

He and Calthorpe shared their house, a little

wooden box pitched in the shelter of a clump of
quaking ash ("quaking asp" in the vernacular) some
little distance below the Agency and on the bank of
an irrigating ditch. As Bill came in sight of it he
saw Calthorpe calmly sitting in the door-way. In-

4
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stead of riding Into the Agency the young man hail

delilx^rately avoidc<l It.

"Hello. Hill," he shouted cheerily.

•'Hello, son. Say, I^dd's terrible anxious to see

you."

To this the other rcplietl irrelevantly:

"SccnWah-na-gi?"
"No."
"Seen Appah?"
"No," and the smile of welcome faded from Bill's

face, and he sat down on a convenient soap Ik)x.

picked up a stick on the point of his pocket-knife,

and Ixjgan to whittle. The young man saw he was
displeased and waited.

"Say, son, you're kind of runnin' wild on the

range, ain't ye? And ye ain't a-gittin' anywhere,
or a-servin' any useful purpose 's far as I kin
sec. Ain't ye kind o* fergittin' v. hat ye come out
here fer? What you lingerin' round here fer any
way?"
"Oh, for several reasons, Bill, several reasons,"

said Calthorpe pleasantly.

"You found out all you want to know about the

asphalt lands long ago. When you goin' to chuck
this job and go over and take what belongs to

you?"

There was a pause while Calthorpe looked
dreamily off into space.

"Well," he drawled slowly, "Ixjfore leaving I'd

like to turn a trick or two—make the agent show his

hand."

^v^iJrrii:'
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J The slang and the metaphor of the people aJxmt

him came very easily to this alleged stranger.

"I^dd?" said Hill doulHfully, with a tone and in

flcctin that expressed volumes for the danger and
uscle-aness of such a proceeding.

"Wouldn't you like to sec him put his cards on the

table?" askcfl the boy. Bill's eyes twinkled and it

was manifest that the suggestion was alluring.

"Sounds gtxxl. To rope David might Ik- a pleasin'

diversion as a form of entertainment ; he's a skunk
all right, but that ain't a-kcepin' you here, Hal, my
boy."

"No?"
"No."
There was a pause.

"You ain't a.sked me what it is, but I'm goin' to

tell ym. It's Wah-na-gi."

"&ir" And the light died out of the blue eyes

whicfi uHttcre^l ominously, and Bill was sensitive to

thf warning in the rold even tone of the boy's pleas-

ant voice.

"That's adl right," he hastened to say as he put

up tas mmrd. " Vou needn't git the blind staggers.

Somirbi»tiy - goe t( round you up. I was your dad's

forrrman- >t:fop-; vmi was Iwrn. Your dad sure was
a iTKatiteaaun. He sure was, and as to his bein' an
F.nig^^asnam. wj^v, he lived that down."
"You iii d rather were pals, I know that. Bill,"

iaai thi' ^^aungster. softening.

fcrs (}\i3St ; taught you how to ride. I helped to

^^^
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little Injin mother. I ain't your kin
»>

"You're closer than kin, Bill. I didn't mean to
be ugly. Don't mind me. Say what you like."

"Well," said the big fellow with an awkward air

of apology, "your dad made me promise to ride herd
on you. You know that, don't you?"

"That's right."

"Sure." He blurted, as he felt on firmer ground.
"He wrote me you had been a-hittin' it up in Lon-
don."

"That's right. Bill; I was riding for a fall—going
to hell fast." And he watched the smoke of his

cigarette and saw in it those evil days. "I didn't
belong and I couldn't fit in. It was all wrong. /
was all wrong. I knew it, felt it, but couldn't some-
how change it. It was the West in me, I fancy-
in my blood." Then he turned to the big fellow
and said with a smile that won the people who could
inspire it: "But I've been a pretty good boy since
I've been out here, haven't I, Bill?"

The other looked at him with an affection thuc
was unmistakable.

"Well, say, since you been out here you've made
everything that wears a hat take it off to you."
"Then why in blazes are you giving me the spur?"
"Wah-na-gi—that's the answer. Now wait. I

got to git this out of my system. Hal, son, don't
you go to makin' no such mistake as your dad
made."

"And don't you forget, Bill," said Hal stifHy, "that

ml
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I had a mother as well as a father—a mother I have
no reason to regard as a mistake."

It was Bill's turn to look off into the mountains,
to go back into the past.

"Say," he said softly, "she was all right. Nat-u-
ritch was sure all right. She didn't know anything
but bein' a wife and bein' a mother, and that's pretty
good, I guess. I suppose you know why she killed
herself? Couldn't understand why her kid should
be sent away to England. She was a thoroughbred
in a way, but, son, it was an Injin way."
"I fancy that was what was the matter with me

in London, Bill. My way was an Indian way."
"WeU,' said the cattle-boss, seeing that he was

being diverted from his text, "Don't walk into
trouble with your eyes wide open."

"Don't you worry about me, old chap; I'm not in
love with Wah-na-gi, but "

"You jess feel sorry fer her." Bill said this with
the amiable sneer of a man who has nothing to learn
about women and the world.

"Yes," said Hal simply; "don't you?"
The directness of this appeal -aught the guileless

Bill unprepared.

"Sure," he admitted. "Sure, I do. She's been
to school. Couldn't anything worse happen to her.
Edjjication? Why, it's worse'n whiskey fer the
Injin."

"And don't you see," said the boy, foUowing up
his advantage, "she's alone and she needs friends
and while I'm here, while I'm chief of police I

'SS^^^^
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can keep an eye on her, protect her in a way, but
when I leave" (pause) "what will become of Wah-
na-gi?"

While Bill was groping in his slow way for an easy
and pleasant and convincing way of saying that one
couldn't plunge headlong into the tangled aflfairs of

all the misfit people in this crazy world, the figure of
a woman appeared in the foot-path that crossed the
low ridge on the opposite side of the narrow valley.

Before Bill had arranged his arguments Hal, with-
out a change of countenance, suddenly developed
initiative.

"Well,' he said, rising, "I thought I'd learn all

the news from you, but, as usual, I'll have to find out
all about it and tell it to you. And now I'm going
over to see the amiable Ladd. Oh, by the by," he
added casually, "how is 'Calico'—fit?"
"Never better.'*

"He hasn't been ridden to-day?"
"No. Why?"
"Have him fed and watered; saddled and bridled,

then hitch him just behind the trader's store. Do
the same for the best horse you've got."

"Why? WTiat's up? Ain't you had enough of
the trail for the present?"

"Don't know. Bill. Don't know what may hap-
pen. Tell you later—after it's happened."
And he swung off on foot toward the Agency.

Bill did not change his position for several moments;
then he rose and looked affectionately after the boy,
and, as he turned, the figure of a woman paused for

if:
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a moment on the ridge and then disappeared in the
direction of Cadger's store.

"Of course," he muttered, "0/ course," with all

the sarcasm of which he was capable. "Ain't a
man a damn fool!"
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CHAPTER IV

The French explorers and trappers called them
medicine-men (medecins), but it isn't a comprehen-
sive term. The medicine-man is something more
than an Indian doctor. He is prophet, preacher
teacher, poet, and priest as well as healer. Before
the coming of the missionaries the Indian had become
aware of the world within and the world without,

and, like every sentient creature, had begun to specu-
late on their relations and grope his way toward the

eternal mysteries. He arrived at a confused intui-

tion of a Supreme Being and he reasoned that every-

thing came from this source, that each bird and
beast, each river and tree, had some measure of the
divine power and that this could be imparted, and
so, when he was puzzled before the ever-renewing
miracle of life or helpless before his own life prob-
lem, he did as holy men have done in all ages, he
went apart into the solitudes, into the mountains or
the deserts, and sought in contemplation, in purifi-

cation, in fasting and prayer to find out God. He
prayed and God sent the bear, the wolf, the eagle,

the coyote, the thunder to give him strength or wis-

dom or courage. He became a dreamer and an in-

terpreter of dreams, and from his comparison of the

seen with the unseen have come some dignified and
38
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poetic concepts. For example, the Milky-Way be-

came for him "the pathway of departed spirits." He
invented song and story, myth and miracle, and sym-
bolism dominated his life. Like all who have tried

to rise out of the world of matter into the reahn of

mind, his holy men claimed to find exalted powers
and metaphysical forces. He believed as we do in

the healing virtues of plants and herbs, and when
these failed he, too, resorted to spiritual healing. We
are always intolerant of what we do not understand.

We know now that the ghost-dance was nothing

more than a religious revival with characteristic hys-

terical phenomena, and in intention was to usher in

not war but universal peace. The victims of the

Wounded Knee massacre were religious martyrs.

The troops might as well have fired on a Methodist
camp-meeting. Underneath the skin we are very
much alike. We all travel the same road, only we
differ in the mile-stones we have passed in the age-

long journey.

Appah was a medicine-man. Whether he was a
fair sample of the class I am not prepared to say.

Even medicine-men differ in character and sincerity.

Only Infinite Wisdom knows to what extent we are

self-deceived. What happened at the sun-dance will

give you some idea of Appah's position with his

people and his relation to the principal characters of

our story. All our Indians are more or less sun-
worshippers. The sun is to them the most obvious
power in the physical world. The su:- '^ance, to

honor the sun or propitiate the sun, is h-id every

K^A^m^i^X ^i IDill i«r>'^ii
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year m the early days of July. The Indians will
tell you "it's just for good time, same as white
people." but it is in reality a religious ceremonial.
Two or three miles below the Agency is a flat meadow
where the dances are held. This is marked here and
there by the medicine poles of former dances. These
medicine poles are left standing and a new one cut
from the mountains each year. It has a crotch at
the top into which a bundle of sage-brush and some
eagle feathers are tied. It is planted and raised
with ceremonial, reverent and joyous. From it as a
centre radiate poles to a circular enclosure made of
young Cottonwood and cedar trees planted with their
foliage on. Inside, on the west of the big lodge, are
little booths, sheltered, where the dancers rest when
not dancing. The dance begins about seven o'clock
at night, just as the sun has gone down. Those who
are to participate appear on the plain in single file,
blowing on a whistle made of the quill of an eagle's
feathei, and they keep this in their mouths aU the
time they are dancing, and its sharp, staccato note
dominates the chant and the drum. The dancers
are naked to the waist; in fact, have on nothing but
breech-clouts and a loin cloth which is elaborately
ornamented and falls to the feet before and behind
They have the down feather of the eagle tied to one
finger on each hand, and some of the braves wear
their rich glossy hair loose like a woman's. The
forty-six dancers circled the dance lodge three times
and then entered. After that the general pubUc
were admitted. As each buck stood before the little

mi^aFmm%c-Mifpm:ifm7: ' ti
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booth which was to be his home until the dance
was finished it made a striking and beautiful picture.

Bare to the waist, the term "redskin" was jus-

tified, though some had obscured the natural beauty
of their skins with a white, green, or yellow smear.
On the whole they were a fine-looking body of men,
though some of them were in the prayer dance with
the hope of being cured of various ailments, rheu-
matism, tuberculosis, and the like.

The old cruelties, the lacerations, etc., have been
eliminated, but it is still an endurance test. They
dance for four or five days and nights without food
or drink, and at high noon they look into the terrible

sun. The dance itself is a perpetual strain on the
same muscles—the feet held together, hopping for-

ward and hopping back. The women have no part
in the ceremonial except to join in the chant, though
presumably their presence is not unknown to some of
the participants, in spite of their rapt gaze being alwavs
turned to the medicine pole or to the sun. In fact, it

is understood that some are "dancing for a wife."
The dance had been opened by Appah in very

much the same way that we open a prayer-meeting.
He advanced to the eastern side of the medicine
pole and with his hands together at the waist, and
the emphasis of small gestures or movements with
the fingers, head reverently bowed, and in a tone
inaudbile three feet away had uttered a brief invo-
cation. The others could not have heard him, but
at his conclusion they clapped their hands together
and uttered grunts of approval.
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The dnimmen began to beat the tomtom furiously
and swung into their monotonous chant, and the
dance was on. The whites and half-breeds stood or
sat about the entrance on the north. Appah, having
started the dance, remained in front of his booth for
some time, waiting for the spirit to move him; sud-
denly his face set and he moved out to the medicine
pole with the wing of an eagle in his hand. He
dipped the tip c this in the dust at the foot of the
pole, then touched the top of his head, then ran it

down each arm, then down each leg, then he held
It up dramatically to the east. Just then the cool
fragrant air of the night was broken by a laugh—
a glad, buoyant, giriish laugh. It would be difficult
to describe the shock of this incongruity. Ahnost
without turning to see, every one knew that it came
from Wah-na-gi. She was dressed in a neat pink
cotton frock with the white of her bodice showing
in the neck and sleeves and a pink ribbon in her hair.
She had not been back long from school, and she
was still very young, took the sun or the shade
quickly like a mountain lake, and she could stiU
laug'a easily. Appah stopped, turned ashen with
anger, saw who it was, and saw who stood behind
her—Calthorpe, the chief of Indian police. He saw
Calthorpe with a look of dull ferocity and, strange
to say, he saw Wah-na-gi for the first time in a new
light. He had heard the talk about her since she
had returned from the school at Cariisle, but hitherto
she had escaped his notice. Now he could have
strangled her, and at the same time he was acutely
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aware that she was pretty, indeed beautiful. He
unconsciously excused her in some half-instinctive

way and held Calthorpe responsible for the insult.

In a measure he was right; it was the latter's re-

mark which made the girl laugh, but that remark
was not directed at Appah. The latter did not know
that behind him had hopped into view—Tonkawa,
a fat, vain little man with a grotesque body set on
a pair of grotesque legs. The movement of the
dance threw Tonkawa's superfluous flesh about in

a most ridiculous way. Calthorpe had whispered to

Wah-na-gi

:

"Look at Tonkawa! He's a prairie dog." In-
deed, he looked so like a prairie dog, Wah-na-gi
giggled. Calthorpe continued: "He's dancing for

a wife."

Even Calthorpe did not expect the peal of laughter
that followed, but he was the first to recover his

presence of mind, and before the general indignation
could take form he carried her from the enclosure.

Appah was so preoccupied with the unpleasant inci-

dent that he turned his back on the medicine pole
and walked back to his booth. Both these proceed-
ings were bad luck, and were noted by his followers,

and he was angrily aware of them himself when it

was too late. It was a bad beginning. Every one
felt it. When at midnight the watch-fire was lighted,

the air got very still and hot, unusual in this country,
for the nights are cool, and after an interval of
suffocating calm, filled with forebodings, a terrific

wind-storm sprang out of the night and filled the

^^^I^^^^^AT^^i'^fW'^'
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air with , hot, blinding. chokinR dc«rt dust. Thenndeed Kloom gathered over the myrtic cirele and
tear and depression invaded each heart
Appah was conscious, too, that in an unaclcnowl-

edK«i way he would te held n=,ponsible for ^^
nusfotfunea, so, smarting with a sense of personal
|nsult njg,ng against the crowding omen, oT^he
redoubled h., energy, danced often and with a 6c^eenenjy that soon wore itself out, and «iU the tem
pest blew on. It blew through the night, it blew

"ly K
"" "1"' ''"y- " '«"'«' « « the dance

««ns of distress He advanced as usual to the
medirine pole and, appearing to be about to fainthe threw ou his hands and grasped it, steadied him-«» hke ,. tired pugilist who hugs and hangs onTo
his opponent, then, when he had recove.^ suffi
ciently, he went through various signs and passesmaking medicine." He continued this un'^lTe
could stand then he boldly stood out and addressed
his companions.

"uuressea

.1,
'^'^^"^p?^ were angry; they were tearing up

^^nf t'^'""« " '" '^" f»^«- Somethingwas wrong Indian women were turning into whitewomen; they went away from their people, went toschool and then came back and la!Xi at ?hdr
elders, laughed at the sacred mysteries.*' Shinob (the

^^""E^IiHr ^"^'.f
•'""'d of his Indian chil-dren. Everything was all wrong. Appah was a big

medicine-man, a wise man. knowing "many thingsHe had done much for his people and God w«
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angry to have his servant mocked. It would be bad
medicine to abandon the dance; great sorrow and
trouble would come of it. Their friends had come
from afar to see it ; a great feast was to follow, and
those who had danced were to have the joy of

giving away many gifts to these friends. The dance
must go on, while he went apart and made medicine.

He would go into the mountains and consult the

thunder-bird and in the morning come back and
drive away the wind. And with as much dignity as

he could command, he walked out of the corral.

The news of this promise spread rapidly, and the

following day the corral was crowded with Indians
and whites, all to sec whether Appah could "make
good." The morning wore away and still he did not

appear, but when people had begun to smile, he
walked into the dance like a man in a trance. A
hush fell upon all. He carried an eagle feather in

his hand, and with this made medicine. First he
faced the north, rubbed the wrist of his left hand
with the feather, then, with a simultaneous movement
of both hands, threw off the evil spell. This he did

to the east, south, and west. Then all the Indians
got up and shook their blankets, and—the WIND
DIED! It went out like a candle. You may ex-

plain this as you like. Appah may have been lucky
in choosing the moment when the wind would have
died anyway, or you may say that the skeptical

whites who saw this were hypnotized just as the

Indians were. That Appah would not hesitate to

resort to any trick to impress his followers, I do not
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deny, but it is certain also that he bclievetl in hinwcif
and in his esoteric powers. However you explain
It, it was conceded among the whites that it was
a sporty thing to do, to stake his professional reputa-
tion on a throw like that, and great was the fame
of Appah in the Und. One result which may in-
terest us was that Appah who had ah^dy been the
unhappy possessor of two wives, showed an unmis-
taJcable desire to take a third, and it was the woman
who laughed!

mr^''vm;^ ^m^.- o...
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CHAPTER V

Wah-na-oi was about to mount the steps of the
trader's store when Appah, who had folbwed her
without her being aware of it, abruptly confronted
her and put out his hand as if he wo'ld speak to
her. As she shrank back startled, Calthorpe, who
had likewise followed her, stepped in between the
two. With a swift glance at the latter she sUppcd
past Appah and entered the store. It all happened
in a moment, but it was one of those moments in

which all pretence, all appearances, all conventional
restraints slip from the soul and leave it naked,
knowing and being known.

"Hello, Appah, you kx)k as if you had swallowed
a hair rope. What is it?"

And the young chief of police smiled provokingly
into the glowering face of the medicine-man. It was
war. The two men knew it: the woman knew it,

and Ladd, who had just stepped from his house oppo-
site, knew it.

"Wait a minute, you two," he said in a firm, quiet
tone that implied acquiescence. "Better leave this
to me."

"I understood that Appah was looking for me,"
drawled the youngster insolently, then he turned and
looked squarely into the glittering eyes of uie Indian.

47
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-Z^r^ ^^
^'"Tl^^ '"^ ^"«"^S' oW chap onlv"—and he removed his hat anH «« o c *'^',""v

the hole in it-"donCd u^^T, 'ca^^u^''^''
yourself."

"i^/wurcard, just come

If Appah knew what was m«inf «« »
an eyelash betrayed i^ The^ wL " ^T-

''

pause, then Calthorpe added iTa C^^ •^'''''"'

not lost on his enemyT
Patronumg tone

"A rotten bad shot by the wav it ^/w«.«u j
rrpHif »» AT«*k- L ^ "' ^' doesn't do vou

haps the stoiy is intended to convey the im„L^^rr^ '""^'"=' "' AchiU^-lfLd K^»The deaths we d e from ridiculel T .-„„ "

consciousi We arm ouKdv« „,i,
"^""^ and

othe:., but alas for the A^m^ s^ TT^ '°J
cultivated philosophy do not protSTus Tl"T

"'

that love which Us past tCSo eierS^'iZsus against the sting of ridicule
«"™ty. ams

»„H°°'
AP>^' The woman' had laughed at himand now the manl He did not at,em/,o repty 'Tn'

disappeared wah-na-gi had

.r:L^o'•tx^^mr^^^^^^^
he meant, he continued

:

^ ^ "^^^^

"White woman,—white mani !»,••

mjinman, You sa'vey-^^yT^oo^rNo^C
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heap trouble, plenty trouble!" Seeing that he was
understood, he moved away with great dignity.

"That seems to cover the ground, doesn't it?"
said the agent pleasantly. "White women are for

white men; Indian women are for Indian men,
and the man who thinks diflFerently will get into

trouble."

"Tliere's a bad boy, if you like," said the young
man indifferently, ignoring the insinuation of the
other and lounging lazily against the store platform.
"He's a naughty boy."

"Yes," -""id the a^ent, as he ofifered his cigarettes

to the other and with a lithe spiing seated himself
beside him. "I^ ^ out for him. He's a bit peevish
over your attentions to Wah-na-gi."

"Attentions?"

"Call it what you like," said the agent, aware of
the irritation of the other's inflection. "You're not
going to get any quarrel out of me over an Indian
woman."

This frank contempt, including as it did Wah-na-gi,
produced a very disagreeable impression upon Hal,
but he restrained himself to say quietly:

"I've been wanting to speak to you about that—
about her, I mean. You ought to protect her, this

Indian girl." He was annoyed to find he was speak-
ing as if he were confused.

"You seem to be making a special feature of that—
yourself, Calthorpe."

This was like a blow and Hal flushed with anger,
but he was conscious that he was in some way at a
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disadvantage and so he controlled himself to say

"I'm your chief of police."
"Has she complained?"
"Yes."

"To you?"

otiZ?; k"kw *I'"^ u"'
°"* ^^ *^^ question, you

"?nK T °u^-^^,^
f^PP^^ o^ Jet me hobble him."

un, I thmk he knows I'm agent."
''You let him play a free hand."
"Do I? What do you mean?"
''The last time I arrested him you let him go "
Appah IS a difficult person, very cunnin|, very

influential. He would have posed as a martyr Scowboys were the aggressore."

ihZ^oU"'"il^ r'^ ?^'^'''^' "b"t y°" leaveihem tome. I'll keep them and their cattle off the
Reservation, if Vm not interfered with Aoiihs^als their cattle; they steal back, onfy, /^.Tor
^; ,,?r^^y gets hurt and then t^ settled
yell 'Murder'; there's a call for the troops,San^Indian war, and the rest of these pc^r' pe^pfe

we couldn't get on without men like Appkh. m;divert attention and raise a useful dust " ^
Hal had no illusions about the agent, but thebrutal cynicism of this left him for the moment wihout a reply He had a picture of thugs picLng aquarrel with a stranger in order to assault him, ^thim to death, and rob him.

'
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Ladd had spoken rather plainly. He meant to be
even plainer.

"Let's talk about something more important," he
said with amusement at the other's blank expression.

"Yourself, for instance."

"Myself?"

"Yes, I've taken a fancy to you, my boy, and I

want to see you get on. In this country it's etiquette
never to ask a man where he comes from or if that's

his real name. I've heard it set down to our native
delicacy and finer feeling, but I reckon it comes from
the fact that most people who come out here couldn't
stay at home. For instance, I don't suppose that
Calthorpe is your "

"My real name? No, you are quite right: it

isn't."

He said this with ahnost boyish frankness. Ladd
chuckled at his own shrewdness and felt completely
master of the game.

"What does it matter so long as I do my duty and
give satisfaction—and I have done that, haven't I?"
"You certainly have," said the other with a cor-

diality that was meant to be disarming and ingra-
tiating. "You have brought the police force to the
highest state of efficiency, and your men—well, they
would stand the torture test for you. And it isn't

the first time you've had men under your command
either," he added with a knowing smile.

"No," said the other simply.

"In fact you've been a soldier."

"Right."

^^m^mFt-^W'
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"A British soldier, I fancy."
"Right again."

"You left the service "

Ladd paused for eflFect like a police court lawyerwho was having fun with a helpleW^ witness
^ '

w:'xfof itT"'"'
''''' ' ''''' ^^^ ^-

—

"Why only this, that I think you and I might

iS"i '''' °''"' '"^''^ ^"- ^«-' ^^"t ^^

d.w'!f''7°'''^
"^^PP^ *° ^ confidential key and

slipped mto a tone that was intended to chlomform

"I happen to know that the Asphalt Trust couldmake use of these lands. At preint McShay and
his cowboys are in forcible possession, but the/can't

T J^}^' ^"^'^ ^'^'^ g^t the lands an/otherway they'U fight these people in and out of the

rnn^"'-^^°"' ^^ ^^' legislature, in and out ofcongress, m and out of the cabinet, until they weTrhem out, until the cowtoys get ti^ed fightSg^d
spending money, and are glad to sell out for al>ngThe Trust wiU get the lanJs in some way and sooneror later, you can stake your life on it

"

Hal was listening with great intentness and Ladd'svoice showed that he felt on surer gmund.

us l7'
'"'''' f'

'° ^""^ '^' >'°" ^^^ friendly tous, that your interests were identical with ours- wethink we can show you that they are identical. 'anT
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under any circumstances, we want to feel sure that
your knowledge of the Reservation and the country
in dispute is not at the disposal of our enemies, the
McShay crowd. And oh, by the by, just as a pre-
caution against trouble, during this conference this
afternoon, instruct your police to be out of sight,
but near at hand, and ready to obey orders. And
understand this, that any arrangement we may make
with you now will only be a beginning—just an
evidence of good-will. Come on into the house
and let's fix it up."

Ladd started for the house and turned his head to
see if Hal was following him. The latter seemed in
a daze. That seemed very natural and very en-
couraging to the agent. Just at that moment
Wah-na-gi appeared in the door of the store. Ladd
saw her, beckoned to Hal, and played his trump card.
"And as for Appah and this Indian girl—well,

stand in with us and you shall have a free hand.
Savey? Come on. Let's get together." And Hal
followed the agent into his house.

Jml
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CHAPTER VI

"I'm in a huny."

I ne latter had waited and again confronted the In-

fX^oraXToS Indr"*' ''°v^^
Appah h heX rir,rto"rch^c'rHe reahzed that he must exercise all his «t>u T̂o
edge only made him the more determined. He wasa tall, muscular man, of great mttuial dignity v^
ZnJt'^ ^'^ 8one to sch«,rrr a'wWfeand progressed rapidly, especially on the f^tM
onhet:Se^'mr'"" "' •'^"'°P'"« ""» -«
h ,. T. .

half-backs ever seen on the gridiron

L ."f^"'""
'*^'»''"«' 'ras easily offenSTrfsuddenly feft the school, made his4 teSl^eAgency, taking back with him a cordial ha^ °f kwhUe man and everything connSTlK Aswift survey of the situation convinced him th« ,h

easiest way to influence and prefe^nt Tmo^^ I

'

own peoplejvas to become more™"S theInduui, «, he resumed the blanket, and w,h ft hebecame the representative of the old oX rf thin«He understood English perfectly, but pretended^'to. and he could speak English^'fairl/^S b« hi
S4
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loathed it, and affected to speak it with great diffi-

culty, after the manner of the elders who had never
learned and did not want to learn.

He had a finely chiselled face in which the ascetic
seemed to be struggling with the voluptuary. It is a
not impossible combination. He looked at Wah-na-gi
now in a kindly way and spoke reassuringly, as one
would speak to a child.

"Touge wayno teguin."

She did not hear him. She was thinking of some
one else, of many things, and she was frightened.
Then to meet her more than half-way, to show that
he could be even indulgent to her prejudices, he
translated.

"Heap good friend, me!"
She did not hear.

"Maybe so we talk Injin talk. White man talk
no good. All lies, plenty lies, lies all time !

"

At last she heard, but she did not look at him as
she said:

" No, I won't talk Injin talk. I won't go back and
be like you and like them. It's no use for you to try
to make me. I can't. It's too late."

It was a curious contrast, these two. They were
very far apart, at the two extremes, each going to
exaggerated and unreasonable lengths, the one to
go back, the other to go on. It was very childish.
Appah felt this and, feeling the stronger, made the
concession. "Fish—water! Bird—air! Half bird,
half fish—no good! Injin face, Injin name, white
heart!—no good! White man no savey you; Injin
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nosaveyyou. Maybe so you come back-be Injin IWayno!" He looked very well as he said this, forhe was very much in earnest and he threw into it aU
his natural eloquence of voice and gesturejn's too late," she said sadly. "I couldn't go

There was a pause as she looked over to the
agent's house and added:
"Not now."
Appah saw and understood.
''Alone, youl Heap alone! All time alone!"

voice "'.atm"" ^'^ "^P^^^°" °' ^ "^ •" ^-

Appah was on his way to the dances in themeadows, not the sun-dance, but the social functions
^he turkey, wolf, buffalo dances, and he wasdSm aU the gloiy of feather bonnet, buckskin shirt,and was conscious of looking extremely weU HeZITr" ^""^ '^^ ^'ffi^^J* ^or him to realize
that he had not produced a favorable impression,

Tdv^t!^'
'"' """^^ °' ^^^ ^«-'-' ^o ^^

l^y L^}^''Z^f^
^^^^--^i« Thunder. Big chief

^^v Shfnl r""^' "^P ^"^y' ™^' Heapsavey Shmob, heap savey-mysteryi The bearmy fnend give me his strength! the wolf, he heao

T'Zrt ^^^ ™^ talk to me! the sun, my

'^Xp^Z^^'
''-'''' ''"^^ ^^^^^-

As Appah finished his eloquent appeal, two of Cal-
thorpe's police lounged into sight f^' nowhere in
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particular. The sight of them made the n xiicine-

man angry.

"Pikeway," he said to them. Which means "go

away," "get along," and "get out," or just "go,"

according to the way you say it. It meant several

things the way Appah said it. The two men only

came nearer and were provokingly oblivious of the

big chief. It was plain that they did not intend to

hear him. Appah turned to her and, doubly irri-

tated at being disregarded before her, said:

"Injin police—bad medicine! Trail, trail I me! all

time, follow me! Tishum, tishum (all time)! May-
beso make heap trouble! You tell 'em pikeway."

"No, I will not," said Wah-na-gi boldly, plucking

up courage in their presence.

"I'm afraid of you."

Then Appah forgot that he was trying to win her

love. He advanced close to her, as if he would lay

violent hands on her.

" Maybeso you heap like 'em white man. I savey

you! Chief Injin police, eh? Katch wayno! (No
good) . Maybeso kill 'im some day ! '

'

Then he noticed that she was dressed very neatly,

better than the Indian women dress, that in fact

she had on her best clothes, and he knew it was
because the chief of police had just got back, and
it enraged him to violence. He snatched the string

of beads from her neck and threw them to the

ground.

"Kill 'im, me, some day."

"Who's that you're going to kill?" said Calthorpe
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to a fu^ *"
"^ ^°"'^- ^^^^ *"™«^ °» him

"What's matter you?"
He pointed to the two policemen.
"Your dog savey? 1 look down-saw-reach

f

^w-it^ I^.?;;nl'T'^'*' J^" *'^^' ^»^^ ^•^'^"-saw reach Injm police! Maybeso you can't do itMaybeso make heap trouble!

"

^ ^*" ' ^o it.

"You savey this woman?" said Hal quietly

bi5'm^^^ '"'J ^^^ '^^*^"' "° mother!^ h^pbad men aU around, plenty bad men, some whites,somelnjm. You leave her alone. Savey?"
Unconsciously the white people speak English to

wom'l'te'
" '" '" '"^ P""^ ^"'^^ ^-- I"i-

h/kJS^''
^^""^ "^^^ ^""""^ ""^^^ ^'^ ^'^"^^et ^or

,

"When I speak with this woman," replied Hal
simply, ^^some of these Indian men a;e aTvS^nS'
She ,s not to be troubled-not by you, not be meiChavanaugh, come here."
One of the policemen caine forward.

thJ r^^'"? ^^' ^"^ h^""' ^^'"es to this woman

It7s:'a"SitiriL""'"^
^'^^^"^"«*^ ^^-^^

"Now for you," said Hal to the medicine-man.

>\;"?i^
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h.l^i^-^^T'^r"
'^"'*' medicine-man, me! Chiefheap b,« chief! " Hal ignored this bcxist

I his woman heap scared, all tim-
her alone!"

Appah made a long pause ticfo- i,.

he said with some thing that apr -ur
Maybeso yes-maybeso no ,.

his pony hitched before the hi... .,

rode away.

Up to this time Wah-na-gi 1.1 ,
- .. .,..,

proud outwardly cahn; nowshestvn. l-dw' .Vand shnnk as she weakly drifted i. J:;!'^

^r-l f.u ."^V
""^'^^ ^ cottonwocKi tree'bvthe SKle of the I itle irrigating ditch which brawlHalong :n a joyous hurry to get to the big strt^ams Wow

.ent^T "'^"^^ ^'' ""^ ^' ^-'^ ^' downZgently: *Vou are verj- tired."
"No," she said; "I am not tired."
What is it, Wah-na-gi?"

It was a musical name as he uttered it.
Is It Appah?"

She made a movement with the shoulden and ahalf unfiniched, suggested movement of the'l^nds
It indicated weariness and contempt.

'

^o he frightens me, but it isn't that ft'.; n,^Appah s right. I'm half bird, half fi h and ca^'tfly and I can't swim. I flop around on the ^rth andgasp for breath And I know if ^r -

it different."
^' ^^'"^ ' ^^''^ °^^e
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Her Iip curled bitterly but he did not try to console
her with feeble platitudes. It was a gr^t reUef to
her to speak to one who knew, and she was grateful
for his silence. He simply sat down beside her and
She felt that he was sorry and would like to help her.

I suppose I was always impossible, even as a
child. My parents gave me another name, but no
one ever called me by it. Wah-na-gi is a nickname,
it means the spint when separated from the body '

diffe^t
""'^^ ^ ^ ""^""^ ^ """'* ^^""^ ^" strange and

"It's a very beautiful name," he said softly; "the
most beautiful name I ever heard. I'm glad thev
g.ive it to you."

^ ^
Though he struggled to control his voice and make

what he said very simple and commonplace, his tone
was a caress. It seemed to take her by the hand and
l^d her through the gardens of life and bring her to
the gates of Paradise.

It was very terrible for her to be so conscious of
misery and so near to happiness. Tears sprang to
her eyes; she trembled, she bit her lip and struggled
struggled audibly to control herself, to keep to the
earth, to get back to the reality.

''Why did they do it?" she sobbed. "Oh, whr
did they do it?"

v^
«, wuj

"They:*" he said gently, groping, groping in hismmd for some way to help her.

"My parents and the old chief Tabywana No
I must not speak bitterly of them. They're dead

* A Dakota word.
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now, and they meant well. They meant well. They
thought they were doing great things for me—for me.

Oh! Oh!" As a realization of her position swept

over her again, her hands closed convulsively and she

moaned as if in physical pain. It was the first time

she had talked to any one about herself s.nce she had

returned from school. She was suffering it all over

again, but it was a great relief to share it with some
<ne. She was calmer now as she continiied:

"They thought it was a great thing for me to go

away to the Government school. They must have

been dreamers too. They were very proud of me
and thought I was so wonderful. Parents will think

that sometimes about their children," sh* added

wisely.

He smiled as he thought to himself:

"What a child she is! She'll always be a child."

"They thought I would learn all the wonderful

things the white people knew, and I was very you.ig;

I thought so too. And the teachers—they were so

kind. They petted and spoiled me because I learned

faster than the rest. A new world opened to me,

and I saw that there was nothing very mysterious

about the white man's way, that it lay open to nw,

a poor Indian girl, and then I began to dream, and
I forgot everything but my dream, and I worked, oh
so hard; and I was happy, happier than I can tell

you. Soon no one would have known that I was an
Indian, except that I looked like an Indian, and I

was not ashamed of that. And no labor, no sacrifice

was too great, for I had great thoughts. I said to
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myself: 'Some day I will gather up all these blessingsand take them home, back to the mountainsT4
to my own people and perhaps God, the Great Spirit,w,U let me take them by the hand, these poor, igno-
rant, Mpless children, and lead them ouVof bond-
age.

She paused for a moment and her face lit up withthe glory of this dream whose sun had set

r.l^'fl ^""^ *^^^ P^'^^P" ^ ^°"ld teach them to
protect themselves against the white man, his cun-
ning, cruelty and vices. I saw it all so clearly my-
setf, I felt that I could make them see it. And s^walking on the air, my head in the clouds. I came

^^Ir} ""If'""""' ^ ''"^^ ^^^^ "'*h bolh hands
stretched out to my people, and then "

She paused the sunset glow of a departed dreamwas gone, and in her face ...thered the shadows ofhe long night that followed. It was such a relief
to find expression that she was not conscious thatshe «.as laying bare her soul before this man. andhe was conscious only of the fact that he was livingher life with her, and it made him strangely sad"vhappy. She had paused before the recoilecSoTh^

diTnTr'? '"^'^' ^"' ^'^'^^^^"' t« him that hedid not try to comfort or console her
"And then?" he suggested gently.
"I can't tell it, I can't," she sobbed; then with an

effort she steadied herself and shook the tear out ofher voice ar A went bravely on
''The surprise, the shock, the pain as I fx^gan torealize the truth. I can't tell it, I can't e.xph^ It
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I didn't try much at first, just example. I tried to

live before them, to let them see the other way, the

belter way. The women saw me wash my face and
hands always before eating, my teeth too. I tried

to show them in my dress, my habits, my manner, but
instead of seeing that what I was doing or trying to

do was better, they only saw that it was different, and
they hated me for it. They thought that I felt I was
better than they were, and I couldn't make them see

that I had only love for them in my heart. They
would say: * Here she comes, the white woman ; make
room for her; give her the best seat ; she knows every-

thing; we are nothing but poor Indians, but she has
been to school; listen carefully to what she has to

say She is very young but she will teach us all.'

I believe I could stand torture, but I can't l)ear to be
made fun of. Perhaps they didn't mean to do more
than tease me, but they tortured me. They hurt me
cruelly and I could not hide it. They saw this and
it seemed to make them happy, so every one took a
hand in the new game. They called me the White
Squaw. They praised me, they praised everything I

did. It was great sport—/or them. Finally the
chiefs, the elders, took me aside, and talked to me of
my effort to change things. The women must look
to the men of the tribe; it wasn't wise to attempt new
and strange things; it wasn't womanly; it was foolish

for me to meddle in matters beyond me. This was
more terrible because they were trying to be kind to

me. They advised me to marry. Appah had asked
for me and Colorow, the head chief, had given his
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consent. I began to see that it was hopeless. I was
not an Indian to the Indians nor a white woman to the
whites. I tried to forget, to go back, to be like them,
and then you came, and I knew that I couldn't."

She said this simply, quite as a matter of course.
Indeed, she was quite unconscious of what this
meant to him.

"The worst of it all is they won't let me teach
their children." She tried to say this bravely, but
her voice broke in a sob.

"No ?" he said with deep concern, for he knew that
her hope lay in the children, that her heart was in her
work as a teacher, and that her cramped, starved soul
had found meat and drink in her love for the little

ones.

"No. Yesterday the agent asked me to resign my
position! He said that if I didn't the Indians would
withdraw their children from the school."
Hal did not reply to this. All his faculties were

alive and in a flash he saw the situation. He said
nothing. What could he say ?

She was not only face to face with a big, implacable
problem but with a very painful and sordid struggle
for existence.

"No, I could not go back," she repeated. " What-
ever happens I will never again be like them. They
make me shudder. I have no people, no kindred, no
country. I am an outcast. Sometimes I get fright-
ened. I seem to be just an empty shadow. I feel
dead, but I still walk about. I can't even lie down
under the ground and rest like my parents who are
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gone. I don't know why I tell you all this. Yoa
are a white man. You cannot understand."

"Wah-na-gi, I understand. I understand even
what you haven't said. I'm glad you told me all

this, but I knew it before you told me." And he
smiled at her tenderly and she smiled back at him
through her tears.

"You are very wonderful," she said with divine

candor, and he laughed joyously, because he knew
she was incapable of sarcasm.

"No, Wah-na-gi, I'm not wonderful. I'm a very
ordinary chap. It would be strange if I didn't under-
stand. My mother, too, was an Indian woman."
He thought she would be startled, and he watched

her narrowly for a sign . Would she be disappointed ?

Would her hero crumble? Or would she be glad
that they were closer to each other than she had
dreamed ?

"Your mother?" she said. She did not grasp it.

She hadn't thought to speculate about him ; to won-
der who he was or where he came from or why he
was there.

"Your mother! Did you say your mother was
an "

"An Indian woman. Nat-u-ritch was her name."
"Nat-u-ritch? No, it isn't possible. The pretty

little woman—they say she was so pretty—who,
who "

He said it for her.

"Killed herself over at the Red Butte Ranch?
Yes, the same. She was my mother."
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"I see now," she said. "Otherwise it couldn't
have been. I couldn't have told you, and you, you
never would have understood. I'm so glad you told

»•me
And without stopping to inquire why, the world

seemed a different world, almost possible, perhaps a
world in which one would be willing to live, might
even be happy. Such small things sometimes make
this curious old world.

"It was Fate, Wah-na-gi," he said irrelevantly.

"It had to be. It is always like that. Things are
so. That's all. We come together, you and I, be-
cause \ are alone, alone in a big world."

too," she said incredulously. Was it possi-

this superior being could have been treated
sith the same want of consideration shown
r Indian girl? "Alone? You?" she re-

It was a joy to find that they had many
omrion, even if they were sorrows.

, too im an outcast."

tly, because he was not begging for

"Yo
blc h
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,
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s^inpatfi} t n i,c no longer felt in need of sympathy.
Indeed, ht o longer felt an outcast. He said it

because ht wanted to make one more tie between
them.

"You? Oh, no, it couldn't be!" she said, and her
soul went out to meet him and stood waiting. He
saw it but he did not realize all it meant to him.

"Yes," he said reassuringly.

" I pitied myself once, but I don't now. It was all

for the best. Otherwise I wouldn't be here. Yes, I
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had to get out, had to leave England, had to leave
the British Army."
"You were a soldier. Of course, I ought to have

known that," she said with frank admiration.
"I could tell you a fancy story," he said; "and

you'd believe it, but I'd rather you knew the truth.
Lies always keep one dodging. They said I diso-

beyed orders."

" But it wasn't true," she said with quiet conviction.
"Yes," he replied, grateful to her nevertheless.

"Yes, it was true. Yes, I disobeyed orders. They
were fool orders; they were crazy, cowardly, panicky
orders and I disobeyed them, and I dare say I'd do
it again if I had the chance."

He said this with more heat than she had ever seen
him display, and she was proud and happy because
she saw no sense of shame in his face and felt no
reservation in the ringing tones of his voice.

" It was in South Africa. I was ordered to retreat.

I tore up the despatch and ordered my men to charge,
and I'm not bragging when I say I saved the division
from annihilation."

"And they punished you for that?"
"Well, you see, it was like this-I don't know

whether you'll understand it exactly, but this wasn't
done in a corner. It was plain that if I was right
our commander was—well—deserved to fx> court-
ma rtialled. He was a great man with the hi<,'hest

s(Kial and iK>litical connections. The peopl<' behind
him couldn't afford to be shadowed by his disgrace.
In fact, if they let the truth out it would have become
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a national scandal. It was easier to ask for the
resignation of a youngster whom nobody knew, and
about whom nobody cared, nobody but my poor old
Dad. Even those who knew the truth said I was a
fighter not a soldier, that I didn't know how to obey,
was insolent and insubordinate, and they bawled that
the Empire needed soldiers not heroes. They said I

jeopardized the Empire in order to make a reputation
for myself. They said a lot of things. The only
man who stood by me—God bless him!—was my im-
mediate superior, and he had to resign too, for telling

the truth. So I was sacrificed. I had to give up the
only career for which I was fitted, the only thing
I cared for, and every door in England was shut to
me forever. You see I have no people or country
either."

"You shall have mine," she said quickly.

"You forget, you haven't any," he rejoined, and
they both laughed like happy children.

Ladd had stood for a moment on his veranda and
watched them with a cynical smile. They felt the
chili of his shadow even before he spoke.

"Have you instructed your men as I told you?"
he asked of Calthorpe as he came toward them.
"No," said the young man rising, "but I will."

He signalled to his two men to follow him and he
walked away
"Come," he said to her; "I'll walk a little of the

way with you."

" Don't go far," said the agent. "The meeting will

take place at once and / depend n you.''



THE SILENT CALL 69

As they walked along neither spoke. Both of
them had looked forward to this moment many times;
both had dreaded it ; both had avoided it ; both had
conspired to postpone it, and now they were face to
face with it. Something strange had come into their
lives, bom of complete understanding. To help him
to go away, to urge him to go away, at first seemed to
her impossible, now it was imperative.

"You must go away," she said simply, as if they
had been talking of it for a long time. "Your life

isn't safe here."

This conveyed no meaning to him now. There
were other reasons. He was well aware of them.
He had in fact laid awake many a night answering
them and confusing them, smothering them. His
inclinations had silenced them many times. Now he
knew that it was inevitable and could no longer be
postponed, and yet, what of her? He saw that she
had some basketwork and beadwork in her hands;
that she had been into the store to try to sell them;
that she had not done so. The trader sells these
things for very good prices, but he takes care not to
pay anything for them. He knew that Appah had
been instrumental in having her dismissed from her
position in the school, in the expectation that it might
help to drive her to the protection and shelter of his
home; that this had been done with the connivance
of Ladd. He realized that her dismissal would
be popular! He thought, too, that he could, if he
chose, have her restored to her position, which meant
more, much more to her than the salary involved;
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and that this was part of the " valuable consideration "

intended by the agent. He knew that never had she
so much need of him as now, and he must go away.
"Your life isn't safe here," ^he repeated, seeing

that he had not heard.

"Oh," he said, laughing, taking off his hat and
looking at the hole in it quizzically. "Somebody has
told you. Oh, it was nothing. Some one was hunt-
ing and I happened in the way—that's all."

" It was Appah," she said with complete convic-
tion.

"What if it was?" he said, unimpressed. "He
knows I know,"

"He's a bad man."
"Well, he isn't my idea of a good man exactly;

still—there are worse men than Appah."
" Yes," she echoed with conviction ; "the agent, and

he doesn't trust you."

"No?" he said, genuinely surprised. "What
makes you think so?"
"Last night I was sitting crouched behind an

empty oil barrel below the trader's window. I was
very discouraged, for I had not been able to sell any
of my work, and I was trying to think of some other
way, or some other work, and before I knew it or
realized that I was listening I heard their voices, the
trader and the agent. I couldn't hear it all, but I

heard enough. It was how the trader could stand
at the store window, pretend to be cleaning a gun.
and kill some one outside."

"And you think they had me in mind?"

''^jwrzr^-
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"I didn't hear your name, only—don't go to thia
meeting this afternoon."

"I must go, Wah-na-gi; I couldn't stay away; but
don't you be worried."

"What is it about?"
"The asphalt lands."

"They are a lot of bad men. Don't go, please
don't go."

"Why, bless your heart, little woman, I know all
about them, and I can take care of myself. I'm ai
safe as if I were in a church."

"If you stay on the Agency—they will kill you.
You must go away."

"What is it. Bill?" said Calthorpe as the big
foreman hove in sight breathing heavily as if he had
hurried.

"Ladd wants you; they're ready to begin."
"All right. Bill, I'll come at once."
As Bill hastened away Hal took from his vest

pocket a small automatic magazine gun.
"Wah-na-gi," he said, "I bought this for you the

last time I was in Denver." And he rapidly showed
her its simple mechanism. "Learn to use it. You
might need it some day, and if you don't, no harm
done." And he dropped it in the beaded pouch that
hung from her waist.
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CHAPTER VII

"Howd'y, boys?" said the agent in his most genial

tones as he shook hands with McShay, Silent Smith,
and Orson Lee. "Howd'y? By the way, McShay,
I asked Captain Baker to come over from Fort

Serene. I hope that is agreeable to you."

" Sure," said the big cowman. "Sure. Baker's all

right. Who represents your side besides yourself?"

McShay had not made his way in the world by
subtlety. The inference was too obvious to be
ignored, but Ladd chose to assume the attitude of

the righteous man who is not easily offended.

"I don't represent any side, McShay," he said

with an amiable smile.

"Ain't you over-modest?" McShay's tone made
it obvious that he did not expect quarter, and it was
pretty well known that in a fight he didn't give any.
Still the agent preserved his equanimity.

"Like Captain Baker, I'm just an officer of the

Government."

"Not even Cadger, the Injin trader; ain't he in

the game?"
"Not unless you personally desire his presence,"

said Ladd genially and without a trace of the amuse-
ment he felt at the idea.

73
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"Not me," said the other hastily. "Any time I

want Cadger present I'll put the occasion under lock

and key and lose the key."
" Hello, here's Captain Baker now. Howd'y , Cap-

tain? Thank you for coming."

Baker had played centre rush at West Point and

war really too big for a cavalryman. At sight of him
one naturally felt sorry for the horse, and associated

him involuntarily with the heavy artillery, coast

defences, or something in keeping with his architect-

ural lines. He looked like an overgrown boy. His

fresh, rosy complexion, blond hair, and round face

made him look much younger than he really was. If

he was a bit slow mentally, he could mind his own
business, and was universally liked by his men and

by his neighbors in the country roundabout.

"Shall I get some chairs and benches?" said the

agent.

"Mother Earth for me," said McShay, taking in

the chances with a swift mental calculation, and ar-

riving at the conclusion that sitting on the ground he

could shoot quicker and had a better target than

the man who sat on a chair or one who sat on the

agent's porch. "Sure of your ground wires down
here."

He was about to sit when Dr. McCloud walked

slowly toward them, his hat in his hand, as if he felt

the burden of the heat.

Ladd went toward him with the deference and

respect which it was impossible to withhold from

this unusual man.
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"Thank you for coming," he said, and turning to
the others: "Gentlemen, Dr. McCloud has kindly
consented to preside at this conference "

"Unless there is some objection," said the clergy-
man, looking from one to the other with his benignant,
shadowy smile.

"Objection to Dr. McCloud would be regarded on
this side of the fence as the opening of hostilities—
what the lawyers would call provocative," said
McShay with a drawl which seemed to add weight
to the sentiment expressed, and he made the last

word his own with an unnecessarily long o, sort of
put his brand on it.

Silent Smith looked at Lee with helpless admira-
tion.

"Gee whiz," said Orson in complete sympathy.
"Ain't that a bird ? And Mike gets 'em out without
the aid of a net or any mechanical contrivance—just
spontaneous like."

And the two men looked around to see if any one
was rash enough to question the superiority of their
leader.

Ladd's brow had begun to darken with anxiety
when in walked Calthorpe.

"And, oh, by the way, McShay, I've asked Cal-
thorpe, my chief of police, to be present, as he is •

thoroughly familiar with the country in dispute."
McShay took Hal by the hand and held it while he

said, looking straight into the boy's eyes:
"Glad to meet somebody who is goin' to be in-

terested in the proceedin's. Mr. Ladd is gittin' so
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shy and retirin' it makes us fellers feel kind of selfish

and lonesome."

McShay's sharp gaze was a hard one to meet, but

Hal looked into it with eyes so steady and serene that

the big man was puzzled.

The two had met but seldom, and then in a way
not calculated to make them friends. Hal had on

one occasion ordered McShay and his men and cattle

off the Reservation, had tn fact put them ofiF. The
young -nan's attitude had been so quiet but so de-

tennined and convincing that, much to the cattle-

men's surprise, they had gone without more than an

angry prote *. McShay had been a police officer

himself and knew that the fellow with the law behind

him had all the best of it, and so he'd taken his

medicine, but he hadn't enjoyed it. On another

occasion these same men, but without their leader,

had come to one of the Indian dances with the

avowed purpose of "having fun with the police."

They had been drinking and were quarrelsome, but

Calthorpe arrested them, disarmed them, and put

them in the "lock-up" so quickly that they had no

time to get going, though they were a formidable

and dangerous lot. He had earned their good-will

on the following morning, when they were sober, by

inducing the agent to let them go without further

trouble. So McShay and his crowd had at all events

learned to respect him as a man who could take care

of himself.

"Well, Doctor, it's up to you. The meeting is in

your hands," and Ladd offered him a chair which
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had been placed on the edge of the veranda. The
agent sat on the steps to the right of the clergyman,
Captain Baker on the steps to his left, the others
were grouped in a semicircle, McShay and Calthorpe
opposite the chairman.

The agent had felt sure of his ability to put Mc-
Shay and the cowboys in the attitude of law-defiers,
and he had manoeuvred to have the clergyman and
the army man present in order to have two disinter-
ested witnesses to their confusion, vitnesses whose
mfluence might be potent at Washington and before
the nation.

"Well, gentlemen," said McCloud, rising, "if I
ran help you to know each other better and under-
stand each other better, I shall be glad. Misunder-
standings are at the bottom of most quarrels, and so
we are here "

"For a show-down," interrupted McShay ner-
vously, anxious to get down to business.

"Well, that poker expression seems to cover it,"
said the clergyman, smiling—"a show-down."

"Before you go any further," said Captain Baker,
"I want it understood that I don't know anything
about this matter, that I am here in nobody's interest,
merely on the invitation of the agent."
"That is correct." Ladd spoke with condescension '

and as one far removed from undignified strife, with
a lofty and impersonal note; indeed, as one divinely
appomted to the task of pouring oil on troubled
waters, an attitude intended to put greedy self-
seekers in their proper light, an attitude very exasper-
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ating to McShay who chafed under the genial im-

plication.

"That is correct," he repeated. "The captain

is here by my invitation. I thought he should
be present as I may be forced to ask for troops

to remove from Government lands all interlopers

who "

"Interlopers is good. It's a glad word. It's all

right about interlopers," broke in McShay, feeling

that Ladd had made him look greedy long enough.
" You brought Captain Baker here as a bluff, but it

don't go. We ain't got any quarrel with him or his

soldier boys, and we're glad he's here."

"And, like Captain Baker, I have no axe to grind,"

beamed the lofty one. "I am here just as "

"—the paid representative of the Asphalt Trust."

It came like lightning. The big man had tired of

the fancy sparring and had stepped in with one
straight from the shoulder that caught his opponent
and staggered him with its directness. McShay
didn't know any other way but to take and give

punishment. It served its purpose. It knocked the

tactics and amenities out of Ladd with a single punch,
and he stood revealed, his jaw set, his eyes blazing, a
fighter, dangerous and implacable. Every one pres-

ent gasped.

"You'll have to retract that statement," he said

after a moment's pause in which he struggled to con-

trol himself. "It's false."

Every one got to his feet and every man's hand
went to his gun. McShay had forgotten that he had
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planned to shoot from a sitting position. He couldn't

resist the simultaneous impulse.

"Wait a moment, please!"

It was the minister who spoke. McCloud spoke
as one sure of himself. It wasn't the first time he
had exercised control over men. It had been his life

work. He had swayed thousands as one man. He
had held out both hands to avarice and men had given
him the money they loved dearer than their souls.

He had faced the frenzied mob and taken the human
torch from their mad vengeance. Men had sub-
mitted to this power without knowing what it was or
whence it came. Perhaps it was the same force which
stilled the tempest on the Sea of Galilee and made
men say :

" Even the winds and the waves obey Him."
"Wait a moment, please," he said, and they waited.

As they turned to him, something shone in his face.

Perhaps it was the radiance of the dying sun sinking
behind the Moquitch Mountains; perhaps it was
the light of another world. Whatever it was, human
passion became self-conscious before it and shrank
back abashed.

"You are forgetting me. You have honored me
by making me your chairman. As long as I am act-

ing for you and as your servant I will not allow you
to ignore me. Your own self-respect should teach*

you to respect me. I won't be a figure-head. If

I am not in control here, absolute control, get another
chairman."

It was not what he said, but it was the man himself,

that made this cogent.
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"Well, that's no more than fair," said McShay
frankly.

"Why, of course,' said Ladd, not to be outdone

and greatly relieved to have the occasion drift into

still water.

"Good," said McCloud heartily. "That's under-

stood. And when I say absolute control, I mean
just that. Each man has his own pet methods, but

for the present it is my way."

"Your way goes. Parson," announced McShay
grandly.

"I'm glad that is agreed upon. Very well, gentle-

men, this being a peace conference we will begin by

a general disarmament."

There was a momentous pause before McShay's
mind groped its way through the bewildering chaos

conjured up by this cataclysm.

"A what ?" he gasped.

Quite unobtrusively and without attracting the

notice of any one engaged in the powwow, Wah-na-gi

had glided into the background, crept up the steps

of the store, glanced furtively into the open window,

taken a survey of the interior of the store, and then

crouched on the steps where, without appearing to,

she had been a most intent observer of the scene.

"There's Wah-na-gi," said McCloud, seeing her

strategic position for his purposes. "Every man
present will oblige me by handing over his weapons
to her. They can be reclaimed later."

"Ain't that a bit unusual?" said Orson Lee awk-
wardly.
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"Ain't fashionable in our set, Orson. Don't you
think, Parson," said the Irishman, turning to Mc-
Cloud with his most ingratiating manner, and Mc-
vShay could be very winning when he wanted to;

"don't you think a gun is a kind of civilizen infloo-

ence, as it were? Ain't it a check on intemperate
speech and reckless statement?"

"Are you going to begin by appealing from the
decisions of the chair?" asked the chairman.
"Not me. Me and my men will deposit our hard-

ware and git a rain check." And he began to un-
buckle his belt slovly, his example being followed by
his retainers in a helpless, bewildered way.
"Mind you, I think you're wrong. There bein*

no proper sense of restraint, I'll bet this ends up in the
damnedest row! You know, Parson," holding it out,
" God made the gun to put every man on an equality!"
He paused for a moment, almost expecting that the

preacher might be moved by this powerful almost
unanswerable argument, but as he saw no sign of any
weakening he put his gun before Wah-na-gi.
Hal had been the first to comply with the request

of the chairman, and as he put his weapon before
her, gave her a smile, to which she responded with a
look in which love and terror struggled for the
mastery.

,

" Make some excuse and get away," she whispered.
"He's armed," and she tossed her head in the direc-
tion of the store.

"Don't worry, little woman," he said and walked
back to the others.
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" By the way," said McCloud casually. " Perhaps

I didn't make it quite plain. I meant all weapons."

McShay lcK)kc<i at the parson with a smile that was
touching in its frank admiration.

"Boys, the prson's on. He's on. There can't

be no trumps held out in this discard."

It now appeared that the McShay crowd was a
walking arsenal. Weapons made their appearance

from the most innocent places. The big man drew
a gun from a pocket holster underneath each arm.

They were so disposed that he could fold his arms
in the most natural way and have each hand rest on
the butt of a gun, which he could draw simultaneously

and very quickly. Orson Lee seemed to have a

preference for the knife as an auxiliary weapon, for

he drew one from the leg of his boot and another from

the back of his neck, the two extremes.

Silent Smith, the expert, wore a coat, and had a

magazine gun of moderate size in each pocket, so

that he could sit or stand with his hands in his pockets

and shfx)t ihroi.j?h the pockets. It saved a lot of

time not lO hp fo draw and aim. It looked as

if the cowbc)) ontingent had come prepared for

trouble.

While this x»

"Don't sup

Parson, but if -^

put a rope aroui.

loose down our w.

a contribution in

the plate that-a wa)

1 pro! ess McShay said

:

)u have political asperations,

r git locoed that-a-wav you can

any office we got runnin' around
Now, Brother Ladd, we'd like

yoj. Can't let you overlook
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"A« Vm not aimed-—" said I^dd, but the minute
he Mid it he knew it wan a mistake.

"Guess ag'in,'* said McShay with a provoking smile.

••Oh, I had forgotten this," corrected Ladd, re

moving a magazine gun frf)m his pockets. "This
is an old hunting coat of mine and I had neglected

to remove it."

The cowman kx)ked a quizzical "How careless!"

but refrained from further comment.
•'Would you like to make sure that is all?" said

Ladd to the other.

Much to the disappointment of the preacher, Mc-
Shay rejoined : "If you don't mind," and proceeded
to tap him for further concealed weapons. I^dd
submitted to this with a good grace that pleased

the chairman, particularly when no further artillery

was i'l evidence.

"Im not armed," said Baker.

"I'll take the captain's word for that," said the

chairman.

"You have no other weapons, Mr. Calthorpe?"
"None," said Hal; "but any one is at liberty to

make sure."

•'I'll take your word," said McShay.
The inferential insult of this was not lost on I^dd,

but he had made up his mind not again to lose his

temper, and to let McShay rattle on and expose his

hand.

"Oh, by the way," observed the chairman, looking

around; "oughtn't the Indians to have a representa-

tive here?"

In
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"/ represent the Indians," said I^dd .iconi 1II7

"Never mind the Injins," agreed McSha^.
The chairman made a ncHc of the fact that no one

thought it worth while to consult the Imiians about

lands presumably bebnging to them. Both parties

to the dispute were agrred in this, so the clergyman

let it pass without further comment.

''Now we will sit down," he said, "and listen to

^ich other calmly. Finrt, Mr. Mc.Thay, we will hear

from you. Don't rise. This is informal. We will

try to avoid provocation and also try to be patient

under provocation. Go on." McShay fired the first

shot.

" Mr. Chairman, gentlemen, and—Injin agent."

The slight pause before "Injin agent" did not

promise well for the avoidance of provocation, but

Ladd ignored it.

" I represent the cowboys and settlers who are in

present possession of these lands. Possession is usu-

ally considered nine points of the law, and when
backed up by rcpcatin' rifles it sometimes tallies up
to ten."

"You mean that you arc in forcible possession,"

said the chairman, "but of course you don't insist

that might is right."

"Well, might comes mighty near bein' right, Par-

son. In my experience it's the best argument I'm

acquainted with."

"You've 'jumped' these lands and, unless you get

off» I shall he forced to get Captain Baker to assist

my Indian police in putting you oflf."
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Ladd had regained his composure and said this

without feeling.

" You ain't agoin' to put us off, Mr. Agent, 'cause

we've a right to be there. We hold two tracts under
two separate titles—first, the lands formerly belonging
to the Red Butte Ranch, we own them "

"Under what sort of title?"

Every one turned to the speaker. It was the young
chief of police who spoke, and even Ladd showed
plainly his surprise at this obvious meddling in mat-
ters which did not concern him. McShay was about
to ask him what business it was of his, but a second
glance at the youngster made him think better of it,

so he only remarked

:

" By purchase. Bought 'em from the owner."
"The owner? Meaning?"
"TheEarlofKerhiU."
"You bought them from the Earl of Kerhill?"

persisted the other, but he pronounced the name as
if it were spelled "Karhill," and Mike corrected him
with obvious patience.

"Surest thing you know. We bought 'em from
Charley Short and Andy Openheim, two of his old
cowboys, who bought 'em from the earl direct."

"I'm afraid you've been taken in, Mr. McShay."
"Taken in? Not me. Not * take-in. Never

been took in—wouldn't know how."
"I'm afraid you were a bit too eager to get these

lands. For once your rapacity got the better of your
caution."

The muscles around the Irishman's eyes contracted.
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"Parson, I don't care much for the word ra-

pacity."

" It isn't parliamentary," said the chairman, amused
in spite of himself. "I declare it out of order. I

hope Mr. Calthorpe will
"

" I withdraw it," said Hal good-humoredly. " Sor-

ry ! What I meant was they sold you something they

didn't have, Mr. McShay."
" It's giving our hand away," said the cowman with

an assumed serenity he did not feel, for there was
something about the manner and speech of the other

which made him uneasy in spite of himself.

"It's a-giving our hand away, but I don't mind
puttin' you wise. There's a deed!"—and he took a
paper from his wallet

—"and it's signed, 'James
Wynnegate, Earl of KFRhill.'"

"KarhiW" corrected the boy.

"Xerrhill," insisted Mike, and then spelled it

—

"Kay-arr-hell."

"May I see that?"

"Sure! Strictly speakin', I don't know as it's any
of your business, but maybe it'll be good for what ails

you."

Hal looked at it, read it, examined it swiftly but

carefully, amid a silence which was intense! The
interest had shifted from the agent to the chief of

police, and every one present was wondering how it

happened and what it could mean. While the docu-
ment was under examination. Big Bill sauntered in,

trying to look absent and desultory, and failing com-
pletely. He tried to appear on his way to the store,
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but his open face showed plainly his anxiety to know
what was going on.

"The signature is a forgery," said Calthorpe sim-

ply.

"What?" bellowed McShay, jumping into the air

and feeling for his gun. His dismay on realizing

that he didn't have this final argument was pathetic.

"I told you, Parson," he said to the chairman
bitterly; "I told you it was a mistake.*'

"No unsupported statement need bother you, Mr.
McShay," suggested the preacher, his eyes twinkling,

for now that he felt that he had the situation well

in hand he was amused at the play of human emo-
tions going on before him.

"That's right, Parson," said McShay. "That's
right, 'unsupported' is a glad word and it epitomizes

the situation. But the young feller'll have to make
this good some other time and place."

"I'll make it good now, Mr. McShay. Bill, come
here, will you?"
As the big foreman sauntered over to him, the

young man went on:

"As you all know, Bill was the Earl's foreman for

years, and knows his signature as well as he knows
his own. WiU you let me submit this signature to

Bill?"

As Mr. McShay did not refuse, being by this time
somewhat bewildered, Hal passed the paper up to

the cattle-boss, who looked it over and over, and then,

thinking of other things, looked at the back of the

paper.
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"He didn't sign it on both sides of the paper, Bill,"

growled McShay impatiently, "and it ain't leaked

through."

"'Tain't Jim's—the Earl's, I mean," said BiU
decisively.

"This is a put-up job, that's what it is, a put-up
job," and the representative of the cowboys, now
thoroughly enraged, made a movement in the direc-

tion of the pile of guns nestling in front of Wah-na-gi.

"McShay!" cried Ladd imperatively; "I wouldn't

advise you to try to get your gun. My Indian police

are within call and they have orders to put down
violence."

The baffled fury of the cowman was a pleasant

sight to the agent and he smiled broadly as he ex-

plained:

"You know this is as much of a surprise to me as it

is to you," and this was strictly true; "but I am en-

deavoring to take it cahnly," he added with an irri-

tating grin. "You don't see me getting excited."

"Well, boys," said McShay to his followers, "the
wheel is crooked and the cards are marked, but we'll

sit through the game out of respect for the chair-

man."

McCloud bowed, pleased and flattered by the

deference of the rough man whose sincerity was un-
mistakable.

"Thank you. I'm sure the agent will have no
excuse for using the police even to keep the peace."

And he felt grateful to McShay that the latter did
not for a moment suspect him of being connected in
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any way with what he was pleased to regard as a
crooked game.

" I thought it best to be on the safe side," explained
the agent. " And now I think it only fair, also in the
interests of peace, to make my position plain. The
rest of the lands you cowboys are illegally holding are
on the Reservation and you've got to get off."

"Don't think so," said McShay, having now in a
measure regained his poise. "No, don't think so.

They were thrown open by Act of Congress and we
hold 'em as original discoverers and locators. We
hold 'em under the mineral laws."

"This isn't your day at home, McShay. You're
wrong all the way round. Calthorpe here is a sur-
veyor "

"Say, he's all sorts of cute and convenient things,
ain't he?"
McShay was getting himself in hand once more.
"All right. Parson," he said in response to a gest-

ure of protest by the chairman; "all right, I ain't
a-sayin' what they are. I'm a-savin' it."

"Mr. McShay," said the preacher with good-
humored forbearance, "a wise man once said:
•Surely the churning of milk bringeth forth butter
and the wringing of the nose bringeth forth blood,
so the forcing of wrath bringeth forth strife.'"

Cadger a')peared at the window of his store and
he was busy cleaning a Colt's 48. Ladd did not look
at him, but he knew he was there.

"Now let's get down to business," he said sharply.
"My chief of police here has surveyed these lands
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and boundaries and finds the original monuments
have been moved."

" Oh, he's a handy man to have about the house,
ain't he?" insinuated McShay. "Well, useful," he
said, turning to Hal with an ominous smer. "Get
on. Don't you see your master's waitin' fer you.
Let's see just how much of a fancy liar you really
are."

Every man got to his feet and there was an instinc-
tive impulse which demonstrated the wisdom of the
chairman's point of order. This was followed by a
simultaneous movement to get between the two men,
which was checked by the perfect cahnness of the
younger who raised his hand in a deprecatory way.

"I let the word liar pass for the present," said Hal
coolly. "We can take that up later, Mr. McShay
and I. You see the agent isn't quite accurate. I
did make a survey."

Before the quiet young man could finish his sen-
tence La<Jd slipped his leash.

"And you're on Government lands, McShay, an
by God, you've got to get ofiF." It was an explosion.
The austere official went up in smoke, leaving fierce
self-interest showing its teeth. It was unmistakable
that Ladd meant what he said. His jaws were set
and his clenched fist quivered in the Irishman's face.
"Wait a moment, wait a moment, Mr. Agent,"

said Hal with a soft, soothing menace. "You're
going too fast. You must let me tell my own story
and in my own way. On the contrary, I told you
these Iannis were not on the Reservation."
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Ladd turned gray and for a moment could not

speak. His eyes contracted in a fierce deadly glitter.

Then quite naturally, as a bewildered man might, he

took off kis hat and passed his other hand over his

brow. Cadger glanced up from the cleaning of his

gun. The movement seemed to arrest his attention.

"What?" gasped Ladd, finding his voice at last.

"Isn't that what I reported?" asked the youngster

calmly.

"You? Why, there, there, there must be some

mistake."

The agent began to falter, stutter, grope his way.

What could it mean ? Was the boy crazy ? Would
he throw away his chances? Had the other side

bought him too and paid him more ? And there were

all these men, all these hostile eyes glaring at him,

searching him, gloating over his confusion. There

was McShay hovering near like an eagle about to

swoop. He could hear the Irishman's mocking

voice, like a mischievous boy, playing about him.

"This is as much a surprise to me as it is to you,"

it jibed, " but I'm trying to take it calmly. You don't

see me gittin' excited." Ladd realized that they were

his own words thrown back in his face like dirty

water. His surprise, confusion, shame were being

swallowed up in a murderous hate. He would hurt,

tear, rend, kill. There was Cadger in the back-

ground. All these men faced him, the agent. Their

backs were turned to the store. It was easy, so easy

it gave him a moment's pause. He must be careful.

He must make no mistake. He would be sure. If
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this boy betrayed him, why then— The only thing
he missed in his rapid mental survey of the situation

was a little girl crouching on the steps over the dis-

carded weapons, her fierce little black eyes following

his every movement, searching his face for every
thought. Yes, there was Cadger cleaning his gun,
and—waiting for the signal, the second signal!

"He means," he heard himself say with a fair

assumption of serenity; "he means he told me they
were on the Reservation." He addressed this to Mc-
Shay. Then he turned directly to Hal, looked him
straight in the eye, and said:

"And the monuments—the landmarks?"
Before Hal replied he saw what the answer would

be, saw it in the relentless face, the mocking eye.

"That was your idea, that they had been moved,
not mine"
Any hesitation the agent may have felt was gone.

Irresolution vanished. He put on his hat I And he
put it on with decision, as if in his opinion the con-
ference was over. Then for the first time he noticed
that Wah-na-gi had left her position as custodian
of the armory, had mounted the steps of the store,

and stood for a moment by the window like a cat
waiting to spring, every nerve and muscle tense, and
as Cadger raised his gun she stepped in front of him.
The trader drew back swiftly and tried to step to
one side. She followed him.

" Git out of my light ! Can't you see I can't see ?
"

He executed a rapid movement to push her aside.
Again she covered him.

I*
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** Git away from my store winder or I'll break your

face, you " and Cadger called her a name not

used in good society.

All those present got up and turned at this sudden

and untoward disturbance. Hal was the only one

who did not look back. He could see what was hap-

pening in tht agent's face.

"Have Cadger step here a moment, will vou?"
said Hal to Ladd.

"What for?"
" Bill," said Hal to the cattle-boss who was manoeu-

vring in the background, greatly puzzled by what

was going on at the window. " Ask the Indian trader

to step here?"
•' Stop," called Ladd to Bill. " Cadger don't want to

be mixed up in this. Besides, he can't leave the store."

The agent was conscious that this sounded hurried

and feeble, and it seemed not to impress Bill, for he

went on directly into the store. Hal reassured the

agent—with the suggestion that Bill would look after

the store for the trader. Indeed, one per cent, of

small boy would have been able to take care of the

trade just at that moment.

"Things are coming my way to-day, Mr. Ladd;

better let me have my way."

Whether the agent would have consented to this or

not, the chief of police had his way, for Bill appeared

with Cadger in charge.

In fact, Cadger knew that Bill would bring him

bodily, so he thought it more dignified to come of

his own accord.

^ssTsasPS!•
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"Just put your wcafwri with the others, Cadger,"
said Calthrop<\ "and come here."

The little furtive man glanced swiftly at I^dd for

Ruidancc and Bill took lis gun and rags out of his

hands Ixjfore he could determine on what course he
ought to pursue. Bill broke the gun, then glanced
curiously over the little man:

" Cleanin' a loaded gun, too! Ain't you careless ?"

"Wah-na-gi, come here, please," said Hal, never
taking his eyes from Ladd's face.

She had remained in the background as Cadger
came down. Now she came to Hal who was stand-
ing with the trader in easy reach. Cadger seemed to
shrink and get smaller as he blinked feebly. The
business of the meeting was forgotten. Again the
young man diverted the interest and every one won-
dered what would happen next.

"Wah-na-gi, Mr. Cadger wants to tell you before
these gentlemen that he made a mistake, that he
would like to beg your pardon. Mr. Cadger wants
to apologize."

"Like hell I do," growled the trader.

" Calthoipe," called out the agent ; "you're the one
that's making the mistake. You're going too far.

I won't stand for this."

"Oh, yes, I think you will," asserted the boy
quietly.

The agent gave him a swift look, trying to deter-
mine how far he had gone or would go. Something
had gone wrong. The machiner>' had slipped a cog,
but how far wrong was it? Could it be repaired?

•''«Kr5f«,T?k¥j» "jc««'*K<wa--6?r.5'.
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Could it be fixed up ? Was it a strike for higher pay ?

Or was it *he eternal woman interfering and putting

them at cross purposes? His own interest in the

woman, guarded with the greatest care, kept under

kxrk and key, in the dark, had this boy seen a furtive

glance, the flash of a hidden desire ? He must pro-

ceed cautiously until he saw the other's hand and
knew his cards. Still, this boy must be taught his

place.

•'I want you to understand I'm the agent, Cal-

thorpe."

"Yes, that's why you'll protect this woman from

insult."

" You leave that to me. This is outside our bu«»i-

ness, and "

"As the insult became a part of our proceeding,
"

said McCloud calmly, "it seems right for the apology

to be included."

" Parson," exclaimed McShay, delighted ; "you're

a sport, and I'll back any play you make."

"I think you would facilitate matters, Mr. Ladd,"
added the preacher, "if you instructed your man to

comply with Mr. Calthorpe's request."

"Please don't make him," begged Wah-na-gi

timidly.

"Come on, little man," said Hal coaxingly.

"Oh, well, apologize, Cadger, and get it over with.

We're wasting time." And Ladd walked away.

Hal applied a sharp squeeze to the back of the trad-

er's neck, just under the eais, and he squirmed with

pain.

yty!» »faBg»»BrTBggyigEga«aKig><g"f»»^mf»*it«g^^^^
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"Oh, hell, I apologize," he blithered

"She accepts your ajwiogy," said Hial graciously,

and every one excejH Cadger breathed a sigh of

relief. That was a closed incident.

•*Now sit down here where I can sec yr/u," and he

tossed him lightly on a bale of goods that was leaning

against the steps waiting to be unpacked, and he

brushed his hands as if they ha' ^^^n soilc! '• Now
I feci more comfortable in m\ I"—anc;? dded to

himself—"and in my back."

"Now see here, Calthorpt

down swiftly and gripping tht

the show of authority. " Wha.
Didn't you tell me these lam.i

vation?"

"I did not!"

T' '<sue was joined. F< »r a mtrnfm he agent's

mind i\ ' to face the situ. ation 1 }^- jaw dropped

."''d he looKcd at the other V.lankly

"You, you, you mear , sa^-

Then he gazed into tht unreli ui

and fell back and cowertd like a **

'

with fear. "You mean to say

Why, why you're going back on

you scoi' idrel, you have, you have

"I ha*e your money," said Hal, jcking the words
out of his mouth and completing the unspoken
thought. "That's right, I have. And thee it is,"

and he took some papers from his pocket. " Fifteen

thousand dollars' worth of gilt-edged securities in the

Asphalt Trust. And here is a receipt for the fifteen

vou

stammered.

ace opp<.*sitc

•ert dog, white

'u*t tell me?
word, why,

mm^'Si *«w?»-ir*^*t«i; ^'•Vf
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thousand dollars I didn't pay for them. I tof)k your
money because it was the only way to make you
show your hand. Kvcry one knows you're a crook
and grafter, but nobody could prove it. It's my
sworn duty to catch thieves and everybody knows
you're robbing these helpless people, and that you're

the paid agent of the Asphalt Trust. I've been
camping on your trail, David I^dd, and I'm going
to camp on it until I have your official head."
The words cut the tense silence like lightning

flashes. No one spoke or moved.
The appearance of the agent was pitiable, but only

for a moment. As ' 'calizccl that the young chief

of police had not onlj .aught him "with the goods"
but, what was worse, had made him look "easy,"
he felt the agony of unspeakable liate, and it brought
him to himself.

"Why, you rotten traitor—" he screamed and
threw himself upon Hal to tear him to pieces. The
latter caught his right arm by the wrist and threw h.s

own left across the other's throat, forcing back his

head and stopping his wind. Ladd was a quick,

muscular, wiry man. The boy drew him close for a
second and then he threw him ofif. As soon as Ladd
recovered his balance he made for the pile of guns.
Hal blew upon a shrill, sharp whistle that dangled at

his wrist. Before the agent could reach the v.eapons
a half-dozen Indian police appeared like magic on
the scene. They had been hidden behind the trad-

er's store.

"Shoot any man who moves toward those guns,"

'^^fmp^mm^^^ -fi-T X -^iJr'^a^tiU'h'i.-'y^rx^r -'!•
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saici their chief to them, |X)inting. IjicJd was phased.

He fell iKick.

" You order my own men to fire on mef*'

"Your own onleni, Mr. Agent, to preserve the

peace."

"Say, Parson," excbimed McShay; 'that gun
orcier of youm was a inspiration. It sure was a
inspiration."

"Calthorpc, you're removed. You're no longer

my chief of police." Hal smiled.
•' It'll take my men a couple of days to eet that

through their heads. In the meantime, don't forget

that fhey wiU act under my orders."

Then he turned to them and said:

" Don't let any one put a finger on those guns until

I'm out of sight. You savev me all right. And you,
McShay," he said, turning sharply to that exultant

citizen; "you and your men must get off my ranch."
"Your ranch? What the hell I Your ranch?

What next?"
" My ranch. My name is Effington. The Earl of

Kerhill is my father. The Red Butte Ranch is mine.
I'm going over now to take possession of it. Better
come over and see me do it. Come on. Bill."

As he jumped on "Calico" and rode off on the run,
followed by Big Bill, McShay exclaimed:

"Say, Parson, the kid's on the level. He's on the
level."

t L'^-" KTCfSS! mJiS '•J^^i^S-\.'^iti.\ \- '^\rk JL \i.
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CHAPTER VIII

Hal and Bill were well mounted, had an excellent

start, and before the members of the peace conference

had recovered from their astonishment the two horse-

men were out of sight and night had fallen. As they

left the Agency behind the heart of Big Bill grew

lighter. The fact that Hal had not taken him into

his confidence did not worry the simple-minded Bill,

but he rejoiced that at last they were on the straight

and narrow way and had left behind them the world,

the flesh, and the devil, always and everywhere of

the female gender. The fact that they had a danger-

ous job ahead of them did not worry Bill, for it in-

volved nothing more serious than just men. Bill

had dealt with men as men and in a straight and fear-

less way had found himself capable, but where woman
was involved, with nothing like the experience to

justify it, he had arrived at the conclusion of the

wise man who said: "Can a man take fire into his

bosom and his clothes not be burned?" Indeed,

greater minds than gentle Bill's have felt bewildered

by "the way of a man with a maid." In his rdle of

parent and guardian he had several times started to

speak lO his companion in words of commendation
and encouragement, but impenetrable gloom envel-

oped the boy and the words died unborn. He es-

98
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sayed blithesome song, but even this personal expres-

sion degenerated into a whistle and dribbled feebly

away, so, finally, the big man shook himself down into

his saddle and they rode in silence—a silence that

seemed to drip with a chilling mist. So they rode

on into the radiant night indifferent to its splendors.

They knew that the horses* stride was steady and
strong in the clean, cool air that romped down from

the snows, laden with the perfume of the pines, and
that a matchless moon made it possible for them to

leave the road at every opportunity and hit the trails

and short cuts, but the poem of the night was not for

them, its melody and its mystery.

Wah-na-gi—"the soul when separated from the

body!" That was the meaning of her name. The
young man had a queer feeling that his body was
riding away from his soul into the night, into the un-

known, into the far away. All of a sudden it came
to him that he had been very happy at the Agency.
V/hy was he riding away? What was this asphalt

tl at made men lie and steal and jump at each other's

throats ? What was it to him ?

What did he care for the Red Butte Ranch, except

that his mother was buried there ? That it was rich

in minerals which could be exchanged for money,
wealth, was outside his purposes. It was not the

legal but the spiritual ownership which determined
him. When we understand more about psychical

phenomena we shall know more about our Indians.

It wasn't only that the big appeal of the open was
here intensified. Half memories, vague instincts,

1
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ghostly and subliminal concords met him here, took
him by the hand, and said: "Come apart and be at

peace." But all this was there, would wait. He
never doubted his ultimate possession of the ranch.
The Shades who owned it would eventually hand it

over to him, their rightful heir. All that was only a
matter of time. It could wait. Meantime, what was
he doing ? He was riding into the future unwillingly.
He had left the Agency, and knew it was forever. He
kne y in a dull way that ne had finished a chapter in

hij life, and that it would never be quite the same
again, ilov/ did it happen ? Ought he to have pre-
vented it ?

His thought wandered back over the devious ways
he had come. His life seemed so imperson his
own will and purpose had had so little to do with it.

He could only think of a boat swept from its moorings,
floating about on the waves of circumstance, driven
before this wind, twisted by that current, tossed on
the shore to be caught up again in the high tide and
taken back to the deeps, back to the wanton winds
and waves. He knew it would be iS^'ljss to turn the
horses' heads and try to go back. Al.vays before he
had submitted; what did it matter? Now it mat-
tered. When was it he first cared? Swiftly his
thought travelled back until it focussed on those two
rough men in the library at Portman Square—awk-
ward, shy, fumbling their broad-brimmed hats in
their hands, dressed in their "store clothes"; all the
more unmistakable for the London setting and for
the contrast with his father with whom they were
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talking! He recalled his own wonder that the high-
bred, delicate man with his distinguished face could
ever have been tanned and weather-stained like these
uncouth men and been their companion on the
frontier. He recalled his own surprise at the familiar-

ity of his father with them. The Earl had called

them "Andy" and "Shorty," and hv was rather
punctilious about the forms and ceremonies. It was
a revelation of a hitherto unsuspected talent for un-
bending. How his father had plied them with cigars
and liquors, and their astonishing capacity! The
amount of neat liquor they had taken at a gulp!

These men, so different from all the types with
which he had been familiar, and each so unlike the
other! "Andy," an Austrian Jew, was so deter-
mined to be conciliatory and ingratiating that he had
developed a conservative stutter which, with its sav-
ing clauses and roundabout phrases, enabled him to
estimate the effect upon his listener even before he
had actually committed himself to the proposition in
hand. "Shorty," quick, sharp, explosive, going
direct to the point and disarming suspicion by a
method the reverse of the other! There was some-
thing about these men that had interested him from
the first, then amused him, then fascinated him.
The subject of the talk did not immediately claim his
attention. Every one knew that the ranch had been
an expensive experience to the Earl, and it was a
foregone conclusion that he would jump at the chance
to sell it. The negotiations had gone quickly to a
conclusion. The Earl had accepted their first offer
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and a deed had been prepared and was about to be

signed. Then the young man interposed for the first

time. He had suddenly received an impression, a

"hunch," as the cowboys say, that seemed later to be

clairvoyant. At first it was only a vague sentiment,

too vague to be expressed, too vague to be used as an

argument, or to influence practical men, so he only

asked that the matter might be postponed until the

following morning. His father and the Westerners

were annoyed by this freak of eccentricity, but hu-

mored him as we humor children, or the irresponsible,

for he remembered that he had been drinking, was

perhaps drunk, as he often was in those evil days.

The following morning a cable came from Big Bill

saying: "Don't sell ranch. Have sent letter." The
letter which followed explained what we already

know, that asphalt had been found, that in Bill's

opinion a lot of this valuable mineral was on the

raiich, which had been "jumped" by the cowboys,

and he strongly advised .he Earl to send some one

out there to investigate the matter; he suggested that

this investigation should be conducted as secretly as

possible; that he was himself too well known, and

his former affiliations with the Earl were too well

known, to permit of his doing this successfully. There

was a job open at the Agency, the chief of Indian

police, and Bill offered to use his influence to get it

for any one the Earl would send out to look after his

interests.

Then something in the vounsj man's soul rose up
and said: "Here am I." And when he turned his
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face to the West the winds and the waves beckoned
to him and recognized him and led him to his own.
Then for the first time he recognized purpose in his

life. Ladd had seen in him only the usual adventurer
trying to hide away from his past and one likely to

be amenable and useful. It would have been diffi-

cult to find any one more suitable to the position of

chief of police. In a country where men required
initiative, self-reliance, and courage he had found
conditions suitable to his temperament and abilities.

He had felt "at home" and had been a success from
the start. About the time that he took charge of the
police, Wah-na-gi returned from Carlisle, and every
phase of her struggle with her environment and
heredity was obvious to him. He saw at once what
she did not see, that it was hopeless, but it lent to her
the charm of poetry and romance, and she was pretty
enough not to require such assistance. For a long
time he was very cunning in concealing and disguis-

ing his interest in the girl, and he continued to fool

himself long after he had ceased to fool any one else.

And now he was riding away from everything that
made life worth living, and the fact that he had just
come successfully through a big fight meant nothing
to him. He would have liked to go back, but that
was impossible, and he rode in bitterness and re-
bellion.

The cowboys had found the holding o^ the asphalt
territory rather irksome. At first it had been all

hurrah, but f 3 week followed week and month fol-

lowed month, and no armed conflict took place, they
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grew very tired. The Trust had entered upon the
long siege with bomb-proof galleries and an elaborate
system of underground approaches. No isolated fort

ever successfully withstood such a siege. The asphalt
vein stretched across considerable country and to
police it all and hold it by force of arms against an
invisible enemy that did not materialize but might
at any moment do so, and at some unexpected place,

was a nerve-racking job for a time, and then grew
monotonous, and with monotony came carelessness.

The Red Butte Ranch was their base of supplies and
operations, and in possession of this they felt legally

and morally secure, having been held up for it by two
robbers in the usual and conventional way of the
business world.

The majority of their men were therefore, as Hal
knew, distributed along the asphalt vein, but he also
krew that there were more than enough left at the
ranch to put up a winning fight against two men.
So it was necessary to exercise caution and strategy,

and fight only if comcied and compelled to.

In his capacity of chief of police, Hal had ridden
over every foot of the country and knew it as well
as Bill. It was therefore greatly to the surprise of
the latter when the young man, after crossing a spur
of the Bad Lands, left the trail and struck into the
hills.

"Where you goin', son?" he asked with obvious
disapproval.

"We got to do this on the jump, Bill, or not at all.

Time is the important thing, particularly if any of
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those bandits try to follow us. It's an awful bluff,
but we'll get away with it."

"You can't git through that-a-way. You'll just
run up against the 'Knife-edge'!"

"That's right. I'm going to cross it."

"Why, you're crazy. You can't do it."

"I've done it."

"Gosh! Honest? I never heard of any one fool
enough to try it."

"My Indian police and I have done it."

"But, gosh-a-mighty, not at night!"
"No; but it's almost as light as day. My horse

saveys it. Just shut your eyes, leave the reins on
your horse's neck, and let him follow me."

"All right, son. I've had my innings. A Big
Bill more or less don't matter. Go ahead."
The Knife-edge was a narrow ledge of sandstone

that crossed a deep gash in the hills. It was not
over one hundred yards in length, but its negotia-
tion was apparently impossible. A single false step
meant precipitation into the arid abyss, a thousand
feet below. It was wonderful the way these Indian
ponies felt their way across, a sort of equine tight-
rope performance. Hal was right. The rider had
nothing to do with it, except to sit straight and easily
without strain or fear, and let the pony do the rest.
It was a test of nerves, and Bill, whose avoirdupois
was not adjustable to tight-rope niceties, was in a
profuse perspiration when his pony liad taken the
last careful step that put the Knife-edge into the
background of things one would willingly forget



io6 THE SILENT CALL

f

;

ill

.V

in

u

Bill had spent the best days of his life as foreman at

the ranch, and could have found his way about blind-

fold, so when they were about a mile from tne ranch

Bill took the lead.

After riding a few moments over some l«re clay

hills they descended into an arroyo and followed its

tortuous course unseen and unheard, for the horsf»s'

footfalls made no noise on the silent sands. It was
necessary to dismount and lead the horses, and it was
slow work. Suddenly Bill stopped short and pointed.

It was an effulgent night and there against the sky-

line was limned the figure of a sentry, sitting before a

little camp-fire, serenely smoking. He was perched on
a little elevation just where the arroyo took a sharp

bend, his rifle leaning against some greasewood near

at hand. Bill unlimbered his gun, but Hal put his

hand out and made a sign to stay him. The young
man then uncoiled his lariat from his saddle and,

hugging the walls of the dead stream, he crept to

within reach of the dark figure and, with a hand that

had become more than expert, coiled the deadly loop,

then sent it into the silent air, where it poised for

a moment like a snake about to strike, then it settled

down about the body of its victim with the incredible

squeeze of a constrictor. With a swift jerk the figure

tumbled into the dry gulch and, beiv.re he realized

what had happened to him, Hal's knee was on his

chest and his gun-barrel at his head. Bill imme-
diately disarmed the prostrate figure, taking his pistol

from its holster as Hal said: "Don't speak." In-

deed, there was really no need for this injunction.

lF
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It had happened so quickly and the sentry was so

unprepared that he hadn't a sound in him. It took

him several valuable seconds to realize just what had

happened, and by that time it was obvious that he

was a prisoner. Bill took a hitch knot in the lariat

and Hal ordered the man to stand up.

"Do as you're told and no harm'll come to you,"

he said quietly. Then he turned to Bill and said:

"Shall we go on or shall we wait for the others?

They must have the ranch surrounded by this time."

"I guess you and I can persuade 'em resistance

would be useless."

This was to impress the prisoner who was by this

time in an impressionable frame of mind.

"All right. Now, Curley," he said to the man
whom he recognized; "we got the drop on you fel-

lows. While McShay and your crowd have been

gabbing over at the Agency we've got you cornered.

Now I want you to walk ahead of us to the house,

then call Coyote Kal out and we'll do the rest. Bill

will have you covered from the stable and I will have

you covered from behind the rock (meaning the rock

that marked Nat-u-ritch's grave). If you give us

away, neither of us could miss you. You're a dead

man twice," he added with a laugh. His ill-humor

always vanished in action. When the three men
reached the bams, Hal made a short detour, crawling

on his hands and knees until he was in the shelter of

the rough, undressed bowlder which his father had
hauled down from the canyons to mark the grave

of the little Indian woman who had been his wife
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and the mother of the son who now crouched behind
it, oblivious for the moment of everything except
the dangerous business in hand. Then Bill untied
Curley and pointed to the house opposite. The space
over which Curley walked slowly was bathed in a
flood of light. There didn't seem any way out of
the predicament, so Curley stoocj before the adobe
house and called softly: "Kal—Kal."
As this was repeated a sleepy voice within growled:

"What the hell?" Then a tousled head appeared
at the window and said : "That you, Curley ? What's
up? Has a messenger come from the Agency?"

"Yes. Come on out," urged Curley. "It's im-
portant."

The other man drew his trousers on and came out
into the moonlight.

" What is it ?" Then he noticed. " Where's your
gun?"
"They took it away from me."
" They ? What are you talking about ?"

"It's no use, Kal; they got us surrounded."
With an oath the man addressed as Kal backed

toward the house. Instantly Bill and Hal stepped
into the light and covered him.
"Don't move," said Hal, and Coyote Kal had a

solemn moment when the issue was uncertain.
Curley decided for him.
" Don't be a damn fool, Kal ; they got us. What's

the use?"

"Why didn't you rinj^j the l^ell," said Kal surlily,
"and call the men in?"
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•' Ring the bell ?" sneered Curley. " Ring the bell ?

Say, wake up. Ring the bell with a couple of cannon

up against your bowels ? Docs it take you a week to

tumble ? It didn't me. They stole up the dry crik

and lasstxjd mc; jerked me into the middle of next

week Ix-'forc I knowed what ailed me. Ring the tell!

I'll wring your neck if you say that to mc ag'in."

" Bill, get that bench against the wall and put it

there," indicating the middle of the court-yard. Bill

flid this with alacrity.

"Now, gentlemen, we're not going to fatigue you.

We're going to treat you with distinguished considera-

tion. Please be seated side by side on that bench.

You can hold each other's hands if you get lone-

some."

The two men obeyed in an apologetic way. Kal
growled: "Why don't you tell us what you're up to

and be done with it?"

" Now, Bill, ring that anxious bell for Coyote Kal."

Bill stepped over to the bam and rung a small bell

affixed to its outer wall.

"Now, Kal, I want you to tell your men that they

are trespassers on this property, and that you will be
graciously permitted to withdraw if you do so at

once and without trouble. If they stop to discuss the

matter, there'll be a fight, and I don't think there'll

be enough of you left to get away. Bill will occupy
the stable and I will occupy the house, and if there is

any show of resistance by your men you and Curley
will be the first to meet your Maker; and I think you
need more time for preparation."
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" You sure ain't preparH," cjacuUtcd Bill. " You
sure ain't."

The ranch house was a mixture of styles. A log-
cabin met an adobe addition at right angles. Each
was supplied with a door, flanked by a window, and
a portico leaned wearily against the house in various
attitudes of discouragement. Hal took his stand in
the shelter of the angle. He had the house on two
sides of him. His position was exposed to the stable,
where Bill was secreted, and the space Ijetwecn the
house and stable was completely dominated by them
both. One could have read a paper in the moonlight.
"My, it's clear to-night," said Hal, surveying the

situation with a grin of satisfaction. "Anyway it

happens it looks to me as if you two out there were
a sure thing."

This was perfectly plain to Kal and Curley, but
outside the purely physical situation they were com-
pletely dazed. NfcShay and his mm vere supposed
to be looking out for their interests at the conference
at the Agency, and here was Ladd's chief of police
claiming their ranch and putting them forcibly off
the ground they had bought and paid for.

They merely got a vague impression that this was
just an effort on the part of Ladd to shift the battle
ground. But as their brains worked slowly over it

nothing seemed to fit into this theory. And it was
part of Hal's plan to leave them no time to think.
He realized that his only chai.ce of success was in
rushing them, off their feet. It was a perilous g^.ue
in which time was to be a deciding factor.
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As suRRCstccI by Kal, the bell was an alarm that

called all the men on the ranch in for instructions.

They came, and quickly, and all armed ; some fifteen

men. As they came into view their amazement was

comic at the si^ht of ('urity and thtir Ikws sitting on

a iie.ich si<le by side in the moonlight like two naughty

boys kept in at school,

"S()cak your little piece, Kal," urged Hal.

"Well, lx>y8," said their leader, shamcfaccci; "I

don t know how it happened, Ixit the Agency folks

got the bulge on us, got us corralled, Curley says, and

it's fight or surrender. As they got a bead on mc
from the house and the stable, surrender looks a whole

lot better to me. We can come back and fight 'em

for it afterwards."

Instinctively there was a simultaneous movement
for cover. The dilapidated sheds leaning against

the bam with their bags, barrels, bales of hay, etc.,

were selected by those nearest to them. Carroll and

the rest put the rock that marked Nat-u-ritch's grave

in front of them. "Humpy" Carroll, as his name
indicated, was a humpbacked little man with ambi-

tions. He had always fallen just short of being a

leader and it made him a chronic insurgent. His

insubordination had brought him into frequent con-

flict with Kal, whose place he coveted, and the

latter's uncomfortable position afforded him keen

satisfaction. In fact, Kal's taking off would not have

appealed to Humpy as an irreparable loss.

Kal knew this and it filled him with helpless

rage.
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"Surrender without a fight?" inquired Humpy in
a tone that made Kal squirm.
But he reph'ed r i oly with a slow drawl : " You got

a nice fat ro^k n front ol >'< :., Humpy."
"I don't mil 1

l icki,)' the bucket with a gun in my
hand," chimed n < .urky; -"^ut giv- us a chance to
fight, Humpy?"
"'Tain't our fault if you let 'em rope you "

"Say," said Kal, "if these fellers'll give me a gun
and will stand by, I'll fight you, Humpy; and the
feller that gits over it—his word goes."

"Say, that's sporty," exclaimed Hal, delighted;
"I'll stand for that."

Humpy's sardnic face griimed.
"Say, you'd like to get us a killin' each other

wouldn't you ? Got us * surrounded ' have you ? Well,'
we'll just have a look around and see."
"No, you don't," cut in Hal with decision. '« You

surrender or fight now."
"Boys," caUed out Kal, "you know I'm no

coward, but I think you owe it to me and Curley
to give us a chance. I'U give you your innings
later. They can't keep what they've took, and
no man of you'll beat me in comin' back after
It."

"I'll give you 'till I count ten," said Hal.
Voices came spontaneously from various places-

"Kal's right"-"Let kirn decide"-" Leave it to
Kal," and similar expressions. It was obvious that
me men realized the position of their leader and
would temporarily surrender possession of the ranch
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rather than sec him sacrificed. Curley's fate was
thrown in for good measure.

''Your men are with you, Kal," said Hal, eager to

consummate the precarious deal. " Tell them to put
their weapons in a pile back of you and Curley."

Kal repeated these instructions, but with evident
reluctance. It was obvious that the fact that he was
getting away with his life was hardly compensation
for the humiliation suflFered before Humpy and his

comrades. As the men came forward from their

hiding places Hal relaxed his tension. It came to

him that he was very tired, and he leaned against the
window of the log-cabin, the window Kal had opened
before leaving the house. Just then a warning shout
came from the stable. "Look out, boy! Look out !

"

Bill had time to say no more. It all happened in

a flash. Two sinewy bronze arms darted from the
window and pinioned Hal from behind in a vise-

like grip. Hal knew instinctively that it was Appah.
Bill, as he was in the act of warning Hal, was over-
powered from behind and bound by Appah's men
so quickly that he had only time to see that his warn-
ing to the boy had com-^ 'oo late.

This had occurre« ithout the cowboys being
aware of it, so intent were they on their own part in
the drama. Kal's head drooped with shame as he
looked at the ground and said

:

"We surrender."

"Surrender? Surrender? What are you talkin'
about?"

It was Agent Ladd's voice as he strode nervously
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through the crowd of ranchmen. He stopped in

front of Kal and Curley, his eyes blazing with excite-

ment.

"Surrender this ranch to a couple of bluflFs?

You're a nice chicken-hearted lot!"

1=
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CHAPTER IX

As the cowboys turned and saw Hal and Bill with

their arms pinioned and in the custody of Appah's
men, they suffered a revulsion of feeling that boded
no good to the men whose bluff had been called.

"And two of *em, two of 'em hold you up. Why,
you'll be the laughing stock of the country."

Ladd lost no time in fanning their smouldering
pride into a relentless blaze.

"Gosh-a-mighty; ain't these your men?" gasped
Kal.

It seemed such a useless question at this juncture to

Ladd that he didn't stop to answer it.

"You lynch cattle thieves out in this country, but
you 'surrender' to land thieves."

Hal looked at his adversary with admiration. He
hadn't supposed that Ladd would follow him, that

he would trust himself in the enemy's country; but
here he was in time to turn victory into defeat, and
he was appealing to this mob with all the cunning of

a skilled demagogue and with the ferocity of a tiger.

Kal came over to Calthorpe and, looking him in

the eye, said slowly—emphasizing every word:
"You made me look foolish, boy."

That is an unforgivable sin. You may take a
man's honor or his money or his wife, and indeed
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have his life, and forgiveness is still possible; but
don't expect mercy if you have made him look foolish.

"And you roped me,'* added Curley. "Ropin'
bcin' in fashion, we'll let you in on it." And he
threw around Hal's neck a coil of the i pe the latter

had used on him.

"Wait a minute," said the irreconcilable Humpy.
"If this feller ain't your man, Mr. Agent; who the
hell is he?"
"He's the legal owner of this ranch," declared Bill

with emphasis; "and if you lynch him you'll be
guilty of committin' murder."
"Oh, no," said Kal grimly ;

" we'll just be guilty of
a mistake."

"Fer which," added Humpy, "we kin apologize
later."

"Is that right ?" demanded Kal. "Do you claim
this ranch and the asphalt on it ?"

"I do. It's mine."

"Well, I guess that'll be about all."

"I guess we'll have to give your imagination an
extra stretch."

"I can prove it."

" 'Tain't open to argyment."

"If you git a chance to prove it, it'll sure be con-
tributory negligence on our part. Ain't that right,

boys?"

Everybody was in on the conversation now. The
men gathered around Hal and Bill like carnivorous
beasts at the smell of blood. Nothing stirs the
average man's imagination like gold. Each one of

*_,
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these rough men had seen visions and had fashioned

elaborate impossibilities out of this mysterious as-

phalt. They told each other apocryphal stories of

its enormous value. Each saw^ himself fabulously

rich. There was enormous potential wealth here,

but nothing couivl ..dve corresponded to their gro-

tesque dreams, and the more nebulous and vapory

they were the more these rough men clung to them,
and at the mention of their "rights" they became
feverish, fanatical, ready to tear into pieces whoever
looked toward their disputed treasures; ready to tear

each other to pjeces for the fraction of a claim to that

which they did not possess.

"Lynch him first and discuss it afterwards," sug-

gested Ladd, seeing the temper of his audience and
playing to its sardonic humor.

"You know what's eatin' him?" said Bill, pointing

an angry finger at the agent. " The kid showed him
up as a crook and a thief. When he's got you so deep
in this you can't git out, he'll be the first to turn on
you and sic Justice onto you,"

The eyes of all turned from the prisoner to Ladd,
and Humpy expressed the prevailing suspicion of

the man they had no reason to trust

:

"It ahi't been supposed that Mr. Ladd was a
sittin' up at nights a tryin' to think of ways to heb
us »

Ladd faced them with courage and an air of ap-
parent candor.

"I've fought you, but fair and in the open, and I'm
goin' to fight you for the land that's on the Reserva-
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tion, but this land, as I understand it, is yours, bought
and paid for."

There was a chorus of fierce assent to this.

"You're in for a long and a losing fight againstthe
Government- so if you lose this ranch you iose

everything."

There was no approving shout for this, but the
force of it was felt by all.

"But this feller here," said the tenacious Humpy,
pointing to the prisoner and not to be diverted by the
agent; "what about him?"
Ladd looked at the wild animals with their fangs

frankly bared and knew that they were easy. Then
he played his trump card.

"As for this land-grabber, the best I know of him
and the best he can say for himself is that he's a
half-breed."

This irrelevant appeal to prejudice was so crude,
raw, and unblushing as to be obvious to a child,

but its effect was instantaneous. Every vestige of re-

straint, of irresolution disappeared in the faces of the
mob. Human equality! There is iio such thing even
theoretically. There are differences which separate
human beings and will always separate them, but
they are moral and intellectual differences. No one
admits the principle of human equality, because:

^
"The principle of human equality takes away the

right of killing so-called inferior peoples, just as it

destroys the right claimed by some of dominating
others. If all peoples are equal, if their different

appearances are only the result of changing circum-

m
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stances, in virtue of what principle is it allowable to

destroy their happiness and to compromise their right

to independence ?"

The logic of prejudice is a strange and wonderful

thing.

That some criminals were also half-breeds, that

many half-breeds were undesirable citizens has crys-

tallized into the conviction in most Western communi-
ties that all half-breeds are worthless and dangerous,

and are therefore capable of any and all crimes.

This has nothing to do with any ascertainable facts,

and if opposite to Agent Ladd had arisen a man of

intellect who had devoted his life and all the energies

of a noble mind to finding out the truth, and had
said: "If the word half-breed was strictly applied to

the progeny which has really issued from a mixture

of varieties, it would be necessary to include under
this denomination all human beings with rare ex-

ceptions" t—it would have meant nothing to the

audience to whom Ladd's appeal meant everything.

As one man they turned upon Hal, their brows
lowering and the pupils of their eyes contracting.

"Is it true," said Kal, "that you're a half-breed?"

The boy did not reply at once, but drew himself up
proudly and looked them over contemptuously; he
saw his last chance was gone, so he took his time and
said very slowly:

"I'm the son of the Eari of Kerhill and of Nat-u-
ritch, an Indian woman; and I've got better blood

in my veins than any man here, you swine!"

• Finot t Finot.
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"Throw the rope over that beam." said Kal, point-
ing to the timber that projected over the loft on the
bam.

"Yes," added Humpy; "it's time we made an
example of some one. Land-grabbin' and half-breeds
has got to be discouraged."

"You haven't anything against Bill. Let him go,"
said Hal quickly.

'^

"He'll be a witness against us."
''You bet I will," said Bill promptly.
"No; he'll leave the country."
''I'll camp on the trail of these murderers as long

as I live."
^

"For God's sake, shut up. Bill," begged Hal, as
his eyes filled with involuntary tears.

"Sorry you feel that-a-way," said Humpy; "leaves
us no choice. Up with 'em."
"Hold on there—voM /"

The cowmen tunJed to see McShay sitting on a
smoking, gasping horse with quivering nostrils and
trembhng flank-, and mopping his dripping brow
first with his sleeve and then with a huge bandanna
handkerchief.

J'u^^' ^ f"'* ^^ ^ "^® ^'^^ this since I was a kid
Well, you beat me to it, Mr. Agent; didn't you? I
guess your Injins showed you a short cut. Some of
you hold up this horse, a: d some more of you help

much^'"
^^''"^*'

^ **°°'' ^"""^'^ ^ "^^ "'^"^

The interjection of this cool personality seemed to
lower the temperature several degrees. While Mc-
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Shay was dismounting, Smith and Lcc rode in

on horses which showed similar evidence of hard

usage.

"If these are my leags as I'm a standin' on, I want

to observe that you are gittin' precipitate a whole

lot. I move to reconsider."

"What fer?"

"Well, boys, I'm afraid we're on the young feller's

land."

This declaration from their leader would have

made a sensation if it had come before their passions

had gained momentum. It might have changed the

progress of events, but now Kal voiced the general

sentiment in a surly: "We'll give him some of it

—

just about six feet of it."

There is no use talking temperance to the drunkard

who has already started on his. debauch. The un-

acknowledged fear that their acts would not bear

examination made them fiercely resentful of interfer-

ence, and there was an unacknowledged conviction

that what was done and could not be undone justifies

itself as inevitable.

" Even Judge Lynch usually holds court," suggested

McShay.

"We've heard what he's got to say."

"Say; you're foolish to interfere."

"Interferin' is my long suit," drawled McShay.
"I ain't happy unless I'm interferin'. Now there

are two ways of l)mchin' a man. One is to git

hysterical and borey-eyed, and lose yer re-pose. The
other is to proceed in a regular and high-toned way.
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Now these fellers has the right to a ca'm judRment,
ami they will git it."

••They will." glared Humpy; "if you'll agree to
abide by the decision of the majority."

"I've always found I had to do that; so I usually
nxed ae majority."

McShay's im[x.«rturbability was irresistible.
-Now, I've mostly presided at functions like this,

but I am't a-pushin' my claims. Who do you want
fer judge ? Show of hands—who's fer me ? "

Up went the hands of the two faithful retainers
Orson and Silent, and Mike saw that his effort to
stampede the proceedings was late, perhaps too late.
Before the "opposed" were called for there was a
concerted shout for Kal.

"Majorities are always wrong," commented the
experienced McShay; "you git it, Kal."
Kal took his seat on the bench where he had lately

been the prisoner and Hal and Bill sat in the centre
of the motley group of men who were accusers, wit-
nesses, jurymen, and executioners.
Perhaps there have been times and conditions when

Judge Lynch served a useful purpose, but even when
the judge happened by accident to be right, the result-
ing demoralization must have been worse than the
initial crimes. Now that McShay had entered the
arena, Ladd retired to the outskirts of the crowd and,
having fired the house, was content to stand by and
see it burn.

"I got to have an office," said McShav. "Not
gittm' judge, I'm attorney for the defence."'

1 i!



THE SILENT CALL 123

"All right," said the jue.c, gettinR (juickly to

Ixisiness. "You have first innin's. How do you

come to know mor'n and U'ttcr'n us?"

"Wf'll, I know a face cani when I sec it face up.

I'm as gcxxl as that."

"He says he owns this ranch," interjected Humpy
who was the self-apixjinted prosecuting attorney.

The oflfices Humpy got were self-appointed.

"The worst of it is," answered McShay, "I'm

afraid he docs."
" You got to show « V," said the judge in a tone that

indicated the diflkulty of such a i)rocecding.

"Well," replied McShay; "we bought it of Andy

and Shorty, and we know they were crooks, 'cause

they were crcxjked with us. Bill here says the signa-

ture to the deed is a forgery; and Bill knows the

Earl's hand-writin'. That's all."

"Well," smiled Humpy, "that don't go very

strong with me. Bill may be mistaken or he may be

lyin'."

" Peradventure he ain't," retorted Mike. "Bill

couldn't lie. He ain't gifted. Bill's the shortest

distance lx!tween two points. I've knowed him fer

an awful long time, and I wouldn't trust him to lie."

"Is that all?" asked the judge, obviously refusing

to be impressed.

"That's all."

"'Tain't conclusive," said Humpy, trying to get

the impressive lingo of opposing counsel.

"By the eternal it's presumptive," bellowed Mc
Shay. "Let the young feller go. If it should turn

I '1
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makmK it awkward fc.r some of us; if he dcm't own
.t. lu. can t |m,ve .t; he can't hold it, and no harm

hand why d.dn't he go to court in a regl'r way^"
Mai almost laughed aloud.

"

estecl hstener After his outburst of a moment ago

left thul ^'^ '""' ^'''^ ''' '^'' ^^«^'"0' and ha<l
left m his face a vacant and far away look

••Go to court, eh ? Judge SwayKack owns a ni. e
thick wad of your stcxk and Sheriff Hlack owns
another Ami you have no difTiculty in ^Kicking any
jury m thw prt of the State."

^

"The prisoner sc^-ms to Ix- unusuallv well in-™^/' drawled McShay. '' In rc^rtin' to violence
th. defendant .s at fault, but it is the indiscretion andexuberance ol youth, gentlemen. I .sometimes find
nrvself rc^rt.n' ro violence, and fxThaps vou gentlen«a may remember in your own peace-'lovin' and

^T u"^"^
'^' '"^^^^" '"^P"'^ ^« «« ^n^i take^«at -.xHi thougnr was youm. As a failin' it's dis-

2. "^^ ^: ^^ ^^^-a'-^l enough," remarkerl ther^ Xfehay's full of presumin's and perad-v^^m ^u such misleadin' legal gab. but note«- ^ a^r..-: to come around and hold mc up attHe mazsae m a gun and git awav with it."
~Sfiv vcmru 11 isiHcr**- ^rr.,. ...•«' .j

'

.
-—^'-

'
/•• - "••• I iiu right to arguc.

i mit i-ariruiii'. It's a fact
"
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Humpy arose and iulvanrcMJ a step as if he fcU Uu-

im|K)rtance oi the blow he was nhmt to dclivtr.

•' I'cstimony is ronflictin'. Hill says he's alt riKht

Ladd says he's all wrong. 'IVslimony ain't no gfKKl

any way. Never knew a feller as wouldn't l«e if he

had ter. This is the |K)int. This feller wants land

we lx)UKht a;ul j)aid for, and he sets an awful l)ad

examf)le by comin' after it with a gun. That's

enough fcr me."

There were murmurs of appnnal at this simple

statement anri im|)atient cries of "Vote—vote."
"Say, Kid," said McShay to the prisoner: "you

letter offer to give up your claims and siive your life."

"No half-breed would keep such a promise," said

Ladd fjuickly.

McShay turned on the agent a look that icld the

other in a breathless grip for a second; then he only

said: ' Don't you interfere in this."

"And I won't make such a promise," said Hal

simply.

''Vote—vote," came impatiently from all direc-

tions.

"All in favor of lettin' the prisoner go hold up the

right hand."

McShay was always sure of the absolute support

of Lee and Silent Smith on any side of any question.

"Three!" announced the judge grimly. "All in

favor of hangin' the prisoner, similar!"

"He swings!" laconically added Kal.

"Now about Bill. I'm in favor of givin' Bill

twenty-four hours to quit the country. If he's

.f:
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caught after that we'll string him up. AU in favor
hold up their hand. Carried! Curley, you're the
feller that got us into this trouble. I'll appoint you
to stay on guard, for to see that no one interferes with
the course of justice. The prisoner has a couple of
minutes with his friends "

The court, jury, and executioners considerately
moved away, just out of hearing.
"Boy," said McShay with the shadow of a quiverm his voice; "I can't prevent this."
"I know you can't, McShay; but T thank you just

the same for what you've done. You're a square
man. I wish I'd known it sooner."
The two men looked each other in the eye for a

second and in that silence was bom an understanding
and a fellowship that each knew to be proof against
time, self-interest, and life's vicissitudes.

Bill muttered more to himself than to them: "I'm
an old man. It wouldn't have mattered about me "

"Is there anything Bill or I could do for you?"
asked McShay, trying hard to keep his voice even
and his eye clear.

"Yes; I'm troubled about Wah-na-gi," and Hal's
voice shook in spite of himself. ''Tell John Mc-
Cloud I want him to adopt her. He has influential
friends in the Indian Office. He's the best man I've
ever known. Tell him it's my last request, the only
one I have to make. I want him to get control of
her and take her away from the Agency. Write m

v

father, Bill, that I'd like the two of them to have this
ranch. And tell the governor I took my medicine

.:u»-i.
.;'. '/^i .^ ''r-i ikv.ywj t^;
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like a gentleman's son. Don't forget about Wah-

na-gi
>»

Bill lives;shan't want a friend while me
ain't that right, Bill?"

Bill was crying and couldn't answer.

"Time's up," announced Kal.

Hal's hands had been tied ever since he had been

caught through the window by the Indians and dis-

armed. Now they led him over to the bam, tied his

feet together, and Curley was placing a bandanna

handkerchief over his eyes.

" I rather you wouldn't do that, if you don't mind,"

said Hal.
" It's fer we," explained Curley in an almost tender

voice. "I got to stay here with you, and I—Well,

you understand."

Hal understood and made no further protest.

** Boys," said McShay with a solemnity most unu-

sual to him, " I think you're a committin' murder, and

I won't stay and see you do it. You car 'lave my
share of the asj^-ialt—I wouldn't have it ; ;'s blood

money."

And he walked off, followed by Smith and Lee, and

they made the greatest haste to secure their horses

and get away before the silent thing hung in the silent

air.

"You might as well make it two instead of one,

for I wo. t quit the country. I'll bring some one to

justice for this," said Bill through his tears.

"Bill," called the victim in a pleading voice, "live

to do what I told you, for my sake."
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Johnson and McMurdy," said Kal, pointing to
Bill; "take him to Carbon and put him on the train."
The two burly cowmen hustled Bill over to the

corral, and Bill was thankful that fate had decreed
^at he need not be present at the ghastly moment.
Kal looked the situation over calmly.
"When it is done, every one but Curley hit the trail

and forget it. Are you ready, Calthorpe?"
"Ready!" and the voice was cahn and steady now.
"Anything to say?"
"Nothing."

"Let her go."

Up went the body into the air that see led to grow
suddenly still and cold.

In a twinkling the end of the rope was made fast
to a cleat in the side of the bam, and ahnost before
this was done the crowd melted—vanished. There
was, in fact, a horrible haste to leave the uncanny
thing behind. Almost before it had begun to twist
and twirl, Curley found himself alone with It. He
shuddered, turned away, pulled a flask from his
pocket and took a long puU, put the cork back, and
tried once more to look at It. His legs kind of
faded under him and he sat down at the foot of the
rock that was Nat-u-ritch's grave; his jaw feU open
and he stared at It, not being able now to look away.
He stood this for a moment, then he succumbed to an
overpowering sense of horror.

"I ain't agoin' to stay here and watch that " he
gasped.

Then he drew his gun and took deliberate aim at

xiKrTTi'^ w^'-rtprnKi^^mi^^.i'. iffwr-^T^FZw:
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the twisting target. His hand shook. He steadied

it and got his aim. There was a flash from the loft

of the stable and Curley sank back against the rock,

bleeding.

Then a slender girlish figure leaned out from the

loft, a big blade gleamed in the moonlight, and the

horrible twining thing crumpled to the ground.

vm^''\w^-s¥fr^jmym^r^r .



CHAPTER X
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The town of Calamity got its beginning and its

name from a mine which a desperate prospector had
located there. It was his last throw with the dice,
and having tried "The Golden Hope," "Lucky
T xle," "Good Fortune," and other optimistic chal-
lenges to fate, he at last guessed right, and called it

Calamity.

Whether the wickedness of Calamity was unusual
or sufficient to justify a special visitation of divine
wrath was an open question, but at all events it

seemed to the inhabitants to be marked for special
affliction. In all the lowlands, along all the rivers
of that region the spring floods had left miles and
miles of standing water which bred millions of mos-
quitoes, but Calamity wouldn't have minded just
an ordinary Egyptian plague like that. With no one
m a position to explain or scientifically justify their
presence, a plague of gnats had descended on the
town and life became an acute exasperation. Un-
like the mosquito and the rattlesnake, this ferocious
httle beast gave its victims no warning. He was so
small that an ordinary mosquito netting was the open
door, and the satisfaction of killing one's tormentor
was largely denied as the angry s. of retaliation
found the cowardly assailant gone. A sharp blow

130
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simply stimulated his poignant activities. He had to

be caught and then rolled elaborately to death. This
required special faculties in an advanced state of

development and a patience unknown to high alti-

tudes. At first he was regarded as a joke, but when
he invaded every walk of life with implacable impar-
tiality, sparing neither age, sex, nor previous pulchri-

tude, the serenity of Calamity developed virulent and
baneful bumps. Facility in expletive ah-eady ab-
normal filled the air space not occupied by the insects

with violent and unclean words. The first man with
the courage to wear gloves and a mosquito-netting
around his hat with a draw-string about his neck
enjoyed the martyrdom of all inventors and discover-
ers. To wear a veil certainly seemed effeminate, and
that was the last word in Calamity. But all of a
sudden there was a rush to the store for mosquito-
netting by swollen and lumpy citizens with angry
spots all over their necks, hands, and faces, and
strong men worked in the sight of other strong
men with veils. It may be here stated that one fold

of ordinary mosquito-netting was as good as none
at all, and women's veils were scarce in Calamity
and very expensive. They were, however, the only
safeguard, but there was still a lingering suspicion
that they were a shade more effeminate than the
regular letting. This got on the nerves of the
citizens finally and men got to be irritable, morose,
depressed. It drove a great many estimable citizens

to drink, of those not previously driven by other
causes. McShay was the magnate of Calamity. He

if
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owned the store, the livery and feed stable, the coach
line, and the Palace Saloon. The latter was the
business, social, and intellectual centre of the crude
town which sprawled with a shameless disregard for
appearances on both sides of the gulch through which
flowed Bitter Creek.

The Palace wasn't a cheerful place exactly, but it

was the nearest approach to it in Calamity, especially
at night. It was early evening and, though the lights
were lit, except for Humpy, Kal, and several others
who were playing poker at one of the tables, the place
was empty. After the events of the last chapter the
relations between McShay and the cowboys were
strained. Mike was a leader who didn't know how to
follow and didn't want to learn.

" Hello, Mike," said Kal to the owner as he entered
his saloon by the front door.

"HeUo," was the short reply, and the Irishman
went directly to the bar and began a conversation with
his barkeeper without even looking at the speaker.
"Won't you take a hand?"
"Nope."
" Gee, ain't you grouchy !

" growled Humpy. " You
can't have your way all the time."

"Well, I ain't agoin' to have your way any of the
time. Humpy. Your calibre is too small and you
ain't got sufficient penetration." This was pretty
plain talk, and the men at the table looked at each
other and the game seemed to drag.

"You ain't a goin' to quit us?" asserted Kal un-
easily.

cs-^^ol-vs ^M?a>^'i:-3aB[ -.fj* *5»T2^-j«fS!S'^«as^ ->->.(SK^.? '"iwr-riai.i.



THE SILENT CALL 133

"I ain't, 'cause I have."

"You said that when you was excited."

"Well, when I stop to think I'm always wrong,"
retorted the Irishman bluntly.

It seemed unreasonable that McShay should be so
rigid about a little thing like a lynching. While Kal
was thinking of some way to placate the big boss,

Johnson and McMurdy clattered in. They went
directly to the bar and ordered refreshment.

"Well," called out Humpy; "did you put Bill on
the train?"

"We sure did."

"And he got off again at the next station,"added
McShay wi*h provoking assurance.

"Shouldn't wonder," admitted Johnson.
"And you'll have him to deal with when he gits

back."

This seemed to the fX)ker players extremely likely,

but no one admitted it to their uncompromising critic.

"Bill's a kindly idiot," sneered McShay. "He
ain't got sense enough to keep his mouth shut and
you ain't got nerve enough to shut it. Two such
mistakes wouldn't go even in this kummunity."
"You still think we made a mistake?"
"Huh!" ejaculated Mike with undisguised con-

tempt.

"What makes you think so?" asked Kal meekly.
" Go to Ladd. He's got a ring in your nose. He's

your leader. Ask him."

"Can't you answer a plain question in a plain
way?''

m
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*' I can, but it ain't worth while. It's too late."

"Maybe we was a bit hasty. Anyway we can't

git on without you. You know that."

This unconditional surrender mollified the magnate
some and, as he really wanted to let them know the

full extent of their folly, he added

:

"The young feller was on the square. It was to

his interest to play in with Ladd and the Trust, but

instead he cut the agent out of the herd and was a
drivin' him to the slaughter-house. This boy held

all the cards, and with him as a partner we could have
put Ladd out of the game and beat the Trust that's

behind him. Now we'll lose everything. You can
have my share; divide it among you; it ain't worth
fightin' for."

"Mike," called from the door a tough-looking boy
with a face as hard as quartz; "there's a feller outside

here wants to see you private."

"Tell him to come in and you git home before

I tan yer hide."

The proprietor of the saloon made for the urchin

with a view to enforcing an unwritten curfew edict,

and as he got to the door something in the appearance
of the stranger startled him. He stood for a moment
looking intently, then walked out into the night.

Johnson and McMurdy joined the poker players.

"Where's Curley?" asked the latter.

"He ain't turned up yet," said Humpy. "We've
sent Dick Roach over to see what's become of him.

Hello, here's Dick now."

Dick staggered into the saloon and lurched over

[f I
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to the bar, calling for a drink in a husky voice, and
repeating the dose at a rate that indicated undue
haste even in a practised hand.

"You got back soon," suggested Kal. "What's
become of Curley?"

"Dam'f I know." And as he turned his face to

them they saw that Roach was very pale, except for

the angry red spots characteristic of the local pest.

The combination wasn't becoming.

"I didn't git there. Boys, I saw him; saw it-
met it."

"Curley:'"'

"No; the corpse—the feller we—we—hung."
A slow smile spread from face to face at the table.

"Where did you absorb it, Dick ?"

Fortified now by a couple of more drinks, and
looking around the familiar saloon and steadied by
the cold scepticism of his friends. Roach began to

suspect himself, and taking some more courage with
him he sat down in a comer white and silent, and the
poker game proceeded, but in a perfunctory and
listless way. The players felt a growing resentment
against Roach. The gnats alone made life unbear-
able. Then they were in the first throes of a horrible
reaction, following on the violence at Red Butte
Ranch. Any remaining shred of comfort had been
rudely torn to pieces by the ruthless McShay. And
now this white-faced idiot had to blunder in and
force them to remember what they were trying to
forget—"the corpse," and "the feller we hung." It

was most inconsiderate. Besides, fear is contagious.

i.^ miL
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It was unmistakable that Roach tfuntf^ht he had seen
something. Of course he hadn't, but if a vote had
been taken it would have been unanimously voted a
"deepressin' evenin'."

"When I'm out on the mesa," said Kal, trying to

give voice to the general consciousness, •' I'm a-longin*

fer the reefinements of civilization, and when I'm
enjoying the reefinements"—and his gesture took in

the embellishments of the Palace Saloon—"why, I'm
a-longin' for the mesa. I guess we ain't never satis-

fied."

Just then one of the embellishments began to
smoke. In fact it had smoked for some time before
any one noticed it. The barkeeper finally observed
it, took it out of its bracket, turned it out, and was in

the act of trimming the wick when the oily glass
slipped in his fingers, and, in an effort to catch it, he
threw it against the mirror behind the bar. Involun-
tarily the players jumped and then each looked about
with annoyance to find out if the others had seen him
jump. People are so afraid of being afraid.

"A lookin'-glass," said one.

"Seven years," added another.

No one used the words—bad luck.

No one believed in bad luck in such a connection,
but—it was evident that they were nervous.

Just then McShay entered and with him through
the open door a bat flew in. There are people queer
enough or scientific enough to like bats, but it is one
of those things that most of us can learn to do with-
out, and the eccentric aviation of a frightened bat in
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the same room cannot be recommended as a sedative
for nervous [xjople. Again there are some who tell

others that such an incident is an ill omen.
When McShay re-entered the room hb eyes were

snapping, and if any one had noticed, which no one
did, so absorbed were they with the gyrations of the
uncanny little beast, they would have seen that
something had occurred to encourage or amuse the
big boss.

"Hello, Dick," he said as he caught sight of Roach
in a comer. "What's the matter with you? Seen a
ghost?"

"That's what I have."

"Say," said Humpy with a cheerless laugh;
"Dick's got 'em. Thinks he's seen the feller as
thought he owned the Red Butte Ranch. Ha, ha."

"Well," said McShay, "the longer I live the less

I'm sayin' things ain't so. I ain't a-sayin' positive

that dead men come back to camp on the trail of them
as has wronged 'em, but if they do, it's a safe bet that
Dick ain't the only one as '11 be seein' things."
This extraordinary admission from a hardened

materialist did not add to the gayety of the occasion.
There was no response to it and the speaker went
behind the bar and whispered a few words to his bar-
keeper. This person had a name but every one had
long since forgotten it. He had a smooth round
face that looked out on the world with a sort of holy
sorrow. McShay had called him "Sad" and the
name had stuck. "Sad" was fond of remembering
that he had seen "better days." He had been an
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undertaker and hit cultivated manner of subdued

sympathy in half lights \^as Calamity's idea of the

last word in elq^nce and refinement. Sau j»ave the

proprietor a reproachful look and then nodded his

head gravely. When a man's money is up he ui illy

exhibits some mental concentration, but the poker

game stumbled badly. There were frequent ad-

monitions to "git in on it," and lapses were reproved

with unnecessary severity. Someho»' the usual des-

ultory talk ceased and the big room became quiet,

uncomfortably so. Even the click of the chips was
a relief. The strain was relaxed to the comfort of

all by the entrance of Orson Lee, Silent Smith, and

Rough House Joe, who ambled to the bar, pushing

up the mosquito-netting from their faces as they did

so. With them also entered very quietly a stranger,

his head shrouded by a heavy black close-meshed

veil such as women wear. The stranger did not lift

his veil but followed the others to the bar where

McShay had ah^ady placed convenient bottles and

glasses. The fourth man did not speak but he had

to raise his veil to drink. As he put down his empty
glass he turned and leaned against the bar.

"By G !" gasped Roach, who had been in

close communion with the bottle since he had been

in the saloon. "I've got 'em, have I
?"

The poker game stopped and the players followed

the wild stare of the speaker to the figure leaning

against the bar.

"You mean to say you don't see ih.i,?" whispered

Dick, pointing a quivering finger.

W
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It was evident that the people at the tabic ^w
something. There was a moment of oppressive

silence, then Smith, \ax, and Joe walkctl over to

Dick and Icxiked at him caa-fully, then at the 8«>lemn

pcopk at the poker table. Their burly fipirfs hid

the stranger for a moment, and when they turned to

walk back to the !-ar the stranger had di8ap|)earcd.

The poker players looked rather relieved and a bit

limp.

"You fellers better take Dick home," said Mc-
Shay quietly, "and git some one to take rarr of him

"

The poker players rose rather hurrif ily, some of

them tipping over their chairs, and made i concerted

rush to the bar, leaving cards, chips, and some money
on the table. They gulped their litjuor fev^-nshly.

"Gee, it's a hot night; am't it?" iM Humpy in a

dry voice, and wiping away the pt spiralton which

stood out in beads on his fare.

" Dick sure is bad. He thinks he vA:n it ag'in

—

just now

—

here.** And he tried to f^n. a superior

smile as he looked around.

"Say," said Kal, pulling himself tt ^^ ther with thr

aid of a couple of drinks; " it ain't no 4> to k«d our

selves nor to let no one else kid us. Hi did see ii.

That was "

He didn't finish, for he was cnielly conscious

the pity in the faces of Orson. Silent, and !

turned to look at McShay and Sad. The la

his professional air of forbearance and bore i

McShay raised his eyebrows as much a^

"Well, old man; what is it?'

Hi. He
•r wore

nterj^t.

to say;
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It was Dick's turn. He rose and lurched to the

bar, looking at Kal and the others, and pounding
the bar with his fists. "Fm a damn fool, am I?
I've got the williamytrimities, have I?" Then he

turned to Lee. "You mean to say it didn't—A€

didn't come in here with you?"
*• You mean Silent ?" blandly inquired Lee, putting

his hand on the lanky man's shoulder. "Yes," he
added in a kindly way. "Yes, Richard; Silent and
Joe came in with me."

' '"ay," said Kal with more courage than the rest;

"you can't kid me. He came in here with you. A
fourth ma: came in here with you; stood up to the

bar and drank with you."

The three men looked helplessly at each other and
then at McShay.
"Say, McShay," bellowed the now infuriated Kal;

"you ain't a liar nor a fool. Didn't you serve drinks

to a fourth man—here—just now?"
McShay turned with a bewildered look to Sad.

"Did I?"

Sad shook his head in the negative.

"What's the nutter with you, Kal?" said McShay
in a gentle, considerate voice.

"Say," said Kal, grasping a bottle in each hand;
" charge these to me. Come on, boys ; let's go home.

"

And the poker players and Roach lurched out into

the night fairly on their way to forgetfulness.

McShay followed them to the door and watched
their receding figures. When it was safe, he shut

the door, and the rough men left in the Palace Saloon

i
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could be seen hugging each other, giving each other

huge slaps on the back, and rolling around on the bar,

the tables, and the floor with wild guffaws and

paroxysms.

When the enthusiasm had spent itself McShay

lifted his glass, the first he had poured for himself

that night, and said: "Well, boys; here's hoping

you may like your new job over on the Red Butte

Ranch."
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CHAPTER XI

When the asphalt conference broke up with the

spectacular departure of Hal and Bill, no one gave

a thought to the little Indian woman. Almost before

the two horsemen were engulfed in their own dust she

was in action, without conscious plans or purposes,

but also without hesitation. Perhaps she was stirred

by vague premonitions, but of this too she was un-

conscious. She knew that the man she loved was
riding away, riding away into danger, and to follow

was inevitable. It was an instinct she could not

resist, which she did not try to resist or even under-

stand. Behind Cadger's store were hitched the

horses of the police. She took the first one she came
to. It happened to belong to Charlie Chavanaugh.
Chavanaugh was a sport, a lover of horse-flesh, and
before she had gone far she knew that she had picked

a good horse, in fact his pet racer. She knew how
to ride. It was her favorite dissipation, and in the

first mad exhilaration she and the fine animal came
to a complete understanding. She knew all the

crosscuts, cutoffs, and trails. She did not follow

directly, but took to the open, over sage-bnsh and
hillock. It was hurdle-racing, only more dangerous,

with hidden pitfalls of gopher holes and prairie-dogs'

homes. She knew the Knife-edge and took it as a
14a
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matter of course. It never occurred to her to think

what she would do when she got to the ranch, or her

possible connection with what might happen there.

The ranch was his objective! Therefore it was hers.

She seemed to be two persons, the one riding a horse

over difficult and dangerous ground, picking, choos-

ing, active, alert ; the other free from the limitations

of the flesh, absorbed in her own thoughts, thoughts

always of him, going over their acquaintance from

the beginning, trying to find herself and him, and what

it meant and was to mean. When the young chief

of police had bundl'id her out of the sun-dance, she

was not conscious &> much of his protection or the

need of it as of a wonderful glow and thrill. Some-

thing that made existence new and strange and

divine. That he liked her in return she had known

for a long time. There was no mistaking his look.

And yet why had he never spoken ? There was only

one reason—he was a white man and she was an

Inuian. And that made her draw herself away cold

and proud. She did not suppose it was because she

was poor. She had the Indian's metaphysical con-

tempt for the material, and she felt t.i«it this white

man was superior to the failings of his race. No;

this man was not absorbed in getting things, in taking

them from others and keeping them from others.

He could stop to dream and to wonder. No; it was

not because she was poor. It was because she was

Indian. She knew all the phases of the white

man's sense of race superiority. That would account

for everything. Then came the revelation that Nat-
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u-ritch was his mother. That explained many things,

but not everything. She knew at last that he did not

hate his mother's people. Indeed, this understand-

ing seemed to set them apart from others and then

bring them together in a way neither had known
before. Siill there was something. What was it?

She went over the possible rivals. There was the

pretty little teacher, Miss Olmstead. She was effec-

tive in a pale, blond indefiniteness, but she was a

teacher from necessity, not from choice, and uncon-

genial routine had left her diluted. That Miss Olm-

stead had cast longing eyes in the direction of the

chief of police was obvious, but even jealousy could

not suggest that this interest had been returned.

Why was he silent? Why was the shadow of re-

straint over all their irtercourse? This eddied in

endless circles and always came back as it started,

unanswered.

When she got close to the ranch it occurred to her

for the first time that Hal might be displeased that

she had followed him, so, while he and Bill were

busy with Curley, she had slipped by them into the

cow-sheds, from there crept into the stable and up
into the loft. Fortunately for Hal he had nosuspicion

that she was the witness of his trial and execution.

Fortunately the knowledge of her suflFerings was not

added to his own. As for her, she was on the rack

and acutely conscious. Nothing escaped her. Every

twist and turn of the wheel brought a new pang, an
added element of torture. It was the sublimation of

cruelty brought to a white heat. She saw it in detail

^V^J^'v^T^ ^x£i
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and the end from the beginning. She had a quick and

complete sense of the frightened, savage, covetousness

of these lawless men. She saw, too, that she was

powerless to stop or prevent the murder of the man

she loved. She would have tried the impossible, but

she was paralyzed with the obvious futility of every

wild expedient that rushed through her brain, and

while she groped for something else, something sane,

the crime went relentlessly on to its certain and

ghastly end. Then she tried to shut her eyes and

pray, but her eyes refused to close. She prayed wide-

eyed, prayed first as an Indian, to the bear to give

him strength, to the wolf to give him cunning, to the

eagle to give him freedom, to the sun, to Shinob.

Then she remembered that sh-: had parsed beyond

all that, and she called upon God, John McCloud's

God. Who shall say that God, the god of the bear,

of the Indian, and of John McCloud did not hear

her ? But to her He did not seem to care. Perhaps

it was because she had not shut her eyes. The white

people shut their eyes in prayer. She closed hers for

a terrible moment, and as she did so she heard the

rope creak and groan as the body of her man shot

up into the air. When she opened them it was to

glare at the awful thing in cold and empty horror.

She could not even cry out. She staggered to her

feet with an impulse to throw herself from the loft.

Something hard in the buckskin pouch struck her

sharply as it swung. Then she found it in her hand.

She didn't know how to shoot, had not been taught,

but something happened. She saw a flash near her

m< ms^3- . -fj^^j^^m ^^1^^
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hand; her right hand. She felt weak and faint.

With the left hand she steadied herself against the
adobe wall. Something cut her hand. It was a
scythe. If she smote the rope she did not remember
it. She only remembered gazing into the beloved
face distorted in the agony of a horrible death. Had
he passed beyond all help? As she started in panic
to the spring her toe struck Curley's half empty flask.

That and the ice-cold water of the spring, and her
love—surely that would bring him back to life. It

was a relief to be doing something at last, even if it

should prove futile. Then when all was done, it

seemed so little, there was only to wait. That was
hard—to wait and watch. Suddenly, was it her own
delusion? His eyelid fluttered. Yes, he lived. Then
the mountains waved, and the stars danced, and it

seemed that days and nights passed as she sat waiting
and watching each returning sign of life. She had
died with him step by step; so now she returned with
him to life. When she remembered again she was
sitting with his head in her arms and weeping.

Consciousness came back to Hal through the flick-

ering lights that snapped and cracked, burnt and went
out, then burned again in a vast smother of writhing
darkness. The first breath of fresh air choked him.
He felt that he was drowning in it. Then he slipped
out of the mountainous whirlpools into still waters,
and he saw the face of Wah-na-gi bending over him,
and he felt that this was what men called Heaven.
He tried to reach out his arms and take her but they
wouldn't move. It was a dream. She seemed to
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say: " Don't try, just rest." When he was conscious

again his limbs responded and he drew her face down
and murmured: "Wah-na-gi, you're mine. I love

you. I want you. I want you now" And she

kissed him.

The moon, now white and cold, still hung in the

heavens, but in the east the day was coming with a

passionate rush. The snow-white bosom of the

Moquitch glowed with its fervor, and through the

chill of the dawn stole the breath of a languorous day.

"Deliver us from evil!" That is the only prayer

of those who lie helpless in the grip of a mastering

passion.
** Deliver us from evil."

Their good angel stirred the bleeding form of

Curley, and a moan broke from his lips.

"Water; I'm dying. Water."

Whilt Wah-na-gi went to the spring, Hal pulled

himself together, crawled over to his executioner, and

made a superficial examination. As he turned his

thought to another his strength came fast. With the

aid of Wah-na-gi he put a tourniquet on the shattered

arm; then he found a wound near the lungs made by

the deflected bullet. By slow stages they managed to

get the injured man into the house where his wounds

were washed and he was made as comfortable as was

possible. " He's got a chance, Wah-na-gi. Will you

be afraid to stay here with him until I can bring a

surgeon?"

"You're not strong enough to ride to the Fort."

"I'll go to Calamity and telephone from there."

_-fri.i/«._.-*i',-;.-r^ /•
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When Hal returned to the ranch with Surgeon
Flood, Wah-na-gi was gone. It was a great blow to
him and, strange to say, unexpected. He knew of
course that she had no right to be off the Reservation
without a permit, yet somehow he had taken for

granted her welcome. It was the one thing he thought
of while he was away. It enabled him to forget his

own weakness. It kept him steadily to the task in

hand. Without thinking he had begun to make her
a feature of his plans for the ranch and his own future.

He felt the void left by her was unbearable. He felt

the despair of the thirst-crazed wanderer who rides

madly toward the ghostly trees which promise water,
only to find them always drifting away into the mock-
ing distance.

All Curley could tell him was that some Indians
had called her outside and that she had not returned.
Then after the first bitterness of his resentment

over this disappointment came a strange sense of
relief. And he knew that he was glad; glad that
she had gone.

"Deliver us from evil!"

Yes, he was glad she was gone.

There was plenty for him to do and he threw
himself into the doing of it with a feverish energy.
Neglect and nature had gone far to restoring the
ranch to the wilderness. Houses, bams, corrals,

ditches—they called aloud for help. This response
to duty and obligation was highly gratifying to Bill,

who did not realize that it was a frantic effort to flee

from the voices of the night. Hal never spoke of
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Wah-na-gi, but in the cool siknces under the stars

his imagination galloped to the Agency, and rode

riot there, circling round and round that girlish

figure, begging for news, begging for some word,

pleading for some token that her love had not died

in the night, uncovering pitfalls, digging them where

they did not exist, building and tearing down, testing,

arguing, threatening, fighting, inventing, inventing

and suffering. Life has no tortures to compare with

these figments that never happen, these phantom
bridges we never cross, these deaths we never die.

In the night given to peace, rest, and regeneration,

our thoughts stampede like maddened cattle and rush

to destruction or exhaustion, and all we can do is

avoid their hurtling hoofs, ride herd on them, get

them to "milling," round and round in endless

circles until they come to rest in wide-eyed collapse.

Mysterious phantoms of the night ! In the clear day

these cattle wander "in green pastures and beside

still waters." The strain of it was telling on Hal as

day followed day and exhausting night followed night.

In action his momentum was fierce and irritable; in

moments of repose his face l(K)ked drawn, and a

world-weariness drooped in his limbs, and a pale

light shone out of his blue eyes.

Even Bill began to notice that he never smiled,

and in this connection Bill remarked to Joe: "And
smilin' is one of the best things the kid does."

He smiled the day McCloud arrived as he put his

two strong hands on the shoulders of the invalid's big

frame, gave them a gentle pressure, as if afraid of



FT

Em

150 THE SILENT CALL

crushing that frail habitation of the spirit, and bade

the ctergyman welcome to Red Butte Ranch. Then
monotonous week followed monotonous week and

the hidden fires snioulder*>d on. One evening as the

sun was going down he smiled again, but it was a

peculiar smile; it got no higher than his lips, and the

pale light of endurance in his eyes changed to a fierce

flame. Chavanaugh had ridden in about sundown
with a letter. It was hardly a letter, just a few words

scribbled on a scrap of paper, not over a dozen

words, but tht7 were from Wah-na-gi.
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CHAPTER XTI

In a great city people live so ck)«e together there

are no neighbore. Isolation is the freedom of the

city ; it's the city's one gift. Men guard it jealously,

are ready to fight for it. It's the only safeguard

against the crowding obligations of a common human-

ity. One is appalled at the suggestion of bringing

home the sorrows of others, or letting them peek in at

the window—these multitudinous sorrows, so painful,

so sordid. We resent the noise in the cells overhead

or the cells underneath, and we do not want to know

that it is the cry of mortal anguish of those who are as

alone as ourselves. It's only people who live apart,

or meet each other on the road to Jericho, that are

really neighbors. The units of a community that ia

shut off from the rest of the world huddle together,

and gentleness and kindness are bom in the solitudes.

In the barren soil of common hardships flowers bkx>m.

But the city has its advantages. The loneliness of a

great city is as nothing to the isolation of one who

is alone in a small community. Wah-na-gi was being

made to feel very much alone. The teachers of the

school with the exception of Wah-na-gi were white

women and with one exception, women of a narrow

horizon. They sympathized with her in her struggle

not to go back, but there had always been conde-

scension and toleration in their attitude toward her.

''
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That she was made much of by the Rev. John Mc-

Cloud, that nhc was admired b) the chief of police

and others perhaps had nrt added to her popularity.

Sometimes such things make a woman a suspicious

character. When she was retun..; to the Agency

she found gossip had been bcf" . n'i. ?*"•*»»'» one

'. (

(t:'(i

1 ( > . fom
.'.' • His
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il. .' she

il .. 1 1 idcli-

A 'v lorce,

. Ix- St pplied

To ^ .0 white

may be pardoned for living ir

the terrors of tattle. Calthr h

escape was known. That i •>
i i

without being chaperoned )f> .a .

remained with the young m n j
'

catu time, *hat she had to b. 'r '

etc., etc.—the intervening detai'.-

by any one with half an imaginul:'

women on the Agency this was "just what one might

<^xpect from an Indian." The moral attitude is

sometimes a curious one. The knowledge of what

we would have done under certain conditions instead

of making us forbearing, strange to say, only makes

us more intolerant; but that kno'«'ledge makes us

very certain of just what happened 'I'he only person

apparently within a hundred miles who hadn't heard

about it was the victim herself. It was night whci.

she reached the Agency and she went directly to the

school. The teachers lived together in one of the

adjoining buildings. The first thing that met her

eyes was her few belongings huddled together on the

veranda. The principal came out jast asWah-na-gi

stopped to f?;aze at the unfriendly spectacle.

"VV'e didn't know what your plana were, and

thought you might be in a hurry-
H
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"
I would have gone In the moming."

Something of the cruelty of their haste came even

to the human logarithm, and »hc hurrictlly offered to

give up to the c^-tearher her ro»)m ior the night.

Tears were streaming dowr VVah-na-gi's face an«i

she had to wait a moment tefore replying. Then she

said simply: "Thank you; no, 1 couldn't Hta> nnw,"

and she walked out of the yan' d wn the de«4cfte<i

street, and out onto the Ix-nch where C'hapita huii her

farm and her log<abin, some two miles fn)m the

\gency.

"I'm going back," !^hc thought as -^he trtidged Ik.'

lonely two miles to the cheerless cabin on the desolate

farm. "I'm going back in spite of myself; going

bock to the savage \n me."

Chapita was the widow of th^* olood-brother of

her father. One of her few sentiments h^d been

gratitude to the big chief who had been her huiband'?*

friend, and this now flowered in loyalty to his child

She was an unlovely person but lie was human.

Her cabin was an unlovely place bui it was a st^lter.

Wah-na-gi was very tired ^'ith her long ride, too tire 1

perhaps to sleep. She closed her eyes but mA in

slumber, and each lime that she opened them to

escape from the mental images which terrified and

mocked her, it seemed to her as if the walls of the

little cabin were closing in on her inch by inch and

that if she lost herself in forgetfulness they woulu

crush her. The strained stillness of the night was

broV-n by the mournful howl of the coyotes and the

mournful answer of Chapita's dogs, trying to tell

1 'f
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their wild kin how impMsible it was to go back I The
dogs were explaining that it wasn't a pleasant thing

to be man's " best friend " but it was better than being

his hunted enemy. But the logic of this made no
impression on the coyotes whose only answer to its

inevitableness was to call again and again—come
back; come bock.

The foUowing day Wah-na-gi stayed away from the

Agency as long as she could, but it is a long day
which has had no night. Tlie odors of the cabin

offended her, and she was waiting for the tardy sun

when at last it consented to get up. Chapita would

not allow her to share the simple chores. They were

her refuge from consuming loneliness; so >Vah-na-gi

stirred about in the stillness; she sat down in it;

she rose up in it. She looked away off into the dis-

tance where was the Red Butte Ranch. She looked

down on the Agency buildings and the brave '^utter

of its flag. She did these things several times. Then
by the law of gravitation she found herself in the

afternoon at the post-office. She knew she had no
letters, but she had to speak to some one. The fat

post-mistress had protruding eyes and wore glasses

that horribly magnified them. She looked like a
mediaeval gargoyle.

"No!" there was no mail for Wah-na-gi, and this

simple fact was put through the narrow window * a
way to suggest the early Hebrew prophets in their

favorite posture toward the stiff-necked and rebellious

generation.

Wah-na-gi duly quailed. Thus encouraged the

.y?"* ?fli:-i'S'
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amiable official glared at her malevolently and sug-

gested with clumsy guile:

" I suppose you know there's a r^^-ception to-night

at the agent's to the Guv'ment inspector, skool in-

spector?"

"No; I didn't know it."

"S'pose you're goin'.?"

"I don't know—I, er—I don't know." And she

hastened out of the dingy little office of inquisition.

Both knew that she wasn't going.

It would seem that one might face the future with-

out despair even if one should be purposely excluded

from so important a function as a reception by the

agent to the school functionary, but these things are

relative. This was as important here as the king's

drawing-room would be in London, and we know

that fortunes have been spent, the arts of diplomacy

exhausted, homes shaken, and governments jeopai-d-

ized for social prizes of no more real consequence.

Every one would know that she was not there, and no-

where on earth where human beings meet can they

exist without the approval of their fellows.

Besides the wound to her self-esteem there was a

genuine loss to her in not meeting the official. She

had started a movement to interest the Indian chil-

dren in themselves, their own art, music, history, and

poetry, to awaken their pride of race and stimulate

their desire to preserve and perpetuate these priceless

things which were fast drifting back into the un-

known and forgotten. The movement had received

encouragement from some of the wiser folk at Wash-

ggguMttaMjattagi
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ington. She wanted to show what she had done,

what the children had accomplished. Perhaps it

wasn't of consequence, but it seemed so to her. The
inspector would be told the experiment was a failure,

and at the thought of that she wanted to cry out.

It all seemed so unjust, so cruel. Many of these

things were trifles in themselves, but the sum of them
was soon to become portentous.

She stood irresolutely for a moment in front of the

post-office. Where could she go? What could she

do? Her emplo)rment was gone. The school was
closed

—

to her. She looked over at the trader's store.

Cadger had been shamed before a lot of men and
made to apologize to her, an Indian woman. He
wasn't likely to forget it in a hurry, and so the store,

the social rendez^/ous of the Agency, was closed to

her. There was the blacksmith shop, the saw-mill

out on the bench, the corrals and stables, and the

agent's house. She drifted aimlessly along. Time
hung heavy on her hands. She had ample leisure to

think, to face the situation. She felt physically weak.

Her limbs began to tremble and she sank down. She
looked up at the inhospitable sky. There waving
over her was the flag. At least she could sit down
here and rest, under her country's flag. But was
it her country, or her flag ? Would it protect her, a
friendless Indian woman ? Thousands, tens of thou-

sands had died to make it the symbol of protection.
" Wah-na-gi, my child, what are you thinking of?"

And John McCloud laid his long thin hand upon
hers.
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" I was thinking that this has meant so much to the

white people, perhaps it might some day mean some-

thing to me."

The gaunt man followed the direction of her eyes

and saw that she meant the stars and stripes, and the

simplicity of her faith touched and saddened him.

All he could say was: "Perhaps! Perhaps at an

hour when ye think not." And he took off his hat

reverently and without ostentation to that gallant

symbol. "It hasn't always stood for justice to your

people, but on the whole we have reason to be proud

of it, and perhaps even the Indian may come to love

it some day."

"I was thinking, too, why everything was made so

hard for m«."

" That question comes to us all, my dear! To me,

too, very often."

But she was so absorbed in her own perplexities

she did not see his wan smile or note his effort to

resist the racking cough.

"Have I done anything wrong?"

He looked at her keenly for a second.

" Your asking me the question shows me that you

have not."

"Then why?"
"We seem to want to think the worst of each other

sometimes. These good people have decided that

you did something indiscreet in following Calthorpe

to the ranch, in remaining there, in having to be

brought home."

She looked at him in wonder. He felt ashamed.
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"I tell you this because some one will tell you, aad
perhaps in a less friendly way."

"It isn't really worth while; is it?"

"What?"
"Living."

"Oh, yes, my dear. Life is worth living; life is a
glorious thing."

It seemed a priceless thing to him struggling so

desperately to keep it.

"It doesn't matter if naughty little children make
faces at us."

"Yes; but it does matter. These people are here.

I am here. I make my life a little. They make it a
good deal."

"No; just reverse that. They make it a little.

You make it a good deal. Wah-na-gi, I have no
children. God has not given me that supremest

blessing, but I could not be prouder of you if you
were my very own. I've watched you. You have
made a brave, splendid struggle. You must not give

up. You must win out. You have youth and you
have health; oh, thank the good God for that. You
have health. We each mean something in the great

sum the Divine Mind is solving. Leave the meaning
to Him. Leave the answer to Him! Trust Him.
Promise me not to give up, not to despair. I couldn't

go away and leave you here "

"You are going away?" The warm blood that

was coming back into her empty heart at the revela-

tion that this good man trusted her, cared for her,

suddenly stopped and left her cold and numb.
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"You are going away?"

"I tried hard to like the agent, and when that w»*

impossible, to at least respect him. After w^

happened at the asphalt conference my pre* it

makes Mr. Ladd very uncomfortable. If I wa «d

to stay, or could stay, he would not let me. «

valfc-y of humiliation is an unpleasant place, even

wh«i it's another's valley."

•'You are going back East?"
" No ; I couldn't live in the East. I am going over

to the Red Butte Ranch."

"To live with him?''

"With Hal; yes. He invited me some time ago,

and I've sent him word I'm coming. I'm going now."

She had an indistinct recollection that he took

both her hands in his, that he begged her not to do

something, that she promised whatever it was he

wanted, that there were tears in his eyes, that he

asked God's blessing on her, and then he was gone.

She must have remained there some time, for sud-

denly she became aware of the presence of some ont,

and the flag, the flag that was to be her protection,

was coming dovm . It seemed an evil omen. She was

startled and she thought some one laughed. She

looked up. The teachers in their best array were

laughing and chatting in the best of humor on their

way to Agent Ladd's. There was to be a dinner

evidently to precede the reception to the Washington

official.

Again she found her way like a wounded bird

across the bleak uplands to Chapita's cabin.

41
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So long as the old woman lived Wah-na-gi would
have a refuge. She was truly grateful for this, as

she thought how rapidly her world was narrowing,

and Chapita had her uses, but under no circtun-

stances was it possible for this ignorant, slovenly,

unpleasant old woman to be a companion to this

young girl. They had nothing in common except a

need for the necessities of life, and Chapita was a

type to the girl of all she had striven to avoid.

They were driving her back, back to this ! Yes,

when she was old she would be like this. She shud-

dered. It would not have mattered if she had never

known. She could not eat the coarse food badly

prepared by the old woman. She knew that in time

hunger would make her eat it ! So, too, in time she

wouW yield and go down, and back to this. Hunger
would force her to it ; hunger for companionship, for

human ties. She tried not to let Chapita see how
repellent all this was to her. She tried hard to be

gracious and not to hurt her feelings, but the old

woman knew there was a great gulf between them
and felt sorry for the child and patient with her.

She, too, shared the thought that in time Wah-na-gi
wouki come back to her own people. Wah-na-gi
had to leave her food uneaten and get out into the air

under the stars. 'I he cabin contained only a single

rcK)m. It was very primitive. She thought of her

clean little boudoir at the school, which she had
somehow taken for granted would always Ije hers,

and which sht- had taken such pains and such pride

in making dainty and aiiractive. She hadn't slept
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the first night in that room of ChapiU'8. She knew

she would sleep this second night. Nature would

bring her to that too. She was so tired and yet she

had done nothing all day, nothing but suffer. Chap-

ita's noisy breathing told her the old woman had not

stayed awake to puzzle over any one's destiny, and

finally she dragged herself into the dirty room and

slept.

She was awake early and unrefreshed. Chapita

had not stirred. The first thing that met \yah-na-

gi's eyes as she threw open the door for the air was a

beautiful buckskin dress ostentatiously laid out in a

conspicuous place. It was elaborately outlined and

adorned, a striking example of the best skill in Indian

beadwork, and it glistened in the shadows of the dull,

shabby room. Perhaps Chapita had grown wildly

extravagant and had—but what holiday or ffite day

was it ? Her brain refused to account for any public

occasion that would justify Chapita in wearing such

gorgeous habiliments. She would not wake her to

inquire, but dress and get out into the sweet morning

air. But her clothes? What had become of her

clothes? They were gone. No, some one had hid-

den them. It was a joke, not a joke she relished!

She searched the place. Finally she woke the be-

wildered Chapita and asked for an explanation.

Chapita was more nonplussed than herself. It was

plain that sb'^ knew no more of the appearance of the

new and the disappearance of the old than Wah-na-gi

herself. The Indian giri's wardrobe was very limited,

but her simple little frocks were such as white girls



\l-\
i6a THE SILENT CALL

m

wore, and now for these were substituted very charm-
ing specimens of such clothes as Indian women wear.
She sat down to think. Was it a hint, a warning, or an
invitation ? There was no mistaking it. She begari

to feel cowed and helpless.

" Yes, they are driving me back to the savage in

me," she thought. She sat down helplessly. For a
k)ng time she sat so. Finally she put on the buck-
skin dress. It was evident that she must unless she
was prepared to remain within doors. There was no
mistaking the look in Chapita's face. It was abject

admiration. She thought herself she must look well

in it. The lines were simple and graceful. It fitted

her as if made for her. The quick gratification to

her vanity was momentary. She had a conviction

that she looked better in it than in the conventional
clothes of the white woman. This startled her, wor-
ried her. She admired the dress. It made an un-
mistakable appeal to her. There is something of the
savage lust of color in us all. Was it because the
garment was really beautiful, or because she was an
Indian forever in spite of her aspirations ? She knew
that the wearing of these clothes would be hailed by
the whites and Indians as a sign of surrender. She
saw their wagging heads, heard their jests and
laughter. She exaggerated their triumph, her own
defeat. She wouldn't go to the Agency any more,
and she stayed away that day. It was a long hard
day to get through. She made Chapita's home
cleaner Inside and out. That was all she could do.
The cabin was approachable only from the front and
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Bides. On the north it had been stuck up tgainit

lome broken, crumbling sandatom cliffs, that it

might not be bkmn off the bench by the north-east

windswhen theWinter-nmn came. Toward the north-

west these ramparts were km, scarcely more (han

twice the height of the house. These battlements,

a protectbn in tlw winter, made the place a flaming

furnace in the sunmier. It was bearable only at

night, at bunset and sunrise. At other times it was

hell. Chapita's farm was a farm in name. It

spread out on the bench in unfenced acres, how nuuiy

Chapita did not know or care, of dusty sage-brush and

cactus lying on the broken foot-hills. Irrigation and

great labor might have turned its desolation into a

farm; it wasn't likely to get either. Around the

house was not a blade of grass or a flower. Two
half-starved mangy dogs occasionally relieved the

gathering and oppressive stillness. At first there was

a sense of relief that no one bothered her, that every

one let her abne; then she began to feel that even

the society of Appah or the agent would be a relief.

The monotony of nothing to do, nowhere to go, was
maddening. One day she was wandering aimlessly

along a trail feeling that invisible and malevolent in-

fluences were hounding her. It came to her that she

was being "run down," a process employed success-

fully by plainsmen and Indians in capturing wild

horjes. It was very sure if somewhat slow and
tedious. It consisted in never letting the quarry rest.

Suddenly two horsemen loomed up in front of her,

and she was ordered to turn round and go back.
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They were Indian police and the looked about and
realized that she was on the trail leading to the Red
Butte Ranch. Then she knew that she was watched.

Apf*ah was now in control of the police force and the

system invented by Hal for her protection was now
used to persecute her. By and by the sense of

hostile eyes invisibk; but present grew to be painful.

That night when she got home, she gc^ a very dis-

agreeable impression. Chapita had been to the dis-

tribution of the Government rations; she had been
to the slaughter-house and had fought with the other

squaws for tte entraib. Wah-na-gi remembered as a
child having once witnessed the hideous and disgust-

ing spectacle. She had seen the squaws practically

skin cattle alive, before the death convubion was
fairly started or the glazing eyeball ceased to roll.

Chapita bore evidences of the good-natured rivalry

for the refuse. It made Wah-na-gi physically ill.

She had a violent nausea. Worse than all, it was
obvious that the poor old woman had been unfortu-

nate or had been discriminated against, for it kx>ked
as if the rations were those no one else would have.

Even the spirit of the wild horse on the free and
limitless plain is broken. The following morning
she went directly to the Agency and walked into the

offices. There the clerks and typewriters were busy
with the many details of this little government within
a government. They let her stand at the railing

while they discussed her in whispers until she called

to one of them by name and asked would she be so
kind as to let the agent know she wanted to speak to

1

1
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him. The individual addressed brought back the

word that Mr. l^dd was too busy to see her. She

stood for a moment, gripped her hands, and kejH back

the tears. Would they tell him it was very important ?

There was a shadow of a smile at this, Init the mes-

sage was delivered. Wah-na-gi would have to come

some other time. She came the next day and the

next. It was the same answer. Then she asked

for a piece of paper and a pencil and scribbled on it:

"Please, Mr. liuld, oh please give me back my
school."

There was no answer. She was dizzy as she came

out into the street and she drifted helplessly to the

seat at the foot of the flagstaff and sat down under

the flag. Charlie Chavanaugh lounged down beside

her and slyly put something into her hand. She

knew it was money, a roll of bills, and she knew

whence it came.

•'No; I couldn't take manfy from him."

This contingency had evidently been provided for,

for Chariie said softly: "See paper. Not now," and

walked away. She retained the paper wrapped

about the money and when she got home read it:

" Send Chapita to Crazy John at night." Everybody

knew about Cmzy John. Out on the bleak bench

for eighteen years had existed a thing which had once

been a man. Under a lean-to so crude and badly

made as to offer small shelter from the blistering

heat of the summer and even less protection from the

rigors uf winter, huddled a wretch in rags who, so far

as any one knew, had done nothing all these years but
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lie there. He had a story grim as Greek tragedy.

The man had murdered his mother and his punish-

ment was self-inflicted. It was as if he had thrown
himself down on the hard bosom of mother earth and
said to the elements: "I have sinned past forgiveness.

Do your worst." In all the years, so far as any one
knew, he had never spoken to a human being or

lifted a hand to protect himself except for this

wretched lean-to which would not have given shelter

to a wolf. Why the fluids of his body did not freeze

when the thermometer was below zero was a mystery;

as great as his immunity from the greedy wolf and
coyote. The Indians believe that the insane enjoy

the special protection of Deity. To them he was a
sacred mystery and his tragedy was respected. Oc-
casionally food was placed within his reach by his

relatives, and white curiosity seekers sometimes tossed

him a coin, but he was a fearsome thing and his

dwelling-place was a fearsome spot, cheerfully

avoided.

Wah-na-gi understood. It was something of an
undertaking to persuade the superstitious old woman
to go there for the food and supplies left there by
Hal's emissaries, but once the route was established it

solved the problem of bare existence; at least it did

for a time. One night Chapita did not return and
in the morning her body was found near the imbecile

with the skull crushed. It was said that the old

woman had been trying to steal the food left for

Crazy John and that he had killed her.

This theory would not have borne scrutiny. The
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food contained in the old woman's bag was un-

cooked, and was of a character and quality unknown

to the imbecile or his relatives, but Chapita was a

matter of no particular consequence to any one except

Wah-na-gi, and it did not suit the purposes of any one

in authority to question the accepted theory. When

Chavanaugh brought the news to the girl she just

threw up her arms like one who drowns. Then it

was she scribbled the ten words to Hal and gave them

to Chavanaugh.

it
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"Gee, she's pretty!"

Cadger came over to the window of his store to
see whose horse was meant.

"Oh," he said, with seeming loss of interest as hw
walked back to his account books.

"She's give in. She's wearing Injin clothes."

"She's got pluck, grit. A man would have given
in long ago."

It was Ladd at the store window, and there was
something in his attitude or the vibration in his voice
that made the other slide him a covert glance.

"He's a disappointment to me in a way," added
Ladd, unconscious of the hiatus.

"Who?"
"Calthorpe. Didn't think he'd give her up with-

out a struggle. She's worth fighting for. Most
pretty women are just pretty. She's got something
behind it, something sort of tantalizing."

He said this mentally, groping for what it was.
Cadger lifted his head from his figures to shift

another curious glance at the agent, but he did not
reply.

"I somehow imagined that Calthorpe thought
enough of the girl to pay us a visit."

"Why should he?" said Cadger, not looking up
and continuing to reckon his gains. "When your

i68
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worst enemy's a barber, why sit down in his chair

and invite him to shave you ?"

"You heard what he said?" suggested the agent.

" You Ijet I did. He handed you a bunch of roses

all right. I'm kind o' hard of hearin' but I heard

it. He said it loud enough fer 'em to hear it in

Washington."

"I'm not afraid of Washington so long as Senator

Plumtree and Senator Wilkins are on the job. I

hear that Judge Walker wants to go back to his law

practice, and if he does, Whittaker'll leave the Land

Office to be Secretary of the Interior. Our people

aren't losing any tricks."

It was plain that Ladd spoke his convictions when

he said he felt easy as to Washington.
" Appah's gittin' kind o' chesty," suggested Cadger

with an indifference that was important.

"Yes," drawled Ladd. "Take your hand off

their throat and let them get an easy breath and tiiey

begin to buck. He's showin' off. He'd like his

people to think he's a bigger man than I am."

"Oh, he'll settle down and git tame when he's

lassoed Wah-na-gi."

"Well, he isn't going to lasso Wah-na-gi," said

Ladd quickly.

"No? Why, I thought that was your idee."

"I had hoped that Calthorpe and Appah would

sort of mix it up and save me a lot of trouble."

"Then you never intended him to have her?"

"Never."

"That's his undcrstandin'."

-I
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"Hand her over to that surly savage?—An edu-

cated woman?"
"A good-looker too," suggested Cadger kindly.

"Good-looking?" said Ladd, caught by the bait

and forgetting his audience in the intei^t of his sub-

ject. " Have you ever thought what she would show
for with all the harness auu trimmings our women
put on? She isn't good-lookin' ; she's a world-

beater. Appah's got another guess. Slowly but

surely it will be borne in on him that she's out of

his class."

"Chickens is awful human, ain't they?" said Cad-
ger. "One of 'em gits a bead on sumpin* good,

makes a rush fer it with wings out, and dumed if

every other chicken don't leave his job, drop sumpin*

better maybe, and chase after the grub the first one's

after. Most of our fun in gittin' is in takin' it away
from somebody else; ain't it?"

Ladd laughed. "Well, I saw it first. Only I

never let anything interfere with business."

Cadger's face never collaborated. He really didn't

need features. He didn't stop figuring, but said

calmly: "Our scheme's on the toboggan and so are

you."
"What do you want me to do ? Suppose I let him

take her? He's got what he wanted and is inde-

pendent of us. You and I don't get our pay until

we deliver the goods."

"It's all right to hold him oflF if you can, but if

he sees youWe interested, why it's all off. You can't

handle him, that's all."
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"Well, if I can't handle him, I can hobble him,

and I will. You watch me." And Ladd strolled out

of the store and watched the retreating figure of Wah-

na-gi as she set out for Chapita's cabin.

If Cadger could have managed it he would have

treated himself to a sardonic grin as he said to him-

self:

" I never knew a good thing /3t that wasn't busted

by a woman."
Wah-na-gi had been down to sit under the shelter

of the fla^j. It is difficult for the Indian to resist the

inborn reverence for symbols, but it was futile. She

wouldn't go again. She was, Ladd had said, plucky,

bul she was at last desperate. Chapita was dead.

The cabin which had always been forbidding and

forlorn was now empty. She knew that in her way

Chapita had loved her and that she was always glad

to see her, and then there was some one to talk to.

Now she had not even the half-starved, mangy dogs

to welcome her.

When the old woman was buried the wretched

beasts were killed and their carcasses left at the grave,

so that she would not miss their companionship in the

spirit world. Solitary confinement drives prisoners

mad. Queer thoughts were creeping into her head,

thoughts of the grave, of death.

Hal had come into his own. He was interested in

other things. He had forgotten. Their paths lay so

far apart an)rway; they touched for a short distance

only, then diverged again, and would go farther and

farther away as time went on. He could never live

1^
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at the Agency again; and she was doomed to it.

Should she accept the inevitable, or should she follow
Chapita to that desolate village of the dead over in
the Bad Lands ? Sht hadn't the strength to decide.
She would let it be decided for her. Before sht
reached the top of the ground swell on which rested
the cabin she was conscious that some one was waiting
for her. The first sense of relief was succeeded al-

most at once by apprehension, and she was therefore
not surprised to see the tall form of Appah sitting

before her door.

He let her stand in his presence a moment while
he looked her over. Then he said with conviction:
"Wayno! Touge wayno!" (Good! Very good.)
His eyes sparkled as he saw her in the picturesque

dress of his people. He stood up. His undisguised
elation, his sense of triumph, his certainty of pos-
session stung her into life. At last there was some-
thing to do. The weary irresolute droop slipped
from her like a shadow and she straightened up and
stood face to face with him.

"You have done this," she said, indicating her
clothes with a swift gesture that left no doubt of her
attitude. "You have done this, but you can't drive
me back. You can dog my steps and spy on me

;
you

can steal my clothes like a sneaking squaw; you can
take away from me my children, my school; you can
starve me and run me down like a wild horse; you
can make fun of me to my people, and make them
hate me, but you can't drive me back; I'm an Indian
woman, but I'm a woman; you can't make me a
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cringing squaw, crawling at your feet, ready to lick

your hand. I'm past that. You can hunt and

hound me, but you can't break me!"

His amazement let her get so far, then he ad-

vanced upon her with arm upraised.

•*Yes and you can kill me as you did Chapita—

but it won't make any difference."

The allusion to Chapita startled him and gave him

pause a moment to regain his poise and restrain his

homicidal impulse.

He drew back, folded his arms and, with a sullen

face, said: "Maybe so hate Injin, hate Injin all

time."

'•No; I don't hate my people. I love them. I

want to make them better and stronger and freer.

It's you that hates them. Nothing stops. Every-

thing changes. White people change, Indian must

change. The buffalo are gone. Lands are gone.

Crowded, crowded! Everybody crowded! No room

to hunt any more. The Indian must learn to be

clean, strong, to work. I love my people; I want to

do them good. People like you make trouble, keep

them back, deceive them. The old ways are gone.

They never will come back; they cannot come back.

Once we were hunters, warriors—that was good.

Now we must be farmers—that, too, is good. Shinob

makes it so. We must obey. You know better too,

but you cling to the old ways because they're better

for you. If these people weren't ignorant and super-

stitious they'd know you for what you are—a liar and

a cheat."

-\
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Appeh was in a measure sophisticated, but the fury

and audacity of this left him somewhat dazed. He
was a reactionary, and the latest phase of the new
woman was a form of madne^ new to him. It might
easily have discouraged a wiser man. He was de-

termined to make one more try before falling back on
the only recourse left—force.

"Mun-a-ra-tit-tur-nee! (You will be sorry!) Tc-
guin (friend) me! wayno teguin!" he said in an eflfort

to placate her. Peenunk (pretty soon) pikeway (go
away)," and he pointed to the mountains. "Big
hunt, maybe so deer catch 'em, make medicine, good
time. Maybe so you come, eh?"

" With you ? No ; I cannot. I will not."

He looked puzzled and frustrated. What would
appeal to this woman he wanted ?

"Appah way oflf yonder! By and by you come
my wickiup. My wickiup, your wickiup! Pah-sid-

uway?"
He was telling her that his home was hers, that

while he was away he would like her to live in it,

with the implication that all that was in it was hers.

"Thank you; I must stay here."

He saw he had made no progress and fierce anger
blazed up within him. He looked at her, at the
squalid cabin and its surroundings, and stalked away
muttering to himself: "Mun-a-ra-tit-tur-nee! Na-
nunk-quoi-vandum." (There will be much trouble.)

She sank down on the empty box where Appah
had awaited her. It was a relief, this burst of anger.

She had been lighting shadows. She had been alone
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with her thouRhts, her fears, with no one to share them

with her. Here was a human being she could hate.

There was a savage joy in battle, and she felt an un-

holy uplift in having hit hard.

Appah would have the better of it in the end, per-

haps, but he would carry a scar—there was consola-

tion in that. How curious it was! Appah was very

anxious to make her his wife; there was no doubt

about that. Why was it that the man she loved, and

who loved or seemed to love her, hadn't ever men-

tioned that subject to her?"
•' I'll bet I can read your thoughts."

Agent Ladd stood before her, smiling down at her.

She rose in a startled way.

"Mr. Ladd? You here?"

"Don't be frightened. May I sit down and talk

with you?"
Here was something new. The aggressive auto-

crat could be gentle, even deferential. She was

puzzled. What could it mean ?

She motioned to the box and he sat and took out a

pipe and began to fill it.

'• First of all, I'd like you to know I'm your friend."

"You haven't acted much like one."

" You won't have to complain of that in the future.

As you know, it's the policy of the Government to

keep the Indians apart. To discourage their marry-

ing with the whites and to encourage their marrying

among themselves. I couldn't openly oppose Appah

or stand in his way. In fact, I've given him a free

hand, for one reason," and Ladd laughed at his own

«
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ihrewdncas; " because I knew he didn't have a ^host
of a chance. You're an educated woman-a lady-
and he'8 a blanket Injin-a savage. It's prepos-
terous.

*^

"And yet you stood by and let them try to drive me
back to being a blanket Indian."
"He Is an influential man with his people, and it

was the only way he wouL. .irulerstand. He had toW It was hopckjss. Well, he's had his inning ; he's
had ever>1hmg his own way; he's brought every
argument and influence to bear, legitimate and illegit-
imate, and he's failed, completely failed, and now it's
time this persecution of you stopped; and I'm Kolnir
to stop it." ^ "

He looked at her in a bcnevelent way, but she
waited.

"You can go back to yo.r position in the school
whenever you want it."

"Oh, Mr. Ladd; do you mean it?"
If Agent Ladd had known how beautiful he looked

to her in the r61e of Santa Claus he would liave been
tempted to live it instead of play it.

'•Then you don't believe those stories?"
" There h no one knows a good woman better than

the man who has had a tolerably wide acquaintance
with the other kind. The only difference in women
IS love. There isn't anything a good woman or a
bad woman won't do for the man she loves. And in
that onnection I want to ask you a rather personal
question. You know that Calthorpe and I are ene-
mies. Ive U-en deceived in that boy. I think you

ilJi.
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have too." Before »hc had time to protest he

said bluntly: "Has he ever asked you to marry

him?"
Before she had time to think, Iwfore she realized

that the agent had no right to ask the question, she

gasped falteringly: "No! No."
" I thought so. And he's Ix^n doing the devotetl

for a long time."

She was so conscious of the truth of this that she

had no time to reflect that the agent was going quite

beyond the legitimate bounds of hb position.

'*Hc isn't on the level. You can't trust a half-

breed."
" Mr. Ladd, you mustn't say that to me."

"I'l' show you the difference. I'll ask you to be

my v/ifc."

This was so amazing, so direct, that it took her

breath away. She could only sink down Ixiwildered

on an upturned bucket. All her preconceived ideas

of the man seemed to need readjusting. How did it

happen ?

"Now, take your time and give me an even

chancj." He rose but did not disturb her by ad-

vancing toward her. "VVah-na-gi, I'm playing for

big stakes. I'll tell you something in confidence.

These asphalt mines are valuable—very valuable,

but back of thenn arc coal mines—rich ? There's no

end to 'em. At the lowest price ever paid for coal

they would pay the national debt and God knows

how much besides. The cowboys don't know that.

There are only three people know it as yet—a big
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capitalist, his engineer, and myself. These cowboys
are children in a game like this."

"How does this interest me?"
"Why, if we can get our bill through Congress be-

fore the rest of the world knows what we're up to
you and I won't have to live at Standing Bear
Agency. We'll have the world in a sling We'll
make a plaything of it. Every luxury, every pleasure,
honors, if we want 'em! Society? Why, if you
want society, w :'ll buy it for you. Culture, learning,
genius; why, they'll eat out of our hand. We'll
show 'em. Who'll care then who you are or what
you are? Who'll know or care whether you are
an Indian or a Fejee? You'll be my wi/e-the
wife of one of the three or four richest men in the
world. I'll put the world on its knees to you.my girl." ' *

"I don't know that I care much for things "

"But you will. You'll learn. Gosh, wants are
easily picked up. It's doing without that needs
practice."

"And in the mean time?"
"What do you mean?"
"Before all this happens?"
"We must of course keep this a secret for the

present."

"Ah!"
"Now, don't misunderstand me. Personally I have

no race prejudice and I despise the idiot that has.

n!! 1 "^wJ ?^^''^ ^'''- I ^^"'t let go. I'd lose my
puU with the Department, with the settlers, and with

IHHH
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the Indians themselves. Now, isn't that so? You
know"

"It is so impossible I wonder you ever thought of

it."

"Nothing is impossible with me. People have

done that before—kept their relations secret for a

time
"

"Their relations?"

The word was an unfortunate one. He realized

it. It was a word that uncovered the mental reserva-

tion that sneaked behind it. She looked at him in a

way that made him uncomfortable. She drew her-

self up with a mocking smile. He had spoken with

such conviction and passion as to please and convince

himself. He felt the genial glow of protecting this

beautiful woman against the ignorance and prejudice

of the world. That it was to be in imagination and

in the future made it easier and more attractive.

"You aren't fair to me," he said in a hurt tone of

reproach. "I'll do anything any other man would

do—I'll marry you."

"When?"
He hesitated. She saw his hesitation. He knew

that she did and he felt his dreams melting away.

Like other blessings, they "brightened as they took

their flight." He had strapped down his passion for

a long time because he realized that it wasn't "busi-

ness." Now he had unloosed it, given it rein, had

sensed its realization, and it carried him away. He
stood ready to take any risk, make any sacrifice, at

that moment; but it was a second thought.
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"You came here," she said with a cruel smile, "to
offer me relations."

"I'll marry you now, if you'll keep it a secret
until

"

"You've insulted me, and the shame of it is you
don't know it. If I were a white woman you re-
spected you wouldn't have come here in secret and
made me such an offer."

Wah-na-gi hadn't the feminine gift of denying men
and yet leaving no sting. It didn't matter. She was
reckless, desperate. Her eyes flashed and Ladd
bowed before her even through his anger. He had
made a bad beginning. He had underestimated
her, her intelligence, her pride, and that made her
all the more desirable. Inwardly he cursed himself
and her, but inwardly, too, he swore to have her,
never to give her up.

"I would rather marry Appah," she said with con-
viction She wanted to hurt him and she did.
"Wayno, wayno!"
It was Appah who stood before them, with two of

his men, and gave his cordial assent to what he had
just heard. A miracle had happened and all seemed
well.

"My squaw! touge wayno!" he started to go to
her. Ladd sfood in his way.

" What are you doing here ?" said the agent fiercely.

"What you do herp ?" was the angry response.
"None of your damn business."

"All same me damn business too."

"What arc these men doing here?"
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He noticed the small rope carried by one of them.

Wah-na-gi answered for them.
" Appah is going off up into the Moquitch to hunt

and make medicine, and he wanted to take mo with

him."
** Oh, it was to be a wedding journey, eh ?" sneered

Ladd.
" Go ? Wayno I No go ? Maybe so all same take

her, pah-sid-dway?"

"I won't go. I told you that. I won't go!"

"And you won't take her. I'll tell you that."

Ladd could not resist the temptation to play the r61e

of protector for her and before her. Appah did not

at first grasp the meaning of Ladd's about-face. He
had not had occasion before to look upon the agent

as a rival. However, in flashes of love and hate,

mental photography is almost instantaneous even in

dull brains. He faced Ladd with steady eye.

"Pah-kowo-nunk!" (Kill you.)

" Easy there. Easy there
!

" said Cadger who, miss-

ing the busy agent, had rightly guessed where to find

him. The two antagonists did not know whether to

be annoyed or relieved at the trader's presence. He
added an element that could not be exactly measured

or overlooked.

"He can't bullyrag women," said Ladd to Cadger,

but keeping his eyes on Appah, "and drag them

around wherever he likes; and he can't force this

woman to marry him—not while I'm agent."

"What's matter you?" glared Appah, furious at

interference from a source where it was totally un-

L
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expected. "What's matter you? You, too, pretty
good liar, damn quick."

"The first man that puts his hand on his wear n'll
have me to deal with," said Cadger. "You am't
agom' to ignore me. I've got some interests at stake
here," and he pushed himself between the two men
who fell back before him, and then, turning to Wah-
na-^, he said: "You better go into the house until
we find where we stand. You're safer there."
"Yes, go in, Wah-na-gi," said Ladd; "leave it to

me."

She was glad to go in
; glad to get away from them

If on V for a few moments. But a cruel thought wentm
^

:t
.
her and stayed with her. The man she loved

had not asked her to be his wife. She tried to put it
away but it came again and again to plague her.
If he did not care, why should she ? It was settled:
she did not want to live!

Cadger watched her retreating figure until it was
evident that she had really gone, then he turned to
the others and said :

" Sit down. We got to talk this
over."

They sat in a semicircle and each was very alert
and watchful. N- , ^ smoked or thought of it.

"Now first of an, ^ave Ladd; you're a whiV man
and ought to have more sense. You can't aflFo d to
quarrel ith Appah any more'n he can afiFora to
quarrel with you. I've got a lot at stake too. I'm
damned if either of you is agoin' to throw me down
and my interests. The first man that tries it'U git
his head blowed off. You a-riskin' the biggest stake
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a man ever played fer, just fer a pretty face I There's

millions of pretty faces and only one chance like this.

We've gone too far with Appah to give him the double

cross, and the woman's his price."

"He'll have to name another price. We'll give

him more money, more cattle, more horses, and all

that ; more of anything else he likes."

" Suppose he's as big a fool as you, and rather have
the pretty face?"

" It ain't his to choose. It's mine to give. It isn't

only this woman—it's a question who's master here

—

he or me."

Appah said nothing but his face showed he was
irreconcilable.

"Will you take anything else?" said Cadger.

"Horses, cattle, wagons?"
"Katch-wayno."
" You won't," rasped Cadger to the agent; "and

you won't," he hissed at Appah. "All right, I'm
not goin' to sit down while you ruin me between you.

It's a deadlock, and / decide it. I decide that you
gamble for it, and I kin shoot quicker'n either one of

you. Is that a go?"
There was a pause while each of the others looked

the impasse in the face. It seemed the only way out

of a situation that involved the pride of each of these

reckless men as well as the asphalt stakes.

Both antagonists were bom gamblers. Each be-

lieved in his luck.

Cadger paused for a moment while each antagonist

quickly weighed his chances; then the trader saw
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there was silent acquiescence. It was obviously the
only way out of a dangerous dilemma.
The sun had disappeared behind the mountains,

and the long shadows had quickly melted into night.
There was a sudden chill in the air. Chapita cooked
in the open air. There was a smouldering fire before
the lean-to which was a sort of summer kitchen.
The two friends of Appah threw some dry greaae-
wood on the ashes and coaxed the embers into a blaze.
The players sat down before the fire, their faces lit

by its fitful blaze.

"We haven't any cards here," said Ladd.
"Appah, you or your friends got a set of bones?"

asked Cadger, but he knew they never were without
them.

Appah produced them from his pouch.
" Good

! The best three in five," said the umpire.
The "bone-game," sometimes called "the mocca-

sin game," because the bones were formerly hidden
and juggled in a moccasin, is, I suppose, a sort of
Indian version of the "three-shell-game" of the white
man.

The small hnes are marked differently, one black,
one red. Appa.h was an expert player. Much of
his skill was attributed by his people to his medicine,
to magic! Perhaps some of it was due to his hyp-
notic power which he undoubtedly possessed in a
measure. He had a snake-like concentration of the
eye that seemed to have reptilian fascination in it.

He and his Indian companions began the gamblers'
song, a weird, monotonous incantation, the two

ik
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friends beating time to its rhythm. Appah showed

the bones to all, then passed them to the agent. Ladd

took them, passed them from hand to hand, rolled

them together, made passes, and quickly showed that

he was no novice at the game, which above all re-

quires dexterity. He finally extended his two hands

and Appah chose—and lost. The agent's eyes

sparkled with elation as he carelessly tossed the

bones to Appah. The medicine man caught only

one of the bones, the one he wanted, and picked the

other up without attracting the attention of the

observers. Then it was the agent's turn to guess.

The Indian's manipulation of the little sticks was

extraordinary—it would have done credit to a skilled

sleight-of-hand performer. It bewildered the eye.

Ladd had never played with Appah, and he began to

grow peevish as the provoking skill of his opponent

was made manifest.

He remembered too late the gambler's axiom not to

" go up against the other fellow's game." He felt that

Cadger should have warned him. While this was

passing swiftly through his brain, almost as swiftly

passed the bones before his eyes. Appah watched

his victim. He brought his two fists together with a

series of rapid movements, then paused, saw perfectly

well in the agent's face the choice he was about to

make, then opened his hand: it was empty. He

laughed in Ladd's face and his friends laughed. He

was, or thought he was, "having fun" with the white

man. Ladd's relief at not having made the choice

he had intended was drolly apparent. Again a

I
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Mnes of manipulations more rapid than the fint.
Sometimes the little sticks seemed to pass directly
through one hand to the other. FinaUy the two
hands came to rest before him and the mocking, cruel
eyesmvited him to ^he test. He chose and lost.
The incantation swelled with a note of triumph

and Its insistence was irritating. There was an unde-
fined feehng oathe part of the agent that the chant
gave the other side an undue advantage. All gam-
blers are superstitious. He was ashamed to demand
silence, and yet the noise was confusing, discon-
certing. They were at least even. Each had won
once. Appah's eye was fixed on him in supercil-
ious dension and Ladd displayed less confidence,
and therefore took longer for his manij ulation. Ap-
pah chose, and won. This time the agent put the
bones m the medicine man's hand. If Appah won
now the woman was his to do with as he pleased.
Among other motions Appah passed his hands under-
neath his knees. This was fair as the Indians played
the game, but Ladd protested. Cadger disaUowed
his protest and Appah smiled an evil smile. The
agent held back as the bronze hands were placed
before him. He hesitated before indicating his
choice-and lost. Quick as a flash he reached over
and caught the Indian's other hand.
"Open that other hand—open that hand!" he

screamed. Appah with a quick twist of the wrist
shook himself free. "You damn cheat!" And Ladd
struck him in the face.

It happened so quickly that no one had a chance



" No, she's going with mc," called down the

man from the cliff.
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to interfere. Appah had his knife out and the agent

his gun drawn before the onlookers had time to inter-

fere. Appah got to cbse quarters at once and they

came together in a clinch. Then it became a task

of some difficulty and no little risk to interfere.

Appah's followers began to skirmish to get control

of their chief while Cadger bent his energies to re-

straining the infuriated agent. It was a pretty mix-

up, and much admired by an individual who had been

an interested observer for some time. He was stand-

ing rifle in hand on the small cliff to the right of the

cabin, and was busy directing the movements of some

cowboys who were scrambling over each other down

the perpendicular side of the rock. It was a soldier's

trick and the man who directed it had the bearing

of the soldier. The first man down after the human

chain was formed went directly to the cabin and

emerged with Wah-na-gi. Her weight was nothing

to these sinewy men and her slender figure went up

the man-ladder as if it were part of a perfected drill

in a military tournament. The man with the rifle

put his hand over her shoulder as the man-ladder

was hoisted man by man. The last man was up.

The combatants had at last been dragged apart,

frenzied and gasping, their faces distorted with hate.

"She isn't going with you," screamed Ladd at

Appah.

"No, she's going with me," called down the man
from the cliff.

And they disappeared in the darkness.

V
I
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CHAPTER XTV

-^I^T™'"?.
following Chavan^ugn's appearance

with Wah-na-gi's message, Bill and McCloud awoke
to find themselves the only persons Ixsides rhe man
cook left on the ranch. Hal knew how to keep hisown counsel so little was said by his two friends.each
supposing that the other had been informed of the
boss 8 plans and had received his instructions. But
as day wore on and night came, and no word of Hal
or his men, each looked at the other inviting confi-
dences and each went to bed without giving or le-
ceivmg any. ® e *

•'^

"Helk), Parson; you're up early."
"Wasn't sleeping very well, Bill."
It was before dawn of the following day and the

stars were still blinking in the crisp air. The clergy-man had had a bad night and had crawled out into
the open to get the rest denied to him in bed He
leaned wearily against the support of the veranda and
wiped the cold perspiration from his brow. Bill hadcome from the stable opposite with a lantern in his
hand and, seeing some one looming .Indowy and
ghostly m the dim light, had come over to the tired
pathetic figure and held his lantern up to theclercv-man s face. It was a Rembrant effort, The -reat
patient eves burning in their hollow sockets, the white
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face shining with the Iwrrowetl light of pnothcrworUl!

Here, in the light of a stal)lc lantern, was a beauty

that could not !» translatcil into fle«h and blood.

Here was a face that had \rccn a Imttlc-ground ; the

scene of a mighty ccmflict, a lifc-and-death struggle.

It was all there—the wreckage of high hopes and

ambitions, the sacrifice of blood and treasure, the sad

evidences of futile charges, repulses, heroic stands,

of fallen and recovered fkgs, of glorious scars and

wounds, the ashes of spent camp-fires, and the funeral

march to the inevitable trench. It was noble; it

was pitiful; it wou''* >>fi horrible but for the to-

morrow when "the we y are at rest."

The eyes of Big Bill were moist and he threw an

almost gruflf tone into his morning greeting.

•• How clean the air is. Bill," said the parson, scent-

ing the perfume of the morning. " What has become

of Hal?"
" Ain't never said a word to me. Thought he mus'

have told you. Perhaps he's gone over to see Mc-

Shay."
" He and McShay have become great friends," said

McCloud, smiling.

"Thicker'n thieves; blood-brothers, as the Injins

play it."

•'What will be the outcome of the asphalt fight,

Bill?"

"Oh, sooner or later the bcys'll have to sell out to

the Trust."

"Hal's worried; very much worried. Is it about

the asphalt?"

i

i
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about his age is usually worried about ? A woman
Parson, just a female woman; and he's in luck if
It's only one."

There was a peculiar note in the air. It wasn't a
sound, but the shadow of a coming sound. Bothmen made a simultaneous movement, paused and
hstened, then looked solemnly at each other. The
beat of hoofs and the advancing rush of man and
horse was m the air. In a whirlwind of dust the
bronchos were brought from a run to a standstill ina few short, staccato jumps, as the cattle horse is
trained, and out of the dusk of the morning Hal
advanced with a protecting arm about Wah-na-gi.

Bill, pay Chavanaugh and these Indians twice the
surn I prom^ them and let them go. I don't want

tlTVT ''' ^""y ^'°"^^" ^ ""^y have with the
agent or the Government, and put the ranch in trim
lor a scrap. Let no one on the premises without mvpemussion and pLce my men so as to prevent sur
pnse. 1 hey have my orders."

Bill started to whistle but Hal continued: "And

^hZTJl'""^
^""^ '^^^^'^- ^'" g° °"t a^d take

charge of the men as soon as I can explain matters

Bill's face was a study in lengthening shadows, butby the time Hal had finished he had got his second

ZuZJr^^i u
'^^' "P ^ h^^^ ^^ his mental

belt and addressed the situation thus: "Well, boys,
the boss IS agom' some; but he pays as he g^es so
I guess you don't mind a little excitement "
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"Excitement!" exclaimed Rough-house Joe. Joe

had gained his sobriquet because he expressed the

joy of being drunk by breaking and smashing things,

not with mLlice, but in a buoyant spirit of playful-

ness. He was a long, lanky, loosely joined hulk with

a solemn, cadaverous face, flanked by enormous ears

that stood out from his head like ventilators on

a ship. Joe was the kind of person that dies young

in the cattle country. He had been unusually lucky.

" Excitement ? " he drawled. "A scrap with Injins ?

Why, it's pussy wants a comer. Why, if the boss'li

say the word, and the troops'll just look the other

way, we'll put Ladd and the Agency out of business

before you could sing * Blest Be the Tie that Binds,'

omittin' the first and last stanzas. As fer the boss?

We'll stay in the saddle with him if he rides through

hell; eh, boys?"

And the crowd of Hal's retainers went off yip-

yipping and yapping in the approved cowboy style in

their enthusiasm for the young boss and uplifted by

the consciousness of having earned a handsome addi-

tion to their month's wages.

As soon as Big Bill and the men were gone Hal

turned to McCloud with a smile: "Got another

boarder, John ;
you won't be so lonesome now."

McCloud looked past him out to the eternal hills.

Wah-na-gi went to the preacher timidly. " Please

don't be angry. I sent him word. I asked him to

take me away. Don't make me go back. Won't

you let me stay ? Won't you ?"

McCloud did not look at her but gave her hand a
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reassuring touch. Then he said to Hal, in a tone of
pity: "I thought you were a man. You're only a
boy; a crazy boy."

"Don't be too hard on me, John."
He said this with a plaintive appealing smile, very

hard to resist, but John McCloud did not see it.

He was looking into the future with the prescience
and the sternness of the prophet. He had been ac-
customed all his life to relf-examination. He. had
only an acquired patience with those who act first and
think afterwards. He belonged to a race that by
instinct and training had learned to scrutinize desire,
to stop inclination at the door, and make her tell her
business. It was much easier than to turn her out
of doors after she was once in.

Hal felt the need of sympathy and understanding,
and he put out his hand toward the other but with-
drew it. Turning to Wah-na-gi, he said: "Go in,
little woman; lie down and rest. You must be
very tired."

He walked with her to the door with a protecting
hand on her shoulder. It is difficult to altogether ap-
preciate what this meant to her starved soul, worn out
with the struggle against her pitiless environment,
ready to lie down and die. This hand, so strong, so
gentle! At last she could trust, and rest. She could
forget the past; she could leave the present and the
future in his hand, so strong, so gentle.

"Yes, I'm tired; but nothing matters now," she
said with a smile from which every trace of care had
vanished—the smile of a happy child.

-l-



THE SILENT CALL 193

s

He stood looking after her for a moment after she

disappeared into the house—his house. He would

have liked to close the door and turn to the world and

say: "She's mine. Leave us alone. Forget us.

Go your ways and let us be happy."

But no, the world would not do that. It never did.

It was a crazy, cruel world, where everything was as

wrong as it could be. He turned to find McCloud

stf" sitting on the bench before the door, staring into

space. He seemed so much older. The skin seemed

to have been drawn tighter over his big bones; or

was it the gray, pitiless light of dawn ? Now that the

stress of action was of! he, too, felt weary and old

as he came over and sat down beside his frier

" I suppose you think I'm mad ?" he said patiently,

with the patience of physical weariness. McCloud

did not look at him.
" It was a mad thing to do, Hal, my boy."

"You won't understand it, John; you couldn't."

" I thought it was agreed that you were to wait until

I could determine whether the Cnvi-mment would

let me adopt hor; make her my ware, my child."

"It would have been too late. She sent me word:

'Will you come for me or must I kill myself?'"

"A momentary desperation is very far from the

accomplishment of such an ad in a young and healthy

child."

" I couldn't let it happen. I couldn't take the risk.

And the thought of those claws of Appah's. Well, I

couldn't see straight. I couldn't leave her to a fate

like that! I couldn't!"

I
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"You want her for yourself," said the elder man
with the nearest approach to sarcasm of which he was
capable.

"I don't deny it. I'm mad with love for her.

That's the truth."

"You took her away by force. They'll take her
back by force. It's a bad business, Hal, my boy.
There is only one way you can keep her now."
"What's that?"

"Why, as your wife."

As Hal made no immediate response to this, the
other turned and looked at him for the first time,
as he added quietly: "You must have thought of
that?"

"Yes, I've thought of it," said the boy brokenly
as his hands clutched each other. Then he -ose and
walked away as if he would physically avoid that
thought. "Yes, I've thought of it."

The clergyman's grave face grew graver. It wasn't
often any one saw a stem look in those gentle eyes.

"You are not prepared to go as far as that ?"
"Oh, you don't understand," groaned the boy;

" I wish I could make her my wife. I wish I could !

"

"And the mother of your cnildren?"
"Yes, yes; I'd make her mine if I could—if I

could!

"Ah, I see," said ^he other with comprehension and
with a dreary little smile.

"I have a wife in England." And the lad sank
down on the remnants of a broken harrow.
McCioud looked at the bent figure tiadly.
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' You never told me
'What was the use?

McCloud shook his head over this world-old excuse

of sinners. It is so much easier to let things drift, to

avoid, to trust to events or the mistakes or acts of

others. Hal wasn't the first to leave the unsolved

problem with the vague, unexpressed, shadowy hope

that he would come back to it and somehow find it

solved, find the answer staring him in the face.

"And your wife
? " probed the inquisitor. " What

of her?"
, ^^ ,

"As to my wife, my conscience is clear, John—ab-

solutely clear." This was said with such boyish

frankness and ingenuousness as to bring an almost

worldly smile to the face of John McCloud.

" Are you a fair judge of that ?"

" I try to be. I think I am. I married Edith be-

cause I loved the woman I thought she was. She

never loved me. She married me because I was the

most available man coming into a title. She was a

beautiful woman. Perhaps my vanity was flattered.

It was a bad beginning. I won't accuse her or ex-

cuse myself. Perhaps she would have been different,

married to a difierent man, or to a man she loved.

When I saw what a mess we'd made of it, I put up

a fairly decent fight to make the best of it, but she

wouldn't let me, or it wasn't possible. Anyway, our

marriage ended in being degrading to us both. We

were going to hell fast, both of us. I ought to have

freed myself before I left England. ^ -*
'* *"

myself.

myself
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Though he made some effort to avoid it, this was
said with some of the bitterness of the past.
"A divorce?"

The way John McCloud said this v. as a trumpet
call to batile, and Kal accepted the challenge. He
was at his best in a fight, but ic wasn't ground of his
choosing, and he felt at a disadvantage with an
antagonist like John McCloud, for the boy knew he
had no claims to being super-man.
"A divorce? Yes. Why not? You're a big man,

John McCloud. You don't believe that God has
joined all those whom the alderman has joined, all

those whom ambition, or pride, or a\ arice, or lust, or
even honest mistakes have joined. You don't believe
that the words of a church service sanctify marriage ?
Love makes marriage a sacrament, mutual love."
John McCloud in his strenuous life had gone up

into some exceeding high mountains where he had
communed with his own soul and with his God, and
many, very many things which to the average clergy-
man seem fixed and absolute, because he has never
been higher than the roof of his own church or an
office building, seemed to McCloud small and mu-
table.

''My son," he said with kindly tolerance, "mar-
riage is the most important voluntary act of a man's
life, and divorce ought to be like death—inevitable."

" I have a right to be free," and Hal's voice vibrated
with passion.

"You mean you'd like to be free; but your desire
no longer involves yourself alone; it involves others,
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perhaps the unborn. You cannot trust to your own

inclinations. Are you willing and are you able to

take your feelings, emotions, dei^ires to God, lay them

bare before Him and ask Him for the answer?"

*'I don't think of God as a cruel and omnipotent

Don't:'

"That is the test, my lad."

" You're a queer man, John. Up where you are

you can look into the next world, but it must be

awfully cold up there. You mustn't ask me to live

up to your standard. I couldn't do it. You're not

like me, a man with passions."

"Oh, my boy, my dear boy," interrupted the other

with amused patience; "you don't know what you

are saying. I know what you are suflfering. I have

loved too, not so violently perhaps as you; perhaps

as sincerely—at any rate with all my soul—and I ran

away—ran away from happiness, because I would not

inflict an invalid on the woman I loved, nor make her

the mother of sickly children; and so for this world

we said good-by, and I am here alone—alone—

except for God."

Hal was very still. It meant a great deal to him

that John McCloud had taken him behind the cur-

tain. He realized that it was a supreme te^t of the

other's affection, and he felt ashamed that he should

have taken for granted so much that was childish in

assumption and offensive in its condescension. In

the presence of the other man's sorrows his own

seemed dwarfed and commonplace. When his voice

was steady he said: '' Then you know; yes, you

!5^
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know." And McCloud understood what he would
have hked to say but couldn't.

••Does Wah-na-gi know?" he asked relentlessly.
"No, I couldn't tell her; but I will.

Swiftly it passed through McCloud's thought: "Is
this a house built upon sand? Would this lad run
straight? Would he stand the test? Would he
swerve under pressure? Or was he one of those
infirm of purpose, who take cycles of infinity to de-
velop into a man—God's man?"
"My boy," he said gently; "you must make a

calm, relentless examination of your own soul. You
must not forget that you are a white man. You have
Indian blood in your veins, it is true, but you were
bom and bred a gentleman. Have you thought of
that?"

*^

•' Gentleman ? " said the boy bitterly. " I'm a half-
breed. I've never been allowed to forget it."

It wa-, the first time McCloud had ever heard him
use the odious term, and the expression of his face,
the tone of his voice, opened up a vision of a journey
made tragic with the burden of the cross and the
crown of thorns. He knew for the first time what
this boy had suffered and it filled his soul with pity.
But he saw in the bitter past only a sign and prophecy
for the future. Here was the wound. The boy had
bared it and placed in his hand th. knife. He must
use it.

"Then you know, no one better than you, that
there is nothing more cruel in a cruel world than race
prejudice."
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ivardly," flashed ba

quivering victim.

•I'm not speaking for myself. You know that.

You know I love this young woman. She is a fine

soul—brave, patient, serene. To m« she is a child

of the living God. Theoretically we are all equal

before the All-Father. Theoretically we are all His

children; but we live in a world of prejudice and

passion, of huge implacable ignorance of the simplest

things of divine Love. Is it wise to arouse that

ignorance, challenge its ferocity, live face to face with

it, and force your wife and children to live face to

face with it ? Is it wise to subject them to commisera-

tion and that odious sense of superiority which is one

unending crucifixion? Do you want them to suffer

as you have suffered?"

In his effort to hold up before this youth the eternal

truth, to make him bow the stubborn neck under the

yoke of duty, John McCloud was as implacable as

Savonarola, and Hal lowered his head before the

blast. The sick man shook off his limitations, forgot

his weakness, rose up out of the tranmiels of the flesh

and stood over the boy, the preacher, the priest, the

prophet, aroused and potential, and all the pent-up

passion of the saver of souls, the martyr, and fanatic,

burst into flame.

"Race prejudice? It's the curse of the world,"

he cried. " In all ages men have been busy inventing

reasons for being better than their fellow men. The

Jews called themselves the 'Chosen People' in order

to exterminate the un-chosen, and now the Russians
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persecute and murder the Jews. The Turks massa-
cre the Armenians. The Germans would 'eliminate*

the Poles. The Anglo-Saxon is a mongrel who
thinks his pure bkxxl gives him the right to make the

rest of the world buy the goods he can't sell at home.
The amiable and enlightened Dr. Johnson once said

of us: 'I am willing to love all mankind except
Americans—I would bum and destroy them.' And
we Americans, the most mixed of mixtures! We are

proud of our enlightenment, and yet we call the

Italian a 'dago,' the Mexican a 'greaser,' the China-
man a 'chink.' We excuse our treatment of the

Indian by inventing the phrase: 'The only good
Indian is the dead Indian.' And recently we burned
twenty churches and school-houses belonging to the

negroes in order to teach them respect for law and
order. It is nineteen hundred years since the Son of

God brought 'peace on earth and good-will to men,'
and still we have the gospel of Hate."

McCloud's fine eyes flamed and two bright scarlet

spx)ts burned in his cheeks.

"Perhaps," said Hal, rising under the torrent of
the other's eloquence; "perhaps I can help show the
world that mankind is superior to any race."

Swift as the swoop of the eagle came back :
" Then

you must be willing to be a martyr. Your Indian
mother was a victim of this and your own life is

shadowed by it. Are you going to repeat her trag-

edy?" And he pointed to the rock that mutely
stood before them and bore its silent witness to the
sorrow of the broken heart that lay beneath it.
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••God forbid!" cjaculatcti the boy, tears springing

to his eyes as the figure of his mother Uwmed dimly out

of childhood's memories. " Gotl forbid ! Poor little

mother! I think the secret of her tragedy was that

my father did not love his little Indian wife. I love

Wah-na-gi."

The boy's sincerity was unmistakable. McCloud

hurried on thrt he might not be swerved from his

purpose.

"You love Wah-na-gi; yes, now; but what of the

future ? Do you dare l(X)k into the future ? You arc

heir to a title and estates. You will eventually take

up your obligations to an honored name and a glorious

civilization."

Hal straightened up and showed fight. Hitherto

McCloud had called to the lover, to his chivalry, to

the potential father. It was an appeal he could not

ignore, that lifted him up and swept him along with

it. Now it was to his own interests. It was an anti-

climax. The trained controversialist had made a

mistake. Titles, estates, an honored name, civiliza-

tion! The Shepherd of the sheep had put on the

garments of the man of the world and they didn't

fit. To the youth, in the throes of a mighty passion,

they sounded hollow and empty. Hal had never

discussed his past, his life, with any one. How was

the preacher to know that he was walking among the

graves of things already buried? Titles, estates, an

honored name, civilization! It probably never oc-

curred to Samson to pause over his duties to Phil-

istine society, and to hesitate over the beauty of the

i»V.V 'Ait
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temple where he waa on exhibition. Flal startwl to
rise, to throw off this incubus sought to ix put ujion
him, to tear it to pieces; but the hated things had
done something for him, taught him restraint, the
capacity to measure the other man's point of view,
and 80 he sat down again before he sjwkc and ig-

gled to keep his voice even, though it vibrated with
scorn.

"I hate the whok; thing! Why should I be the
victim of conditions which are no part of my consent
or my will ? I don't want the title! I don't want a
place in their silly, rotten world. I couldn't live in
it or be a part of it. I'll take the ranch and make
my own way, and I claim the right to do it. I want
my own life and the freedom t live it. I gave the
best that was in me to civilization, and civilization

kicked me out, robbed me of a career, made n-y ' mc
a hell, and so I say—to hell with civilization."

McCloud was surprised. He was an emotional
jnan too, and he thrilled to the sweep of this violence.
He would have liked to take the boy in his arms and
cry: "Oh, Absalom, my son, my son!" Instead, he
held him away, shifted his own ground, and sought
the joints of the other's harness. Hal's allusion to
his home seemed to oflFer an opening.

"This wife in London, this unhappy home—per-
haps it is an appointed barrier!"

"Barriers are surmounted—swept away!"
Hal was standing now and he looked audacious

and puissant. He looked the master of his own
destiny. The man wiio hud passed through the fire,

1^
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whose proud hopes and ambitions lay in broken heap*

where the car of destiny had passed, looked at him in

admiration.

"Yes, barriers arc swept away; but only by those

who humbly and patiently kneel down before them.

Perhaps Infinite Wisdom stays your hand, to keep

you from bringing sorrow to this helpless Indian

woman whom you love, and to her children."

•* Never!" was the answer, in the pride and strength

of youth, in the consciousness of capacity, in the joy

of a child of battle, the ofTspring of warriors, who had

sung their triumph under torture. It was a wide

gulf that separated this fierce courage from the

white-faced saint who had learned in patience and

humility.

"It's a feeble-minded man who keeps picking at

the irrcv'K-ablc," was McCloud's reply, more to him-

self than to the savage before him. 'Suppose some

day you grew tired of all this and wanted to go back

and be a part of the world of convention, of fashion

and cuhure?"

Hal had no argument to make to this, but it had

no appeal, no meaning. He only made a gesture of

negation and impatience.

"Oh, my boy," said McCloud helplessly; "you're

a reljcl."

"Well, America was made by rebels," said the

other with a triumphant smile.

The minister put his hands on the boy's shoulders

and lovoked into his eyes as David might have done

to his wayward son.
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"Well, God bless you for a fine, glorious, dangerous
rebel."

The sun was up, a new day was born, all things
seemed possible as Big Bill hove into sight.

'•Say, Boss," he drawled; "McShay's out here
with the toughest looking gang of ruffians "

"Let 'em in, Bill," cried Hal joyously, his eyes
dancing with the excitement of his conflict with Mc-
Cloud.

"Turn 'em loose on the ranch?" said the foreman
doubtfully. "That outfit? Gee whiz!"
"May need 'em, Bill."

"Most woi-se'n Injins," grumbled the old man as
he went away, doubt, hesitation, protest in the stoop
and shrug of his huge bulk.

Bill's advent had brought them both back to earth,

to the business in hand.

McCloud spoke first.

"If thty would let you keep this woman you could
not. You are too near to her. You must go away."
"Now?" said the radiant rebel; "when she has

come to me? When she is mine? Mine?"
"You must (^p away," said the other, relentless as

Fate.

"She's mine. I'll take her and hold her against
the world."

"No, you'll hold her against yourself."

Hal sank feebly down on the bench and clasped his

hands in a helpless way.

"I can't. I can't give her up! I can't."

McCloud came to him and put his hand on An -

?iS
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"Hal, my son," \v «aid afl'sctionately ; "I've some-

times wondered wtiy I hod to give up my work and

come out here v d'?. Pcrhr-js it was to be your liv-

ing conscience. 'i<> this woman you seem divinely

appointed, like the Moquilch Mountains. I've seen

her soul go out of herself and stand expectant before

you with outstretched arms. Her temperament, her

environment, the very strength and weakness of her

character put her in your hands. You know that

without stopping to question or think she has laid

herself at your feet. Are you going to listen to the

passion that desires, that demands, that takes, or is

your soul going to rise up within you crowned and

glorified?"

Hal buried his face in his hands and groaned. He
looked about for some way of escape, but there stood

the weak sick man, inevitable and unanswerable.

He felt bewildered but resentful. Why shouldn't he

be happy? Why should he be expected to give up

his one chance, the only chance he had ever had,

would ever have ?

"We'll go away into the mountains," he exclaimed,

"away from your artificial rules and regulations!

We'll go away."

"You can't go where obligation will not meet you."

"Why should I let you decide for me what my
obligations are?" he said rudely, fiercely.

"Now you're a savage, but you've got white blood

in your veins, blood that has bowed the knee to duty,

bowed the back to burdens, bowed the head to God.

Now I thank heaven you're a half-breed. You

ffis^m
HHiaj^ll



\^. '^
- rs.

Um

THE SILENT CALL

couldn't go back to the blanket savage if you wanted
to. You've got to live up to your higher self. You
have assumed obligations to these two women. You
can't avoid the consequences. The heart of this

Indian woman has gone out to you because you are

part of a social order to which she aspires, that repre-

sents to her her better self. You can't drag her
down and back to the blanket Indian. She would
hate you. If you are brutal I must say brutal things

to you. Vou can't force her to apologize to her
children, to tell them they have no standing before

the law and before society; that they face the inevi-

table social order with an inevitable stain. You can't

flee from obligation. No man liveth to himself nor
for himself. And this other woman—you have in

the past assumed obligations to her. They have
become irksome. You say you have a right to be
free. Well, then, you must prove it. I don't believe

in divorce, but that is a matter between a man
and his Maker. Happiness, permanent happiness, is

worth fighting for, worth waiting for. If you stay

here you will steal it and pay the penalty of the thief,

a penalty that will fall heaviest upon those you love

best in the world. Again I say, you couldn't keep
this woman if they would let you. She must go
away or you must.'

McCloud looked at the lad, silent but unconvinced,
and then he lifted up his hean in secret prayer that

God would keep this soul unspoiled.
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CHAPTER XV

"Howd'y, Parson ! Hello, boy !"

The diversion made by the appearance of McShay

was a most welcome one to the youth who felt "baf-

fled and beaten and blown about by the winds of the

wilderness of doubt." Hal felt helpless in the hands

of McCloud with his metaphysical verities, so

fixed, unalterable, and unanswerable, but McShay

carried with him something that was tangible and

workable. Shadows fled before him. Subtleties dis-

appeared before the sun of his genial optimism, or

materialized in rain or snow or ice, assumed a fon^

that could be reckoned with. The presence of liic

man of action was an enormous relief to Hal. ^tc-

Shay's intuitions were quick and he no longer spoke

to the clergyman of his health, but he swept hini with

a searching glance and took his hand gently in his

iron grip as he would have taken the hand of a

woman.
"You sent me word you needed help," he said to

Hal.

"Yes."

"Things is awful dull over our way; wouldn't like

to miss anything. I brought over a few ot the boys.

It's Wah-na-gi; ain't it?"

McShay was adaptable. It was peiaaps a large

part of his success in life. He could be vulgar and

207
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common With the vulgar and common, or he could
ollow those who went up into the mountains and
looked mto a far ntry, and whether with those

TinH^iy k'"^
""' '^°'' ""^^ ''"^^ '^^ h^'Khts. each

kind felt he was one of them, and there was no

^rS '"-^k'-
"' ""derstood and sympathized

"It's Wah-na-gi."

''How did you know it was Wah-na-gi?"
"Why, son," and a broad smile spread over thecowman s face, 'everybody on the range knows

you re sweet on Wah-na-gi. Presumably, too, youwas not unaware that the amiable Ladd had threat-
ened to shoot you on sight, and that the gentle Appah

present!^ ""^^ ^°"' """"'P ^' ^ Christmas

''I knew I wasn't exactly popular at the Agency
just now.

'

° •'

"Andsoyou just went over and took her? Well

^
was a fool thing to do; but it's kind of appealin '

Parson, it's appealin'. What was that young feller'sname-none of your Eastern tenderfect-the young
teller that come out of the West?"
"Rode out of the West ?" corrected McCloud witha^wmkle m his eye. " That hero was a Scotchman,

n.nl^""!?''-,^:.^^'^"'
couldn't be. The Scotch-man will risk his neck for religion or a pinch of

change, but not for the ladies. No I'll bet he wason the border, and mostlv on our side. But this
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feller here!" and he put his hand on the shoulder of

the boy with unmistakable liking; "an Englishman,

too! Beats all, don't it ? Anyway he loves a fight.

Must have a dash of the Irish in him som'^where, even

if it's the damn Protestant variety; savin' your pres-

ence, Parson. Sure, I took to him when he put it

all over Ladd, and when I count a man my friend, I

ain't over-nice as to his failin's. Say, it's too bad

he's an Englishman, ain't it? He's saved by the

Injin in him, I guess. That's the truth."

"We were just discussing race prejudice," said

McCloud.
"Don't believe in it. Nuthin' to it," ejaculated

the Irishman warmly.

"*A mon's a mon for a' that,' eh, McShay?" sug-

gested the countryman of Bums with a smile.

"No use for narrer-minded prejudice, but the Eng-

lish—excuse me 1 Mike's face and body united in a

convulsion that was a three-volume exegesis of the

traditional Irish point of view.

"Sure, it's a toss up," he continued. "The Eng-

lish rule Ireland. The Scotch rule England. The
Irish rule America, and to hell with the rest of it

—

it ain't worth rulin'." The preacher laughed heart-

ily. "You know, Hal, me boy," continued Mike,

"the parson's human like the rest of us. He don't

look like a duck as has swallowed a croquet ball just

because a little language slips out now and then.

For a gospel-foreman he's aces! Well, as I was

sayin' when you interrupted me, we ain't come over

to fight, we ain't a-looking fer a fight, but if there's

H
Itfl

ill
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goin' to be one, we'd hate to miss it. Does it look
encouragin'?'*

"I'm afraid there's going to be trouble over Wah-
na-gi," sighed the preacher. " I have made a formal
application to the Secretary of the Interior to adopt
her, but "

He did not say it, and Hal was grateful. Having
expressed himself without reservation to the boy,
he had the vvisdom to know when to let the good
seed alone. A worldly twinkle lit up McShay's eyes
as he said:

"You've made formal application to the Secretary
of the Interior. It's a noble move, Parson, and
you'll hear from it about the time Wah-na-gi is

somebody's great-grandmother, and in the meantime
you don't suppose these amiable feller-citizens is

goin' to sit down and twirl their thumbs."
"Any news from Washington, Mike?" asked Hal.
"Well, me boy, our fight against Ladd is goin' to

precipitate the whole thing. You see, instead of

communicatin* in a genteel whisper they're beginnin'

to shout in Washington, and when they shout in

Washington it makes the God-fearin' business man
nervous and hysterical. I guess we ought to let this

agitation against Ladd drop."

"Why, we can't do that," protested Hal warmly.
"Why let it drop?"

"Well, son, here's the situation. We got a bill

before Congress, ain't we ? To make good our title

if it ain't good already. Well, we're a menace to the
Trust. They may queer our bill, but if they do,
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they got to prove the lands are Government lands,

and that shuts them out, except for a lease from the

Injins, and that we can make cost 'em a pretty

penny, mayl- we can queer it altogether. If every

thing is quiet in Washington our bill has a good

chance, because we can make terms with the Trust

to let it go through by agreein' to sell them our rights

if it does go through. We are bound to git some-

thing! How much we can make 'em pay depends

on how close we stick together. Now, if we put up a

fight against Ladd in Washington, Ladd is the Trust's

agent, they're goin' to stand behind him, and we've

got a big fight on our hands, and if we get to screamin'

at each other in Washington, why, every newsboy in

America'U know all about it."

"Suppose he does?" asked the preacher, deeply

interested.

"Well, the present Secretary of the Interior has

intimated that he might on investigation insist on

these lands being held for the benefit of the general

public. The 'general public' ! \vhat do you think

of that? Did you ever hear anything so funny in

your life?"

"Why, that doesn't strike me as funny, McShay,"

said the preacher. "That seems to be a very just

and splendid solution of the difficulty."

"And where would we come in?" yelled the Irish-

man.

"You're part of the general p".blic."

"Hah!" he snorted, then turning to Hal; "ain't

parsons the limit?"

sXatmVSiFQ^ r^^f^Kt
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I II tell you how strong he is," bellowed McShay,now thoroughly aroused. "He can't hold his job.Tha s how much the 'general public' amounts to.He don t please anybody. He's got to resign."
Well you may quit the firing line, Mac." saidHal quietly. " But I promised Ladd to have hi^ sc^

and Id hate to break a promise I'd made to Ladd ''

That's the Injm in you."
And the parson was in a dilemma too. He didn'tknow whether to praise the boy for being honest or

reprove him for being vindictive.
"Boss, Curley's come in with the mail," said Bill

"Nu^^hi^bythi™
^"' '-''''' '^- ^ ^^'^^--

Curley completely recovered, but minus a right
arm, was now one of Hal's retainers, and like all
converts he was a fanatic where the owner of theKed Butte Ranch was concerned.

''I hope it's news from Washington," said Hal.
No, It's from London."

H,J/ i^'^'^p "Jn"f,
^^^^'' '"• ^^"^^ ^'^ '"^n^e-

diately. Rundall."
"It's from my father's physician," explained Halhandmg the cable to McCloud.
"And say Boss," said Bill, trying to keep the worstnews to the last, " Ladd's out here "

McSha'*
^'^°''''' ^""^ ^'"'^'

'" ^^^" commented

^:w^'^
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'And he's got quite a few Injins with him," added

Bill slowly. "In fact, they got us surrounded, I

reckon." And Bill returned to his post.

"Go out and see Ladd, will you?" Hal said to

his two friends. "And let me know what he has to

propose? It'll give me a moment to think."

"Come on, Parson," said McShay, and he took

the preacher aflfectionately by the arm. "By the

way, would you say that Ladd was a Scotch name?"
McCloud shot him a sly glance.

"I shouldn't wonder, McShay; but I don't think

the yellow canine mixture is monopolized by the

Scotch, do you?"
"Oh, ain't you touchy about your damned old

race?"

And the two queer pals walked away arm in arm.

"Wah-na-gi, come here, please."

Hal called gently at the door. She did not hear.

It was a shame to wake her. He called again and
then again. Wh \ she did awaken it was with a

start, her heart throbbing violently until she saw
him, then she breathed evenly with an assured smile.

He thought she had never looked so beautiful as she

stood holding to the support of the portico, and then

he noticed for the first time that she was dressed like

her people, and the brave flash and glitter of the bar-

baric colors stirred something within him; something

strange, mystical. He felt the touch of an unseen

hand, heard the sound of a silent voice. He thrilled

to vague impulses, to a half-remembered strain that

might have been a love song or a lullaby, that had in
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It the note of the primeval woo<Js and the vastness of
the sky and plain. He forgot the exigency of the
moment, the dangers that confronted them, and
said: "Wah-na-gi, wait here for a moment. I've
something I want to give you."
And he disappeared into the house leaving her

wondering and alone. She, too, was conscious of
some occult force to whose vibration she thrilled.
When Hal woke her she was quivering with the
ragged remnants of a dream. Nat-u-rilch had come
to her and said :

" You will be very happy. My son
loves you." Then John McCloud had come and
led her away to the Land of Shadows. Here were
shadow streams .nc^ shadow hills, shadow wickiups,
shadow horses and cattle, shadow lovers and shadow
children. Then Hal had come and called her away,
and she woke to see him.

This dream came back to her as she waited. There
was the grave of Nat-u-ritch. She walked over to it.

The gravestone was very simple like her life, a rough
bowlder torn from the bed of a mountain torrent.
It displayed no date of birth or death, no line of
eulogy, no word of sentiment, just her name in rude
lettering cut into the face of the rock, but to any one
who knew her tragic story it seemed appropriate and
impressive. To Wah-na-gi it made the whole dingy,
desolate place sacred. Nat-u-ritch seemed very real
as she stood there by her grave. She knew Nat-u-
ritch's story and understood it. The resignation of
the Indian woman toiling patiently through life

knowing that she was unloved, finding consolation

Y^:^i^rY%w^i^^f&'f?w^;:m^i<'^m^wm^ -">Ai;.SV^^.ifir -iOr:^-
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in her child; then bcwildcrwl, unable to understand

why ^er baby should be taken from her arms and

given to a strange white woman to Ije taken into a far

country ; then the tall chief bringing his dead daughter

in his arms and holding her out to the white man, all

that was left of the little savage who was wife and

mother, with the weai)on of destruction in one hand

and her child's little moccasins in the other. Nat-u-

ritch was very real to Wah-na-gi just then. Her

spirit bro(xle<l near.

"Wah na gi, I want you to have these as a keep-

sake."

Ilal held something in his hands at which he looked

intently. S<imething glittered and gleamed like her

buckhkin dress. They were a tiny pair of child's

mocuasJus.

Thev wen- mine," he said, "when I was a little

hm running around here on the ranch. Those were

happy davs." he atWed dreamily. "' My father gave

them t(i mr before I left England. He took them

frtam rav dead mother's hand. When my father gave

tbaa tc mtr I kne** I had seen them before, often and

ottm s my csxams. I used to think it was Nat-u-

ritda. an licik mother, holding them out to me.

I'Vft - ^jCTKt' to me to be you, calling to me, calling

iiBf K> Iffli c trse cities, the limits, the din, the make-

bt^pvi; :itt murderous crowds; calling me to the

a^rn ne i!as.ed rocks, and the far spaces, the brood-

ms SRows, t3te camp-fires, the songs of the pines, and

-fir as^rv Espios; calling me to my own, to live my
mtt m ihe oiDen. and be a iiian among men."

se** "^i>*«--^*W»».'WM
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His eye was fixed on space and he spoke like one
hypnotized or m a dream. She knew it was the
son of Nat-u-ritch speaking to her, speaking to hisown soul.

^

"Perhaps-you would like them," he added. "Iwould like you to have them," and he held them
toward her. "It's the best I have to give. They aremy medicine,' my *sacred bundle.'"
Tears were gathering in her eyes as she took and

kissed them.

"And now John McCloud says I must go back toaU that-to the land and the hfe where I was an
idler, a drunkard, and a failure."

Her heart stood still.

"Go back! Why?"

T Zf.T'" ^-ir
^'"' ^'^"^ ^ ^^"t y°"' because

I can't live without you."

of her m ^ ^^ ^' ^""^ ^"^"^ ^^^ supremest joy

"And nobody is going to take you from me" headded defiantly.

He was fighting McCloud, doing battle with him-

r!\S^ '!t
/°^g°"^" the agent until McShay

entered with a face graver than his wont.
"Well, what does he say, Mike?"
"He insists on talkin' things over with you in

"Oh, well, bring him in. Wah-na-gi," he turned
to her as the Irishman disappeared, "Ladd is here."

ilm
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Wah-na-gi shrank back, her eyes set with terror.

"Don't let him take me away. I couldn't go back
there. When I sent to you I had stood all I could.

Don't let that man put his hand on me. You thought

he was protecting me from Appah. I didn't tell you
—I was ashamed. It was because, because "

"He wanted you for himself."

"Yes."

"He won't take you back; not if I live. Now
listen and don't be afraid. My men believe in me,
better still, in my luck. McShay's men want nothing

better than a chance to even scores with Ladd. We
have the position. Ladd isn't a soldier. He doesn't

know this game. I do. He couldn't take the ranch
if he had twice as many brave?, except at a fearful

cost
"

"My own people!" she said, as if it just occurred
to her for the first time. "We shall kill our own
people!" This time she included him.

" You are my people," he said passionately. "You
are my country, my all. Nothing else matters. Go
in, Wah-na-gi, and don't be afraid."

"We must not kill our own people. They're your
people as well as mine."

"A fight's a fight, Wah-na-gi. Leave it to me."
aij
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"I didn't think of this when I called to you. I

was tortured, mad, desperate, and I cried out for
help. It was a mistake. I—I—yes, I will go back.

'

'

"No, that would be horrible; I could not let you
go back. We don't know what may happen, but I
could not do that. Won't you leave it to me ? Trust
to me?"
She raised her eyes to him with a look of serene

abnegation, of exalted self-surrender, that transported
him, then sobered him.

He took her in his arms, kissed her as a brother
might, and she went within.

"Howd'y, Calthorpe?" said Ladd easily as he
entered with McShay and McCloud.
"How are you, Mr. Ladd?"
"I want to talk to Calthorpe alone, if you don't

mind," said the agent to the other two.

"Certainly," said Hal; "these gentlemen will step
into the house for a moment."
The Irishman drew the preacher toward the upper

wing of the house, keeping his eye steadily on the
agent who sauntered away. Suddenly he stopped.
"On second thought you may have him," he

said soUo voce to McCloud.
"Suppose we divide the responsibility," responded

the preacher with a grave face, "and call him—
Scotch-Irish?"

And they went within to continue the animated
discussion as to the relative contributions of each
country to the world's greatness.

As Ladd turned the two men faced each other.

^W-Mr MM^.
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I understand," said Hal easily, "that you threat-

ened to shoot me on sight. Well, I'm on sight."

"Well," said the other cahnly, "it may come to

that, and it may not. That's up to you."

"Sit down," and Hal motioned to a seat with a

smile.

" Thanks! " and Ladd sat on the hanow and nursed

his knee in a careless off-hand way. "The Indians

are very mad. Abduction of women is a serious

matter, isn't it? Even a mean, dispirited race will

fight for its women. Well, her people think you

stole Wah-na-gi."

Hal thought for a moment and then as he did not

see any advantage in dodging the issue, he said:

"Yes, I took her. She's here."

"Oh, you admit it?" said the agent with elation.

"Well, that's something. Then perhaps you'll be

good enough to hand her over to me."
" Well, no, not exactly. You see she's claimed my

protection."

" Your protection?" responded Ladd with a cyn-

ical laugh. "That's rather feeble, isn't it? Well,

the Indians claim my protection
;
protection for their

women, for their homes!"

To Hal, who knew the extent of Wah-na-gi's obli-

gations to her own people and their supreme indif-

ference to the girl, this buncombe was peculiarly

exasperating, but he did not honor it with a reply.

Ladd rose and came over to him. Hal was seated

and the other bent down over him: "Now, you're no

fool, Calthorpe; you know that you've done a wild,
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reckless, impossible thing, and you also know that
you can't get away with it," and the smooth, cool, even
manner gave place to the aggressive attitude of the
bully who felt secure in his position. "Now, after
what happened at the powwow over at the Agency,
no one State is big enough for you and me."
"Yes," assented Hal complacently, "I've realized

that you and I were a bit crowded."
"You're in wrong this time, Calthorpe, and I've

got you where I want you," and Ladd chuckled over
the prospect.

In the cold light of day and in the scrutiny of
second thought and under hostile criticism, Hal had
a sickening sense that his act was crazy, quixotic
mdefensible, and yet what could he have done
otherwise ? Could he as a man have left this woman
he loved to be hounded into self-destruction or dis-
honor? She had caUed to him in her desperation.
Could he have turned a deaf ear to that cry ? He had
ar. usual acted on impulse. Having at very great
nsk effected her rescue, was he to face the ultimate
and mevitable and hand her back to these wolves?
It was inconceivable. One step involved another.
He must go on, trusting to chance, a perilous trust
"What is the idea?" asked J^dd with sarcastic

tolerance. "The Government, the Army, and the
American nation is behind me."
Hal knew that this was too true.

"I am responsible to the Government and the
people for this girl. And you come over and take
her away from me by force."

S'-a:^^}' <r"<-^%-
~
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"Because you have betrayed your trust."

" I was in the very act of affording her protection

from the man of whom she complained when you

stole her. Well, what are you going to do with her

now that you've got her?"

Hal did not quail under Ladd's merciless gaze, but

inwardly he writhed.

What was he going to do? Oh, if he could take

this wretch by the throat and say: "She's mine—my
wife. :ny wife!"

Ladd waited, then added: "Why, if you try to

keep her, we'll wipe you out of existence—you and

your ranch."

"That sounds like a threat."

"We'll make it good. Now you and McShay and

your crowd havebeen getting busy atWashington ! You
have been trying to get me removed, haven't you?"

"We have."

"And you haven't done it, have you?"

"Not yet, but we have hopes; we have hopes.

Brother Ladd.'*
" It didn't take you long to discover that I had a

few friends in Washington myself, did it?"

"No, we found that you were a patriot who had all

his life sacrificed his own interests to the good of his

country. We found it was first Washington, then

Lincoln, and now Ladd."

"Your only excuse is that you're a kid. You
make it hard for me to keep my tempc' You make
it hard for me to let you out of the hoi you've put

yourself in."

WMm^{im\w^
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"Let me out?"
"Yes, I can let you out or I can drown you in it.

You want this woman."
"So do 3rou."

The two men stood eye to eye for a tense moment.
Then Ladd shrugged his shoulders and returned to
the business in hand.

"Cadger has decided that I cannot aflFord such
a luxury under the circumstances, and perhaps I
can't. He thinks, and perhaps he's right, that you
and I could do a whole lot better than fight each other.
If you think so too, I'll meet you half-way."
"What's your game, Mr. Agent?"
"Well, I can arrest Appah and take these Indians

home, and—forget it. Now you call oflF your crowd
in Washington and I'll call off mine here. What do
you say?"

"Your oflfer takes me by surprise. I'll have to
submit it to McShay."
As Hal walked to the house it went through his

brain that this was a very quick solution of a very
dangerous situation. It was obvious that it would
meet the worldly views of McShay. That astute
politician had just expressed the belief that the war
on Ladd was bad policy. It also shot through his
brain that it would not coincide with the unworldly
views of McCloud. Should he call out McShay
alone? It is useless to deny that he was tempted.
In fact, he was on the Mount of Temptation and was
to miss no phase of that ordeal.

Ladd hesitated. "Why, you're not going to—

^'im^f:^'mi^.sw/^^^,w '.sxtW^irriVimT^m
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Can't this be settled between you and me?" he sug-

gested nervously.

"You two Macs come out here," called Hal

through the door.

"These men are interested with me in this fight.

I can't act without them. Gentlemen," said Hal to

the Irishman and the Scotchman as they came for-

ward with an air of expectancy; "the agent has

made me a proposition. Unless we agree to call off

the fight against him in Washington, or I surrender

Wah-na-gi, he will turn Appah and his friends loose

on us and make the ranch a dust heap. That's

about it."

"Now, ain't that nice?" said McShay with the air

of a pleased child. "Now, Parson, you have an

introduction to practical politics. Well, son," he

continued, turning to Hal; "it's up to you to decide.

Of course my constituents will say I was bought off,

but it wouldn't be the first time they've said unpleas-

ant things about me, and I'll see you through this

either way. To me and the parson you're on the

square with regards to this girl, but we're only two

people and we ain't a workin' majority. Ladd's got

a strangle holt on you in a way, so if you want to buy

him off—well, I'll stand in."

"Thank you, Mike. What do you say, John?"

"What you have done, you have done. For the

protection of this fine Indian girl, well, trust her to

God. Onmipotence can care for her."

"Well, Parson," said Mike doubtfully, "just for

the sake of argument; why not leave Ladd to

I

I
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Omnipotence? Think the agent's too many for
Omnipotence?"
The clergyman ignored the irrepressible Irishman.
"You have asserted," he went on, "that Agent

Ladd is unfit for his responsible position, that he has
been untrue to his trust. If you go back on that you
make yourselv^ liars and frauds, and continue this
man's tyranny, ..nd fasten it on these helpless people.
There are those who are looking to you, trusting to
you, who have enlisted under you in this fight. You
can't betray them. You can't juggle with the right.
You can't do it."

''That's the answer, Mr. Agent," said Hal quietly.
"Ain't parsons the limit?" murmured McShay to

himself.

" Then of course you've decided to hand Wah-na-gi
over to me," said Ladd with menace.

"I'll see you damned first," was Hal's reply.
"Then you'll be responsible for hell cut loose,"

and the agent started to go.

"See here; wait a minute!" cried McShay inter-
cepting him. "I've got it, and I can fix it so as
to satisfy everybody."

He put his hand in his pocket and pulled out a
coin. " I'll match you for it—to see whether we give
up the fight against you in Washington, or you throw
up the sponge here. Now that's fair. Parson. That
sort of puts it up to Providence, don't you see?"

" We're wasting time," snapped Ladd, now quiver-
mg with rage. " I'll give you ten minutes to produce
Wah-na-gi or take the consequences."

!
i
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The participants in this scene had been so intent

on the business in hand that they were oblivious to

the noise of horses' hoofs beating the plain and the

rattle of accoutrements as a couple of troops of

United States cavalry swept through the Indian lines

and the cowboy outposts without stopping to say

by your leave, and came to a sudden and spectacular

halt just back of the grave of Nat-u-ritch.

Captain Baker dismounted and advanced to the

group in front of the house.

"What is the meaning of this, gentlemen?" he

asked in a clear, ringing voice that had the cut of a

sabre in it. His mouth was set, his face firm and

four square, determination and authority written in

every angle. He looked from one to the other and

waited for the answer. Meanwhile Appah, in war

bonnet and war-paint, pushed his pony to the back-

ground as if determined not to be ignored in the

settlement of the dispute. Big Bill followed him.

It was obvious to Hal and McShay that Baker's

advent was not just what Ladd had planned.

"I didn't call on you. Captain," said the agent,

"because my Indian police are quite sufficient."

"Police?" said Captain Baker, eying the other

sternly. "Why, you've got the whole tribe out here.

Some one sent me a wire that a fight was on at Red

Butte Ranch between the settlers and the Indians."

The Irishman grinned.

"Sure, I took the liberty of invitin' you. Captain!

Knew you wouldn't like to miss a little thing like

that."

ii

^^m'^^:rr:7'i



aa6 THE SILENT CALL

After the asphalt conference Baker's opinion of the
agent wasn't printable, and now he looked him over
with unmistakable disapproval. That Ladd hadn't
appealed to him or notified him of the trouble seemed
to him most suspicious.

"Well, there isn't going to be any scrap between
the settlers and the Indians. I'll see to that."
Knowing that he could not move without orders,

he had telegraphed to head-quarters.
"Mr. Ladd, your Indians are off the Reservation.

I've instructions to put them back."
Ladd saw that he could expect no favors from the

officer

" Correct, Captain," he answered, meeting the chal-
lenge.

"And I call upon you to see to it that they go back.
aU of them."

"I'll do that fast enough."
Wah-na-gi could stand the strain no longer. She

had crouched within the door of the cabin trying to
follow the course of events which were to decide her
fate: hearing something, missing much, trying to
fill in the gaps, scanning the faces to read there the
answer that meant so much to her, every nerve and
muscle tense, her heart pounding like an engine
carrying too heavy a load. She seemed to be suffocat-
mg m the house, and she walked out and faced them.
Every eye was turned upon her. She saw the troopers
cleared for action, bronzed, clean-cut figures, with no
fnlls or gold braid, their sen^ice khaki covered with
alkali dust, weather stained, sitting potential on their

h:f;



THE SILENT CALL 99J

smoking horses, so much bigger than the Indian

ponies or the cowboys* mustangs, waiting for the

word of this quiet young man who eyed her sternly.

What was all this fuss about? Nothing but an

Indian woman! nothing but an Indian woman!

That was what she seemeid to feel.

Realizing that the Army would cast the deciding

vote, the Indians had broken their formation, and

the cowboys had come in from the cover of the out-

buildings and their hastily constructed intrenchments

and were standing about in groups awaiting devetop-

ments. There was Appah's hawk-like face, the

agent's penetrating stare! Big Bill and McShayl

So many cruel, hostile eyes! The air seemed filled

with poisoned arrows.

She slipped without design between McCloud and

Hal, like a hunted animal seeking shelter. Hal felt

her fear, her craving for love and shelter, and put his

hand on her arm.

The agent advanced toward the officer and pointed

at her.

" Calthorpe, here, has kidnapped an Indian woman,

and holds her by force against me, the agent, and

against her relatives and friends."

Appah cut his pony with a quirt and pushed to the

front.

"My squaw—my woman!" he said, pointing too.

So that was it. All this fuss and fury over a

woman, an Indian woman at that. The captain was

beginning to feci distinctly annoyed. He and his

men in a forced march in the broiling sun and the
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choking dust I A iquAwl However, as he took
another good kwk at the IndUn Hcfcn. perhaps there
were mitigating circumstances—she was pretty she
was damn pretty.

'

•• Your woman ?" he said without looking at Appah
and deciding on the spot that she was entirely tcx>
good for that copper-cotored malefactor.
"Are you Appah's squaw?" he asked Wah-na-gi.

but in a kinder tone than he intended and which he
felt was unmistakably unofficial. He was a youn«
man and rather careful of his dignity.
"No," she replied with decision.

u l^^^^l^^^ « or is not," said Udd sharply;
she s the Government's ward—my ward. I'm re-

sponsible for her, and I demand her."
The force of this was unanswerable. The captain

paused for a moment. Then he addressed Hal.
whom he liked.

"I don't see, Calthorpe, on what theory you take
and detain this woman, unless," and he paused again,
unless you claim that she is your wife."
It was Hal's turn to feel that the air was fiUed with

poisoned arrows. Every eye was upon him. Every
one waited. It was Aw turn to speak. There was a
clergyman standing beside him who in a half-dozen
words could make them man and wife. It was per-
fectly true he had taken her from the care of therepre-
sentative of the Government for what? The pause
wasmterminable. The silence was maddening. Why
didn t some one say something? His position was
grotesque, impossible, cowardly. If he shrank from
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becoming a s<|uaw-man, why didn't h* leave the

Indian woman to her own life and her own people ?

He felt as if an armor piercing shell h»d burst in

his brain, leaving his mind in ruins. He couldn't

speak. He hadn't two consecutive wonls to put

together. McCloud, the only one present who kn^ .

'

the truth, had Ijeen so conscious of the boy's predica-

ment anti so deeply grieved with and for him that he,

too, shrank back into silence. 'I1ie pause was ob-

vious therefore before the clergyman ' »-05scd to the

oflficer and began to speak.

"Thank God some one was talking," was Hal's

thought, though he did not hear what McCbud was

saying.

'•Captain Baker," said the clergyman, *'it is com-

mon report that certain interests are trying to get the

asphalt bnds belonging to the Indians and that

Appah is betraying his people for a price. Wah-na-

gi is that price. As you know, I have lived on the

Agency, and I know of my own knowledge that this

woman has been pcrsecutwl by this man with the

connivance of the agent, and her honor and perhaps

her life threatened. In order to protect her I have

made an application to the Secretary of the Interior

to adopt her as my ward."

"With her consent?" asked the officer.

"Oh, yes, yes," cried V'ah-na-gi.

"Where are the woman's parents?"

"Dead," she replied.

"Any near relations?"

"None."
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"Captain Baker!" cried the agent, seeing the drift

of this; "you haven't any discretionary powers in

this case. / am the Indian agent and I call on you
in the interests of peace to restore this woman to the
Agency, to my care."

The captain paused a moment, shrugged his

shoulders, and then said with obvious reluctance:
"That is absolutely correct, gentlemen. I have no
discretion in this matter. If the agent insists, she
must go back to the Agency."

Well, that was finished. There was to be no fight

and no reviewing of that ultimatum. Every one
except those immediately concerned drew a sigh of
relief, and Baker walked back to give some instruc-

tions to his orderly.

What was that? His quick ear detected some-
thing.

"What is it, Sergeant?" he asked of his non-
conmiissioned officer whose gaze was fixed intently
on the road by which they had come.
"Someone from the fort, sir, as I make out."
"She must go back to the Agency."
That was the final word.

So that was the end. The agent had said it.

There was the Army to enforce it, and back of these
troops the might of millions.

The Indian agent was an autocrat, a combination
of king, judge, administrator, chief of police, doctor,
engineer; in fact, it was a position requiring powers
almost unlimited and corresponding responsibilities,

and this impossible combination of inconceivable

T^WT^"^
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virtues was supposed to be tempted into the service

of the Government by a salary of one thousand five

hundred dollars a year or less. That these unique

powers sometimes fell into incompetent or unworthy

hands was inevitable, that the consequences were

sometimes tragic, likewise inevitable.

•'She must go back to the Agency."

Hal heard it in a numb way. Wah-na-gi heard it.

Hal had a wild mad impulse to kill Ladd where he

stood, and his fingers sought the handle of his gun,

to fee' the restraining touch of John McCloud.

"Trt X in the Lord with all thine heart and incline

not to thine ^wn understanding," whispered the

calm voice of idith in his ear.

"Come on," said Lad'; "we must be moving."

The troopers made way for the new arrival who

spurred his tired horse to the side of the young

conunander.
" Despatches from department head-quarters, sir,"

he said, touching his hat. " They arrived at the post

just after you left."

Few people had been privileged to see Baker hurry.

He was a aeliberate body. He took his time now.

In fact, he took so much time that Ladd, who was

nervous and irritable, finally recalled him to the situ-

ation by saying:

"We have a long, hard ride, Captain; whenever

you're ready."

"Yes—^y-e-s," and Baker drew out the little word

until it threatened to break. "I haven't forgotten.

Thank you for reminding me."
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Then he read the papers all over again. By this

time the air seemed to become electrical again, and
the little group into which the spectators had divided
were hypnotized by the soldier's preoccupation.
The attention became concentric. Talking stopped.
Everybody waited on the captain.

Finally he said with great deliberation:

"Mr. Ladd, you will probably find similar instruc-
tions on your return to the Agency. These are orders
from General Ruggles, Department Commander at
Denver, directing me to relieve you of your ofl5ce,

pending an investigation, and ordering me to assume
your duties until further notice."

Ladd was a man of quick and violent temper, and
his hand instinctively felt for his gun.
The husky cavakyman looked him in the eye and

said very slowly:

"If you pull a gun on the uniform I wear, you'll
go back to Washington as damaged goods. You'd
better hit the trail," and he turned away.
"I'm not afraid to go to Washington," said the

agent, white with anger, "and I'm not afraid of an
investigation," and he walked deliberately over to
Calthorpe and said: "I owe this to you, Calthorpe."
"I told you," was the afiFable reply, "that I'd camp

on your trail until I had your official head."
"I owe a lot to you, and I've got a damned good

memory." And the agent turned on his heel and
disappeared.

McCloud was the first to recover from his surprise
and turn the situation to account.
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"So you are acting agent, Captain Baker. Then

you have discretionary pwwers now. This young

woman is like my own daughter. I'm sure the

Government will eventually let me adopt her. Will

you trust her to me?"
" Dr. McCloud," said the soldier, a bit embarrassed

by the strange situation, "we all know you. Every-

body round here knows you. I guess I'll take a

chance on you."

This disposition of the bone of contention seemed

to the captain like a special providence, and he was

immensely relieved.

"My squaw—my woman!"
Everybody had forgotten Appah.

"You get out of here. Savey' Go on! Get

your people home."

Appah looked at the young officer for a moment.

The Indian respects our soldiers. The men who
fought the Indians have as a rule been just to them,

have kept their promises to them when they could,

and the Indian fears our soldiers and also trusts them.

"Go on or I'll have you in the guard-house."

Appah turned his horse's head and rode away, but

ugly and surly.

Baker wasm the saddle and his men were already on

the move when he turned and said to the clergyman

:

"When people get to scrappin' over a young and

pretty woman, I guess it's about time for Bobby
Baker to pass up the job of chaperon. You got

your work cut out for you. Doctor, and by the holy

smoke I'll hold you accountable."

Rl
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"Thank you, Captain; thank you. I'll try to be

worthy of your confidence," and Baker rode after

his men.

McShay's eyes were *winkling as he gazed after

the boys in khaki.

"Parson," he said, "the Lord and the little old

pica3rune U. S. A. is a fine workin' combination,

ain't it?"

And the Irishman went out to round up his despe-

radoes, almost consoled for missing the fight by the

sight of his adopted -.luntry's flag and her fighting

men. Perhaps it's an inherited impulse, but even the

man of peace stirs to the sound of the bugle, the beat

of the drum, and the brave glitter of a fluttering flag.

McCloud turned to see the troopers round up the

Indians like a bunch of cattle and start them back
to the Agency.

"Wah-na-gi," he said without turning, "after to-

day I think you can look on that flag as your flag.

For once at least it has stood for protection instead of

oppression to the Indian. You will learn to love it

too, some day."

As she did not reply he turned to see her in Hal's

arms, held close in a Lerce embrace, the young man
murmuring incoherently: " You are safe, and you are

mine—mine—mine ! '

'

They were alone, these three. McCloud regarded

the two young people for a moment with sympathy,
then he advanced to the side of Hal, touched him on
the elbow, and said:

" This is yours."

v^mPS^.Mr^^K^MF^ir'^mu '•k:.. .."-.,
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It was the cable from the London physician about
his father's ilhiess.

"Oh, yes," Hal said in a dazed way; "I had for-

gotten."

"You can't forget; you can't avoid; you can't

postpone. You must choose, and you must choose
now >»

It was hard not to be allowed a moment in which
to enjoy the fierce ecstasy of triumph, of possession.

Hal's life went out of him. He sank down on the

rough bench and buried his face in his hands.

McCloud continued: "I have assumed certain

obligations to this child which I consider sacred. I

know that I have no power over her, no influence with
her, except what you may choose to give me. I leave

you together to decide this for yourselves, and I pray
that you may deny yourselves the present and trust

God for the future," and he went within to lie down
to rest, for the strain and the excitement had been a
great drain on his small store of energy.

They were alone together, their fate in their own
hands. Wah-na-gi came over to him and put her
hand on his bowed head with a caress.

"It shall be as you wish."
" No, my girl, it cannot be as I wish. It cannot be."
The acquired powers of review, of analysis, of

restraint were forever battling within him with the
impulses of the savage. He didn't understand it

himself, this tumult, this confusion, this irresolution.

"I'm all wrong somehow," he cried bitterly. " Mc-
Cloud is right. I'm not fit to be trusted with a love

'•^i
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like yours. Fd soil it or crush and destroy it. I want

you; I want you like a madman. I hate McCloud
because he stands between us. I can't wait and toil

and suffer. I don't know how, and yet I know I

must."

"Whatever you decide will be right."

"It's that niakes it impossible. You trust me."

"Of course," she said with a smile.

"You don't know that I'm a coward or a fool or

both. I must live up to your belief in me, and I

can't. I haven't the will to go back, to leave every-

thing I want and go back to everything I loathe.

McCloud says happiness is worth fighting for, worth

waiting for, but I want to take it. How do I know
if I let it slip from my grasp now that I'll ever see

it again? How do I know that if I do go now I'll

ever see you again ? Oh, Wah-na-gi, worse than all,

I haven't had the courage to destroy your belief in

me."

"You couldn't do that."

" You have known for a long time that I loved you.

You have wondered, of course you have wondered,

why I never asked you to be my wife. You saw me
stand here like a helpless imbecile when I ought to

have stood out and said proudly: 'She is mine.

Touch her if you dare. She is my wife.' And I

couldn't, I couldn't, because I am married. My
wife is living in England."

Wah-na-gi drew a long breath. Then she sat

down on a bench beside him.

"It's always like that," she said with the fatalism

f^:45!ai&;¥..vl» ieBTPim
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of her race. " Happiness goes out like one's breath

on a frosty night."

She dropped into the figure of speech of her

people.

"There sleeps Nat-u-ritch," she thought. "She,

too, loved a white man, and there she lies dreaming.

Did God make the Indian woman too? I wonder
why?"

She always thought of him as a white man.

"The white woman is waiting for you."

"No, she cares for me less even than I care for her.

Tf I go back it will be to be free."

McCloud appeared at the door of the cabin. He
had tried to rest but he carried with him the sense

of the conflict which he had left behind. He must
know the result. Was it victory or defeat ?

"Well, Hal, my son," he said gently; "which is it ?

Do you stay or do you go?"
Hal rose to his feet, pressed his hands to his head,

and then there was a long silence. Big Bill appeared

at the entrance to the stable.

"Well, Boss," he said, awaiting instructions.

"My horse ready, Bill?"

Hal referred to the fresh horse he had ordered to

be ready for the fight.

"As you ordered, sir."

"I'll catch the Overland Limited at Carbon.

Send my things after me."

"Yes, sir," and Bill disappeared into the stable.

"You are going," said Wah-na-gi in a scarce au-

dible whisper. "Where?"
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"Back to London. Back home—no, not home.

This is home to me."

Wah-na-gi crept to McCbud like a timid child.

"Must he go?"
"Yes, I think so."

Then she turned to Hal with a pitiful cry: "And
you'll never come back."

" Oh, yes I will, Wah-na-gi
;
yes I will. I couldn't

stay away. It's in my bkxxl. I k)ve this desolate

land. It's my land. I love these people. They are

my people. McShay is here; Bill is here; John Mc-
Cloud is here; my mother is here; you are. here. I

couldn't ^ay away."

"If you do come back," said John McCloud with

his eyes filled with tears, "you must bring this Indian

woman clean hands and a pure heart. Promise me
that."

"I'll do that or I won't come back; so help me
God."

Upon the hands of the two men clasped in solemn
pledge rested the small brown hand of Wah-na-gi.

John McCloud turned away to hide the emotion
that was mastering him. Hal took the girl in his

arms, held her long to his breast, then put her at

arms' length and, looking into her eyes, said through
his own tears

:

"I'm coming back, Wah-na-gi, dear; I'm coming
back."

Bill stood by with the horse. Hal leaped into the

saddle.

"Explain it to the boys," he said to McCloud

-i;:^,^^-v^.*:>7^7v«—B5;^aioc?r^^
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simply. Once more the girl went to him as if she

would drag him from the saddle. He leaned down
and kissed her and whispered "I'm coming back."

Then he put spurs to his horse, and was off.

No one who has not Uvl 1 on a ranch or in the

wilderness apart tan ever know what it is—the solemn

aching void left by the one who goes away. Hal

turned as he reached the hill before descending into

the Bad Ijinds and vaved his sombrero to them.

Wah-na-gi was standing on the rock, Nat-u-ritch's

gravestone, to get the last glimpse of him. Bill and

McCloud were standing Ijelow. She stood there

looking, looking, long after he had disappeared.

They had to lift her gently down. Still she stood

kx>king, looking.

"He's gone, Wah-na-gi, child," said John Mc-
Cloud gently.

"Will he come back?" she said.

> ii
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It is a trying moment when wc face chc wrong
answer and realise that wc must go l>ack step by
step to find the mistake. There is a fascination

about the unknown. The future beckons.

Marching always onward, our courage each day
finds an uplift in accomplishment. We are farther

ahead if only a few inches, incredible hardships

and difficulties are put to flight.

Retracing one's steps, going back, requires more
braver}' than tu go on. Initial enthusiasm looks like

a grinning skeleton. It is not the same army in

retreat. Doubt, despair hang on its flanks, worry
and harass it all the bleeding way.

The moment Hal had decided to go back to Eng-
land the necessary intermediate processes seemed
wholly inadequate. He almost killed a good horse

to reach Carbon on the D. & R. G. Railroad, only

to find that he had eight hours to wait in that

unmitigated by-product of civilization. They were
eight heavy, heavy hours. He walked about the

station, he gazed at the sage-bnish and the water-

tank, he went in and out of the "hotel," he attempted

unsuccessful!/ lO eat its so-called food, he tried to

read its magazines six months old. The only possi-

ble object of interest was a very painful object. In
340
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the shade of one comer of the veraruia on a stretcher

lay a coal miner who had J)ecn hurt in the ccmpany's
mines. His breast was helving as if the life within

him was struggling to get out. He was lieing removed
to the company's hospital at Pcdr< He had to wait

for the train 100, and it lookc t .

hfc refused to wait.

The few {)eo[)le In the di

natfly bu:iy or they would i

one ppid any attention to 'h.

"Some i)cople are unh y

plained the young company <
' < t ;

man in charge. "lorry's jusi >"

and now he's goin' back- -to sta) \i

It seemed to Hal as if he, t«K), were carrying his

maimed lif*^ back on a stretcher, but he resisted the

SI gijcstion that it was to stay.

At last the train, late as usual, arrived. It was
a relief at first. At least it was in motion, and he was
going, even if it was backward. He was so pre-

occupied that it was some time before he was con-

scious of his fellow-passengers; then he felt rather

than saw that he xvas being elaborately searched,

optically swept, marked and staked out; coaxed,

petted, and allured. He looked across to see a
formidable person of the female sex who was half-

prctcnding to read a lxx>k under the solicitous title

"Stolen Kisses." This person seemed the last word
in modem fixtures. An elaborate baby face peered
out from uiidcr an elaborate hai of huge dimensions,
ornamented with an elaborate mixture of flowers,
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fruit, and fur. Her face had had elaborate treatment.

She wore an elaborate gown with a wholly unneces-

sary wrap. She had on patent-leather shoes with

white cloth tops and exaggerated French heels, and

occasionally she unconsciously treated the patient

observer to a glimpse of an elaborate silk stocking.

Except for the hat, it looked to be a case of tight-fit.

Indeed, she seemed a physical and moral protest

against restrictions.

" One of the products of John McCloud's 'glorious

civilization,' " commented Hal to himself as he got up
and retreated to his own car. From which it may
be observed that the young man was not in a mood
to be altogether fair to civilization or John McCloud.

He sat down at the window but he did not see the

telegraph poles flying past or the varying monotony

of the landscape rushing by. Each revolution of the

wheels was takinp him farther and farther from Red
Butte Ranch. What were they doing there now

—

Wah-na-gi, John McCloud, Big Bill, and the others?

She was no longer at the Agency and the victim of the

deviltry of David Ladd and Appah. She was among
friends. That was some consolation, much consola-

tion. And the time would pass; then he would be

going the other way, going back to pick up his life

where he had now dropped it. He wondered at

what time of day he would arrive, whether he should

notify them or surprise them. Yes, the time would

pass. I^ndon wouldn't keep him long. Edith

would be glad to release him. He felt absolutely

confident of that, and yet there was a shadow over
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all his thoughts. He had a curious unreasonable

foreboding of ill. What could happen? Then he
became aware that some one was speaking to him.
Would the gentleman care to make up a bridge

party?

The invitation came to him from one of his fellow-

travellers and it seemed a refuge from his thoughts,

so Hal was glad to play. It would farce him to
think of other things. He played and tost quite a
tidy sum of money before it camt to him that he was
being exploited by unfair means.

Having virtuously resolved to do what was right

and much against his will, he had a feelin;;; that the
way ought to be made smooth and easy. Civiliza-

tion had never been fair to him, and his return to it

was evidently not to be strewn with flowers. He
began to grow morose.

He found on picking up a newspaper that he would
have two days in New York before his ship sailed,

and he determined to spend those days in Washing-
ton. He had Ladd on the run. He must see to it

that he wasn't allowed to stop short of losing his
official head. He had offered to go to Washington
at any time to substantiate his charges, and now
Ladd was to face an investigation. The papers he
had in his possession would go far to establish the
agent's connection with the Trust and other papers
he possessed would convict him of malfeasance in

office. These papers were high explosives and had
to be handled with the greatest care, for they involved
not only Ladd but officials high in Government
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circles, and some leaders in Congress and in both c/

the political parties.

Hal's train arrived at the Grand Central Station

in New York at night. He took a cab and ordered

the driver to drive to the Hotel Astor. The direct

road to the hotel was of course through Forty-second

street, which was obviously slow and difficult of

negotiation, and the situation seemed to offer an

inducement to go a roundabout way with the amiable

intention of boosting the fare. It was a trick with

which the proposed victim was familiar, and he

resolved that while consenting to the extra ride he

would resist any effort to collect an extra fare. It

was election night, and as soon as the cab hit Broad-

way it was caught in a whirlpool of humanity. It

could neither go on nor go iiack.

The great city seemed to have resolved itself into

a vast lunatic asylum and to have emptied ail the

patients into the streets. The incoherent maniacs

seemed to be enjoying themselves and to be on the

whole good-natured. In its gentlest moments New
York is a noisy place, but to the ordinary din of

traffic, the sag and smash of trucks, the rush and
roar of the elevated on its iron bed was added an

indescribable cacophony that was fiendish. Election

night with its liberty and license—Hooligan's holi

day! It seemed to Hal that he had never seen so

many Uiipleasant faces in such a short distance or

in so short a time. The sweat-shops seemed to have

emptied into the streets, and the Tenderloin, and the

submerged wreckage of the Bowery. They were

\W}
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mauling each other, jostling, joking, babbling, hur-

rahing, hardly knowing for whom or what, blowing
fierce blasts on tin horns, ringing clusters of cow-
bells, pulling fantastic shrieks out of motor sirens,

whirring gigantic rattles—all struggling to see who
could make the biggest noise. Women seemed more
elated with the spirit of the occasion than men, and
they evoked the attentions of strangers without the
ceremony of an introduction. The interchange of

pleasantries was sometimes marked by freedom and
abandon. To Hal just from a country where it was
possible to be for days and weeks without the sight

of a human being, this seething, writhing mass of

humanity, rubbing up against each other, jostling,

pulling at each other, handling each other, bawling
into each other's ^aces, was supremely obnoxious.
His cab caught in the slow-moving swirl was a fine

temptation to horse-play. As he leaned out of one
window to try to understand the unusual tumult a
vivacious young woman leaned in at the other win-
dow and blew a megaphonic tin horn directly into
his ear. It seemed as if it would rip the drum of
the ear. A greasy-faced urchin blew an expanding
and suggestive-looking toy into his face. A buxom
Amazon leaned in, gave his necktie a jerk, and
screamed through her nose: "Why, sweetheart! I

didn't know you was back!"

Other enthusiasts threw confetti over him.
This was civilization's welcome to him! He tried

to take it good-naturedly but upon his face was a
fixed look of disgust.
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The cab got ahead a few feet at a time, then stopped

in another block, and he went through the felicitations

of these joyous citizens all over again. To his im-

mense relief they at last reached the hotel. Here at

last was a haven of refuge. How much was it, he

inquired of the cabbie.

"Ten dollars 1"

Hal smiled incredulously. He invited the jehu to

guess again, to think it over. That worthy reminded

him that it was election night, which was put forward

as an argument that was in its nature unassailable.

Hal patiently explained that he didn't see why he

personally should pay five or six times the price

because some one had been elected governor of a

State which apparently stood in sore need of govern-

ment. He reminded the obstinate and aggressive

person that it was not over half a mile from the station

to the hotel and one dollar was ample—two extrava-

gant. He offered to compromise on two. This was

received with profuse profanity of a highly inflamma-

ble character. In the interstices between expletives

were interjected various allusions to the hours it had

taken to go the half-mile, to the fact that the cab was

scratched, that the horse's life had been endangered,

and other more or less irrelevant matters. Hal

thought he saw the cab-person signal to a police-

person standing a little behind him. Finally the

gatherini]; waters of affliction broke and poured forth

in righteous wrath. Hal stated with picturesque

additions that the man was a crook and a thief.

The burly brute tried to strike the young man with
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the butt end of his loaded whip. Hal avoided the

blow and caught the man square on the jaw, and he

went down for the count.

That was all Hal knew until he came back to

consciousness in a police cell. It was a very painful

consciousness, associated with bandages, a head burst-

ing with pain, and most unpleasant surroundings.

Then little by little he came to a vague realization of

what had happened. He was practically a stranger

in New York. To whom could he turn ? He was a

British subject. Perhaps he could communicate with

the representatives of His Majesty's Government.

In addition to having been very thoroughly beaten,

he found that he had been very thoroughly robbed.

It was therefore with some difficulty that he could

persuade his jailer to communicate with the British

Consulate. The promise of a considerable reward
finally held out inducements. Fortunately for the

prisoner, the British Vice-Consul, Mr. Percy Hohnes
Tracy, proved to be an old friend of his father's

family. Mr. Tracy supplied the prisoner with im-

mediate funds and bestirred himself in his behalf.

He found that Hal was accused of being drunk and
disorderly, resisting arrest, and striking an officer.

Fortunately for the prisoner, Mr. Tracy found that

the hotel detective had been a witness of the brutal

assault. The detective told the Vice-Consul that the

policemen's use of the night-stick was totally unpro-

voked and unnecessary, that Hal did not resist arrest,

that he had no chance to do so, that the policeman

and cab-driver were pals who had been suspected of
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"working together" before, etc., etc. Hal expressed

the enthusiastic desire to "make it warm" for all

concerned, to have the policeman "broke," etc., etc.

All of which Mr. Tracy admitted to be a perfectly

natural and justifiable feeling, but he reminded the

young man that it would be a somewhat tedious and
exacting undertaking. How much time was he will-

ing to devote to it? Could he stay and give it his

undivided attention? No, he could not. In fact

he was due to sail at once for London. Ah, well,

that was another matter, was it not? Under the

circ? nstances it was Mr. Holmes Tracy's advice to

poc' t his losses, swallow his pride, smother his

nr .mation, and set it down to valuable experience,

'uld have been cheaper to have paid the ten

lol -s. These are some of the disadvantages of a
iigh V organized society. And so it happened that the

ma ho ^ ad, single-handed, arrested desperadoes
in ; mntr where men carry a gun and know how
toL:,iit ' made the foolish victim of the polished

mac hnerv . "a highly organized society."

Mr. 11 imes Tracy's advice was too obviously wise

to be ignored. Confronted with the hotel detective

the police-grafter was glad to withdraw his charge,

with the understanding that no countercharges should

be preferred against him. It wasn't altogether satis-

fying. Community life was a series of compromises;
its law expediency.

The two days Hal had intended to spend in Wash-
ington had been spent in prison. Perhaps he was
safer there. He and civilization had never been
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friends. Hal welcomed his escape from New York.
He was glad to get out of her canyons and pigeon-

holes into the light and air. He was glad to reach

the boat. When he left London and had turned his

face to the West there had seemed a conspiracy to

help him on. The winds and waves had romped
about him in the sunshine, and hoi)e and joy sang in

his heart. He had not felt lonely, but a great content

had brooded over him. Now the elements frowned
on him. Head winds blew a hurricane the whole
way over. Huge waves smote the ship and shook
her angrily. Now she rode them down, now shoul-

dered them aside, now cut her way through them,
then bowed her head to the blow, shook herself free,

throbbing, quivering in every joint, every muscle and
nerve and sinew of her crying out against the incessant

wear and tear of it. And over aU brooded a sky of

fleeing gray and black demons. Not a ray of sun-

light crept through the clouds. The voyage was a
nightmare. Wind and wave were screaming to him
to go back; trying to force him back. He was ill

and frightfully depressed. He was as eager ahnost
to get out of the ship as if Love's welcome waited
for him

; as it seemed to do for all but him. But
it was scarcely better on shore. He rode up to Lon-
don in a cold drenching rain. The land looked old,

tired, and discouraged. And London!—this Mecca
of the exiled Briton. How many hearts turn to it

in far off-India, China, Australia, Canada, and the
waste places of the earth! How many eager eyes
look back to it or look forward to it ! What memories
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it holds for those who know in their souls they can

never see it again, and what radiant visions it offers

to those who sweat and save and suffer and perhaps

lie and ^eal that one day they may come back to

it, and bring it the tribute of their blood and treasure.

London is compelling like some great sad song that

telb of sorrows and wrongs. But it had no message

and no welcome to this returning pilgrim. Before

they reached the city they rode out of the rarn and

into one of those fogs which creeps out of its tombs

and graveyards and buried horrors, and tries to

materialize itself and once more take possession of

the actual life of the city.

Hal took a cab and they began to grope their way
toward his father's town house. Even in his thought

he didn't call it home. Oh for the land of sunshine,

he thought, where one can look into the infinite sky,

and beyond and beyond and still beyond. Here he

felt as if he were knocking his head against it. One
didn't breathe; one swallowed the air in chunks and

gulps. They almost rode down a procession of the

unemployed, an army with banners, but an army

with none of the pride, pomp, and circumstance of

glorious war. Hal shrank back in his cab and

shivered in his great-coat. Their banners were

dirty, but it was evident that each soldier of despair

had made some little effort with bad success to make
as decent an appearance in the public eye as possible.

They were a sad lot with their gaunt faces and soiled

and tattered clothes. They were of all ages and

states of desperation, from th young mechanic with

ifi;.:.
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youth and health 9i\\\ left, to the wretch who had

been submerged, who couldn't work if it were given

him to do, fit only to fertilize the aoil. Hal's cabman
lost his way for a moment and they got into Hyde
Park. One of its orators was about to dismiss his

small audience because he could scarcely see or be

seen by them as they huddled close to him and to

each other, and the sjjcaker comi<lained that the fog

got into his throat and wellnigh choked him. Hal

called to his driver to stop and they drew up to the

curb. Hal was not unfamiliar with the Hyde Park

meetings and their speakers, but never in his life

before had he stopped to listen. It was an admirable

safety-valve where cranks could talk to cranks.

That they had or could have any message to him or

for the world had never entered his mind. The un-

employed had impressed him painfully. They were

wandering hopelessly up and down crying in unison:
•' Work, work ! We want work." This dull cry and
their faces peering at him out of clammy shadows and
yellow smears had got on his nerves. He was curi-

ous to hear what the orator of such people had to

say on such a day.

"One moment and I'll close. You think I'm a
layin' of it on, that I'm a makin' it up, but I 'old in

my 'and a report of Lord George 'amilton. Royal
Commissioner, on the condition of the English poor,

and these is 'is words, not mine, Hs, moind ye.

"The conditions of life in London and other large

cities 'ave produced a degenerate race, morally and
physically enfeebled."
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Hal drove on. When he reached his father's
houie there was a new servant at the door and he
had to explain who he was. This was the Kbrious
civiliaation he was coming Ijack to. This was its

welcome to him! Oh, John McCknidl Is this your
Christiao civilization?

P -
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CHAPTER XVTII

TiTf: Earl of KcrhiU's town house was plain and
formal on the outside. Within, it was beautiful, but

cold and stately. Even the arrangement of its con-

tents was apparently fi.xe<l and unalterable. At any

rate no one could rememlx.*r when any one had had

the courage to meddle with its established order.

Hal remembered that he had early gained the im-

pression that it was not a place for little boys to live

in. Thou-shalt and Thou-shalt not seemed to divide

the house between them. And now amid its Boullc

and Tudor tables, its Venetian carve<l chairs, its

Chippendales, its tapestries and portraits of knights

and Ladies, its plate and glass, its marbles and carv-

ings, Hal felt more of an anachronism than ever.

Cold and stately and solemn! It was as if it felt

superior to its tenants. " I.,ook back," it seemed to say

to any one inclined to be familiar with it ;
" look back

and tell me where are the brave and beautiful and
gallant lords and ladies who once danced here and
feasted here, loved, and made merry here ? Gone and

forgotten! The present lord, he, too, will soon be

with the others. I was before them and I will be

after them. I am a house with an individuality.

People come and people go, but I remain. Cold,

stately, and solemn!" The library was the most
»53
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livable room and even the library was stately. Per-
haps there were people so lost to the eternal fitness of
things, so empty and shallow that they might be flip-

pant in it, but it required an effort, and even shallow
people were not allowed to forget that Grinling Gib-
bons had done the carvings about the noble fire-place.

The house seemed to have forgotten Gibbons and
to arrogate the carvings to itself. It was a proud
house. The library at least looked inhabited. Per-
haps the books gave it the human touch that linked
up the past and the present and brought people
and things into relations, distant relations no doubt,
but still relations. It is not surprising that Nat-u-
ritch's son had never liked the Earl's town house.
Lady Winifred was writing at a heavy oak table

elaborately carved, the light from a jewelled lamp
falling over her high-bred face and her abundant hair
which had great snow patches lying gently on it. She
needed that softening touch of white, for there was a
mocking light in her eyes and a cynical play of the
lips. Andrews had placed the coffee service and
the liqueurs on a small table before a high-backed
Charles II chair on the '^ther side of the room.
"Andrews, ask the gentlemen to take their coffee

here with me."

"Yes, my lady."

Back of the library was a recess from which sprang
a graceful stairway to the floor above. It was lit by
panels of jewelled glass. Crowning the newel post
was an electric flambeau. As the butler leit the
room a beautiful woman entered from the main hall

'm^^W'^^^
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and stood by the stairway, lookmg quietly but ner-

vously about. The light from the flambeau lit up a

face so colorless, so bloodless that it seemed almost

transparent. Out of the whiteness, crowned with

glowing auburn hair, shone lustrous agate eyes, hard,

brilliant, with sensuous lights beneath the surface.

She had entered the room and looked about before

Lady Winifred was aware of her presence. Then
she stole down rapidly but softly to the side of the

elder woman and said:

"Well, have you seen him?"
"Why, I thought you were dining with Lord

Yester at the Carlton."

"So I was," assented the other, pulling nervously

at her gloves.

"And going to the theatre afterward?"

"I couldn't sit still in the theatre. Even the

thought of it upset me. You have seen him?"
"Hal? Why, of course."

"What does he say?"

"About what?"
"About me."

"He hasn't mentioned you to me as yet."

"No? Oh!" and Edith, Viscountess Effington,

Hal's wife, walked slowly over to the coffee service

and lit a cigarette. She watched the vagrant smoke
with a retrospective air.

"I had a curious sensation at dinner," she said.

"I found I wasn't hearing what Lord Yester was
saying. All of a sudden I was frightened. I felt as

if I were choking. Hal seemed to stand behind and

.m:^.
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over Lord Yester and I got a queer idea that he had
come back to, to— Winifred, you and he have
always been pals; you tell him. Tell him all there

is to tell, about Lord Yester and myself, so that he
will be prepared, and make him understand that if

he has come back to interfere with my plans"—and
her lips shut and her eyes glistened ominously

—

"well, don't let him think of it."

"I think he knows you do as you please."

"Why shouldn't I?" said Edith with a little reck-

less laugh. ''Why shouldn't I? I've only one life

to live and that's mine, to live my way. I'm selfish

;

so is everybody else. Some people get a selfish pleas-

ure out of pretending to be unselfish. Well, let them

!

I'm not a hypocrite, thank God!"
Edith took from her enormous ermine muff a gold

and jewelled bonbon box, extracted from it a tablet,

and swallowed it with a drink of brandy which she

had poured from a decanter.

"Sir George's prescription for my headaches," she

explained in answer to the other's look of disapproval.

"The brandy part of the prescription, Edith?"
"Not having headaches, Winifred, you have a fine

superiority to those who have." And she pulled the

long opera cloak of emerald green like the breast

of the humming-bird about her white shoulders, ad-
justed her ermine stole as if she were cold, walked
slowly toward the stairs. In repose she was very soft,

pliant, lambent, but, when moved, quick and violent.

She turned and stiffened, threw her head up into the

air, and came down swiftly to Lady Winifred's side.

'r
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"I must have this settled mm—to-night! I can't

stand this suspense. If he atemptts to upset my
plans

"

" You may find him quite as eager to be free as you

are.

"Do you think so, Winifred? Do you really

think so?" she said, rising at a bound to the ex-

treme of elation. Then she crept softly out ot the

room, purring to herself: "Oh, I hope so; I hope

so
>>

There was a slight elevation to Lady Winifred's

eyebrow and the slightest tilt to one of her shoulders.

It seemed to suggest that she had ceased lO be im-

pressed with the moods and tenses of the other, that

it was a pity that men could not see past the surface

of things feminine, that Edith's egotism had the

noble simplicity of all big things.

"My dear, wasn't Cousin Hal to take his after-

dinner coffee here with us?"

It was Sir Gordon Stuckley who spoke as he came

into the room. Sir Gordon was known as Lady

Winifred's husband. He was a retired army officer

and considerably older than his handsome wife.

His mind was the amiable repository of everything

conventional and commonplace. He walked over to

the writing-table and picked up a cigarette.

"He has gone up to say good-night to his father,"

said Lady Winifred, blotting and folding her finished

letter.

"Well, Hal is back," said Sir Gordon sententiously,

"and brings his problem with him still unsolved."

^i?;^!!?^^ '^m^^^
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"Whose life isn't a problem—'still unsolved'?"
said his wife with an enigmatical smile.

"And it's quite difficult enough to face one's own
problem, to face one's own mistakes," she continued.
"It's rather hard to have to answer for the mistakes
of somebody else; mistakes that can't be remedied;
can't in the very nature of things. Hal can't help
being a half-caste, can he?"
"What is he back for?" asked her husband shortly.

"To see his father, I presume. Sir George, I

believe, cabled him to come."
" The Earl is no worse than he has been or may be

for some time to come. I hope, for his own sake,
and for our sake Hal has no intention of staying,

because you know he is quite impossible here, now
isn't he?"
"I suppose so," said Lady Winifred with a note of

regret, for she was fond of the boy, "and yet we pride
ourselves here on being cosmopolitan, on having no
race prejudices."

"Officially? No! Socially? Most assuredly yes

!

Officially we treat these Indian potentates as princes.

Actually, my dear, we regard them as niggers. Well,
there you are."

"Yes," she admitted. "We are fairly tolerant of
aliens because there are not enough of them to annoy
us. They don't crowd us off the pavement, or take
our places in the tram, or lay hands on the stipends
and positions we reserve for ourselves, but, as a matter
of fact, we are quite the most intolerant people in the
world. Still it isn't his being a half-breed that matters
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SO much, I think. He was living that down—it's his

having to leave the Army."
" Quite so ; but why did he have to leave the Army ?

Because he didn't know how to obey; because he

couldn't submit to discipline, and why couldn't he

submit to discipline? Because he had in his veins

the blood of the American Indian. It comes down

to race at last."

"But why shouldn't a half-breed inherit the best of

each type i. stead of the worst and so be superior to

either?"
" Oh, there is only one best, my dear," said Gordon

as he walked to the coflee with a superior smile.

"There is only one best."

"And of course we assume that we are the superior

type."

Lady Winifred looked after Sir Gordon with

toleration. She was a woman of unusual intelligence

and it was hardly fair to ask her to maintain any real

illusions as to her husband.

"Well," she continued, "this dear boy is a half-

breed ; his wife is of our best and purest blood. Yet,

with all his peculiarities, Hal is adorable, and Edith

—

well, if she's a type of superiority, God help the

British Empire."

"Edith isn't representative; oh, no; oh, my, no!"

Sir Gordon's enthusiasm in rejecting Edith on behalf

of the British Empire almost upset the coffee um.
"Oh, my, no!" he kept repeating with comic in-

sistence.

"Isn't she?" objected Lady Winifred coming

:f^[X*J^^ -i..:¥W5V.W;^:" "'j-SBf^iT:.i'X*:>:^*T«cr
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forward to take the cup offered by her husband.
"Isn't she? Is the smoking, drinking, gambling
woman with a moral code of her own an exception,
or is she getting to be the London type?"
"By the 'vpy, where is Edith?"
"Dining w.th Lord Yester at the Carlton."
"Dining at the Carlton the first night her husband

is at home?"
"My dear Gordon, you are hopelessly old-fash-

ioned. Husbands are like the vermiform appendix.
They must have served some useful purpose once,
but no one knows now what it was. A busy woman
has no time for such trifles. Edith is just back from
a house party at Groton Court, she had to devote
some time in the forenoon to her modiste; she went
to the races in the afternoon, had tea at the Austrian
Embassy, played a little bridge, and naturally she
had to dress for dinner. If Hal is patient they may
eventually meet here or at some mutual friend's."
Gordon never tried to follow the intricacies of his

wife's raillery.

"Well, I must be hopelessly old-fashioned," he
said in the most matter-of-fact way. "Modem
matrimony is quite beyond me." Sir Gordon vms
old-fashioned. He belonged to an epoch when men,
by an unwritten law, left the gossip to the women.

"Winifred," he began with much hesitation, and
speaking with grave deliberation, "are you aware that
Lord Yester's attentions to Edith are beginning to
create talk ?"

"Beginning?" laughed his wife. "Why, Gor-

fU.;



THE SILENT CALL 361

don, that is so old that people have ceased to talk

about it."

" Is it really?" he ejaculated in hopeless confusion.

"Well, Hal must put his f(K)t down at once, at once,^*

he repeated with feeble over-emphasis.

"My dear, the foot and the hand go together.

They are both archaic. Since it is no longer good

form to beat one's wife, the putting of the foot down
or up is of no importance. Women only respected

their husbands when they had to."

One of Gordon's qualifications as a fighter and a

husband was that he could take punishment. It is

a useful accomplishment, and as rare as it is beauti-

ful. It would have been impossible for Lady Win-
nifred to live with a man who was over-sensitive.

As she explained the situation herself: " Some amia-

bility is essential to contiguity. The bearings must

have oil. Well, you mustn't expect it of me or of the

cook. One doesn't look for it in one's friends. Well,

there you are!"

"I have no doubt something of this has come to

Hal's ears," said her husband, "and he has returned

to put his house in order, and quite time indeed."

"Well," she answered, "from the woman's point of

view the civilized man is a glaring failure. Perhaps

the half-savage may succeed."

"Fancy, Rundall, fancy my wife suspecting the

superiority of the Anglo-Sa.xon race!"

This remark was addressed to a polished, imposing

person who was descending the stairs, and in the act

of returning a thermometer to the pock-'ct of his even-

X^:*•^'^^ .T'--t;
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inj? coat. Sir George Rundall had the right but not

the time to add a long string of letters to his name.
He was a self-made man and was a cretlit to him-
self. He had the figure of one who has been an
athlete, the head of a scholar who was also a man
of the world, a clean-shaven, florid face and perfectly

white hair, what there was of it. The doctor was a
man of learning, was an authority on all sorts of

unpleasant things, and had a prodigious memory.
Here was a man who could put Winifred in her

proper place, if any one could.

Sir Gordon had ripped out "the Anglo-Saxon
race" with something of its sonorous after-dinner

eflfect.

"Haven't you discovered, Stuckley, that our wives
are always right?"

"Oh, I say!" groaned Sir Gordon, dismayed at

this cowardly going over to the enemy.
"There is no such thing as an Anglo-Saxon race."

"What?"
"And there's no such thing as a pure type of man.

He simply doesn't exist. Finot says: 'AH human
beings are cross-breeds,' " and the doctor sat down
at a small desk set into a bookcase, and began to

write a prescription.

"Race" was one of Gordon's strong points. He
had all the conviction of the profound amateur. He
was an example of a little learning and its conse-
quences.

"You mean to say," he asked with pompous in-

credulity, "that there is nothing in dolichocephalic

^^m
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superiority ?" Having cLiivcrctl this without a sign of

distress he lcx)ke(l about, greatly pleased with himself.

"Dolly who?" asked Winifred. "Sir George, is

that a real word, or just aggravated assault and

battery?"
" Don't be alarmed, Lady Stuckley, it only means

fair-haired people with narrow skulls."

"And so blonds arc the elect, arc they?" she

said. "Now I know the scientific explanation for

the |X)pularity of peroxide of hydrogen."
" Joking aside," said the military man. It was a

stock phrase in his domestic experiences. "Joking

aside, I am sure our man of science will admit the

importance of the—ah, the cephalic index?"

"Sir George, T look to you for protection."

" Head measurements, Lady Stuckley, that's all,"

explained Sir George with a smile. "Well, as to

that," he went on, rising and coming to the library

table, "a fellow by the name of Parchappe, who went

in for that sort of thing, found 'the head of an intel-

ligent woman to be perceptibly inferior to t^e din- n-

sions of the head of an idiot.* Now, Stuckley, jt tfy

that to your wife if you can."

Lady Winifred laughed heartily.

"For Lord Kerhill," added the doctor to n

ifred as he put a prescription on the comer c *

table before her.

" It pleases Sir George to treat facts as jests," sa d

the discomfited Gordon.

"Facts?" queried Winifred. "Facts? Why thas

is ground for divorce."

^^:^^m:m^-^$i^y'^



364 THE SILENT CALL

i '
*

1'

li'i
ill'

fl

I
I IP'

I !

i
<

If I

t

" Facts ?" echoed the man of science gravely. **
I

wonder what arc facts? The conviction of to^lay
is the derision of to-morrow. We have long used
the fkull and the brain to assign hopeless inferiority
to various peoples, now comes along Finot and says:
'The skull and the brain furnish no argument in
favor of organic inequality.' Lamarck— I think it's

Lamarck—puts it liettcr. He affirms that 'Nature
has created neither classes nor orders, nor families, nor
kinds, nor permanent species, but only individuals!'"

"That's the answer to the problem, Gordon,"
cried Lady Winifred triumphantly— "the Indi-
vidual!"

Down the stairs came the Individual and lounged
Into the room. Hal knew at once from the sugges-
tion of an embarrassed pause that ne had been the
subject of the conversation.

It is rather trying to one with a problem to have
Inept hands dipping in, messing it about.
The doctor was the first to regain his poise. He

was used to difficult cases, and when he had to an-
nounce to the patient that he had only six weeks or
six months to live, his manner was perfect. "Ah,
Harold," he said with a kindly smile, putting his hand
on the boy's arm with a reassuring touch, "splendid
for your dear father, this home coming. You mustn't
go away again." Then he dropped his voice for
Hal's ear alone. "I'll be back. I want to speak
with you before you retire," and the busy man
passed out. Hal had c the conventional dinner
coat. He looked at his relatives with an amused

M
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smile and came down to the table and started to help

himself to a cigarette, then thouRht Iwtter of it, took

some rice j)a|x?r from his {xxket and made his own,
manipulating it with one hand after the miraculous

manner of the Mexican. When it wa-H finished, amid
the awed and fascinated wonder of the spectators,

he lit a match on the leg of his trousers and lit the

cigarette with the same hand to the dismay of Gordon
and the joy of Winifre<l.

To Gordon's mind no well-bre<I person could really

care for miracles.

"Well, Cousin Hal, you have been three years an
exilt ! What a joy, eh ? What a joy to be back in

dear old London!"
The boy smiled as he took up his coffee.

"Do you remember Grafton? Used to be a pal

of mine. Met him on the train coming up from
Liverpool." The lx)y Ixint forward with an air of

startled boredom. One could see Grafton. "Well,
old chap, missed you awfully! Where have you
been keeping yourself for the last fortnighi /"" He
dropped the assumption.

"Cordial place—London! Out our way men and
their characters go in their shirt sleeves." And he
stretched his arms and the dinner coat popped omi-

nously. For the moment he seemed to fill the lil rary

and it dwarfed most people.

"But you don't escajx; the rotter even out there,

do you?" asked Winifred.

"No, but the rotter shouts himself out to all the

world, and if you don't like the noise he makes you

'-w^ m^^'msc?i^M'!^^^-<'x^^"''^'':^'*^"'f^^::'*' ^'"•.
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shoot it full of holes. Here they carry concealed

weapons. I'm more at home with the shirt-sleeve

crowd," and he sat down in the Charles II chair and
threw his leg over one arm of it as he sipped his

coflFee.

Sir Gordon rose from the upholstered rail in front

of the fireplace where he had been sitting, put down
his empty coflFee-cup, then stood up with the air of

taking charge personally of Hal's tangled affairs.

"Well, Hal, my boy, you have come back prepared

I presume to sel.^e down, settle down to some career

befitting an English gentleman." Sir Gordon paused

to draw Hal's fire. As the young man did not dis-

pute this assumntion, he continued with patronizing

pomposity.

"We must place you. We must place you, my
boy. It won't ^c an easy matter, will it ? Of course

you can't go into trade. The Army is the only

gentleman's game, but—we must not speak of that.

We must not speak of that," and he hastened to get

away from o. subject so painful. "Now, how about

the church ?"

"The church?" asked Hal with a laugh.

"Oh, your father could get you a living." Then
he added hastily: "It's res^^ectable at least."

"Forme? The church?"

"Oh, you don't have to go in for religion; oh, no;

oh, my, no! None of that bally rot."

Seeing that her amiable husband was in very deep

water, Winifred reached out her hand and encour-

aged him to go deeper.

' 1
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"Hal, how stupid of you," she said. "You have

assistants, curates, and that sort of thing who do the

religion for you. You ride to hounds, play cricket

for your county, and enjoy similar spiritual diver-

sions."

"Well, you must do something,*' said Sir Gordon
•etulantly, annoyed with the young man's levity.

"Of course whatever you decide to try, it is going to

be a long hard struggle to live down the Army record;

still with time and pluck it may be done. You are an
earl's son and you have influential relatives. Well,

then, how about politics?"

"Sit in the House and listen to the gabble on the

Old Age Pensions and Thtf Licensing Bill? I'd

rather be a suffragette and go to jail."

Sir Gordon had exhausted the careers. It wasn't

a career exactly, but people went in for it and it was a
devilish nice thing to go in for.

"Well," he suggested, "there's the life of a country

gentleman."

"The country would be all right," said Hal, "if

the people would only stay away. They spoil every-

thing. Even the gardens are as formal as the odious

people, and the flowers, even the flowers, are made to

look stiff and stuck-up and well-behaved, as if they

felt they, too, were on exhibition and might be talked

about. The country is only another setting for teas,

tennis, and top hats, bridge, scandal, and flirting

with each other's wives."

"Well, there's shooting," said Sir Gordon in des-

peration. "You used to like shooting."

^^4.i«ii^'(=-"^'.'>« .«-r.-^^.yr.
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" Yes, before people shot in mobs, and made it a

function. Now they go into the solitudes, the cosey

solitudes, with footmen, a French cook, vintage wines,

and a Hungarian band."

Sir Gordon did not realize that his wife and Hal
were having fun with his prejudices. He was on the

edge of losing his patience.

"Well, if you stay here—" He was annoyed to

observe that he had raised his voice almost to a vulgar

scream. He repeated the phrase in a more temperate

key. "If you stay here "

"But I'm not going to stay here, Gordon. It's

the West for me. It's in my blood. When I've

visited with father and arranged one or two impor-

tant matters, I'm goin' back to God's country."

"Bravo, Hal," exclaimed Lady Winifred. "If

you stay here you'll end by becoming a conventional

little snob, and I should hate you. No; go back to

your shirt-sleeve crowd."

"Well, my dear boy," exclaimed Gordon com-
pletely nonplussed; "I can't make you out," and he
made up his mind to beat a hasty retreat to the

United Service Club, here anarchy was not petted

and spoiled and fed on chocolate bonbons. Then
he thought of something and came back.

"Winifred, speak to Hal about that."

"About what?" inquired Hal.

Again he lost some of his habitual poise in the

fervor of his convictions.

"You must put your foot down, Hal; you really

must
—

'cr—for our sakes as well as for yuur own.

:**;«im»>T'saRafe3Sx^, it^ca*
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You ought—er—Winifred will tell you," and the

old soldier scramblpd out of the trench and effected

a most disorderly retreat.

His cousin Winifred was ab«ut six years older

than Hal, and in all the memories of his childhood

and boyhood she was the one bright sfx)t. His step-

mother had died when he was but a lad. His father

was much occupied with public affairs. No one

else seemed to care to understand the queer little

chap except this tall, queer girl. She stood by and

encouraged him to whip the first little brat that called

him an insulting name, a name suggested by his color.

Then she washed and wiped his resulting wounds,

and encouraged him to believe that he was in the

path of duty and on the road to glory. Thus en-

couraged, the shy, timid lad had quickly developed

into a fierce little warrior, and it was Winifred who

somehow realized and foresaw that if he were ever to

enjoy the blessings of peace he would have to fight

for them, and she got the head gardener's son who

had a distinguished reputation as an amateur

pugilist, to teach him how to box, an accomplishment

in which he soon distanced his teacher, and one which

was destined to be of the greatest service to him in

his subsequent career. His readiness to meet all

comers and his demonstrated ability to do so was his

passport through life.

He had fought every step of the way from child-

hood to manhood. A battle or series of battles

marked every change in environment, in school, in

college, in his preparations for a military career.

''4i>iinnx7sgm:K3issftam
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Soon it came as a routine. He knew he would
have to "lick somebody" in order to be let alone.

It didn't worry him, and he didn't seek these en-

counter , but he didn't mind them. In fact, it was
one of the things he did exceptionally well. When
he joined a swell regiment he had a terrific struggle

to stay. He was "ragged" unmercifully, but he
took his medicine, and before he was forced out,

the regiment was ordered into the field, went through
a campaign in which he had opportunities, which he
eagerly accepted and with brilliant results, results

which he took modestly. Eventually he compelled
respect from his brother officers, but it was earned.
Oh, it was earned! In all this bitter struggle with
environment Cousin Winifred, this woman "with the
serpent's tongue," was the only soul who knew and
understood. He came over to her and put his hands
aflFectionately on her shoulders.

"What is it you're to tell me?" he asked her.

"Dear, simple soul, he expects you to change
Edith."

"Change Edith, eh?" Hal walked away with a
queer look on his face. She continued: "One can
dam a river and change its course. You can't do that
with a woman. Edith will go on being Edith, I fancy,
to th>? end of the chapter."

"Si ^ seems to be still rather careless of appear-
ances,' he said.

"She never v/as discreet, but there are manysafelyon
the insidewho are quite as careless. At all events, she's
kept out of the papers. That's something. See here."
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She showed him a London society journal whose

leaves she had been turning and glancing at in a

desultory fashion, one of those hybrid products of

modem life which make a specialty of social garbage

and elevate blackmail to the point of high art; a

journal which every one calls "a rag" and which all

smart people read religiously. Hal took it and

glanced through the article hastily.

It was an account of a "well-known society wo-

man," "name withheld out of consideration for her

distinguished relatives and friends," who was found

by a police officer wandering aimlessly in Hyde

Park and utterly unable to give a lucid account of

herself. Sir George Blank, a well-known specialist

in nervous diseases, happens to be driving by, recog-

nizes the unhappy lady, who is apparently under the

influence of a powerful drug, and takes her to her

home, etc., etc., etc.

"How awful!" he said. "Do you suppose it's

true?"
" My dear boy these things are becoming so com-

mon we're no longer shocked by them. Society has

its favorites, and it has a broad mantle of charity for

its favorites, but obviously one mustn't parade one's

sins in Hyde Park. Edith hasn't been a huge social

success, but she has kept out of the papers; she is

still possible and she never gives up. She is still at

it—climbing, climbing."

"And Lord Yester is the latest ladder, eh?"

"Why, you haven't been in England more than a

few minutes. How did vou find that out?"

Wf
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"Why, my friend Grafton laid one of these illus-
trated papers down on the seat beside me as we came
up in the train. I saw a picture of Edith and Lord
Yester, and I had the pleasure of reading 'an open
letter' to my wife. It was very instructive. I
thought you said she had kept out of the papers."
"Oh, that's a small matter. That isn't publicity.

That 'open letter' attention is merely an acknowl-
edgment of her social prominence. That is a trifle.

Lady Lucretia Burk-Owsley is dancing in one of our
music halls. Now, you might object to that, though
her husband, I understand, rather enjoys its democ-
racy. It sort of takes the whole of London into the
bosom of the family. She can't dance, of course,
but she's a revelation. You must see it. Oh we're
not standing still."

'

"And Lord Yester?" suggested Hal. "What is

his raisan d'etre?"

"Lord Yester's vocation is Edith, his avocation is

being next in succession to the old Duke of Uxmin-
ster, and the Duke is feeble enough to satisfy even the
most impatient heir."

"A duchess, eh?"
"Nothing short of that."

"But Yester," objected Hal in dreamy retrospec-
tion; "Yester's a boy. His father, though he was
old enough to be my father, was a pal of mine. We
served together in South Africa. Why you remem-
ber, Winifred? He was forced into retirement be-
cause he justified my disobedience and refused to be
silenced—God bless him ! One of the few friends I've
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had in the world! His son, eh ? Why, the youngster

must be just out of his perambulator."

"Some women as they grow older suddenly display

a fondness for children. When a woman has escaped

being a mother, she sometimes meets her fate in the

grandmother class."

" He's rather a nice child, if I remember correctly,"

said Hal.

"Well, not a 'double-first,' not an intellectual

giant, but a nicely brought-up child; a credit to his

nurse, and, incidentally, just at the age to be madly

in love with a married woman, married, of course, to

a clod who cannot possibly understand her."

Hal laughed.

"Yes, the clod understands that. They have

already made their plans, I suppose?"

"Oh, yes; and you're just in time to give the bride

away. Now there's a novelty, and they're rare these

days—a wedding in which the ex-husband is the new
husband's best man. No? Well, Edith pays you

the compliment of believing that you will behave very

well under the circumstances. I was expected to

prepare you for the inevitable and, if possible, soften

the blow."

"And Lord Yester—is he willing?"

"Willing? Strenuously, madly willing. Person-

ally, I think you are in tremendous luck. I congratu-

late you upon your prospective deliverance with all

my heart."

Lady Winifred continued to play with the situa-

tion, turning it inside and outside, holding it up to
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fantastic derision, until she saw that he was not listen-

ing. The strain was off. He had resigned himself
to pleasant dreams. He had been pulling against

wind and tide, every muscle, every nerve stretched
to cracking, his head bursting, his heart breaking,
and making no progress, barely holding his own.
Now the tide had turned. The storm had passed.
He could take in his oars, sit in the stem, and just

keep her in the current, the current that was bearing
him on to his desires. He could rest in delicious

lethargy and see the flowers and gardens on the bank,
and see at the end of the beautiful journeyWah-na-gi
standing on the rock, holding out her arms to him.

" How do you do, Harold ? Welcome home."
Edith stood holding out her hand to him.
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CHAPTER XIX

Instead of the little bronze figure in the buckskin

dress with its straight, simple lines, as straight and

simple as the soul within it, he saw a white woman,

pretematurally white, the complex product of nature

and art, where the dressmaker, the hair-dresser, and

the jeweller had done their latest and best, w th the

soft, warm, dark colors of the library as a noble back-

ground, a chromatic frame. Her Paquin gown of

canary yellow, cut very low, was bordered and out-

lined with dark-brown marabou feathers. On her

dazzling neck rested a string of emeralds, the gift

of Lord Yester. Her red hair was dressed, buttressed

and suplemented by braids, coils and puflfs, and

surmounted by a diamond tiara. Her white hands

were covered with rings, many of them with a history.

This ornate combination was concealing and ex-

posing an individuality more complex still, its bar-

baric impulses crossed and seamed and twisted by

generations of acquired stress and strain. She was

a radiant creature, conscious of her charms, but about

her agate eyes were gathering little signals of distress,

grave, insistent warnings, destined not to be heeded,

saying that she had lived too fast, that she was at the

zenith, the climax, that the descent would be quick

and rapid. The wonderful mechanism wasn't work-

ing smoothly. "How do you do, Harold ? Welcome
275
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home." And an extended hand. And this was her
husband, returned frt)m a long journey.

"Thank you, Kdith," and he t(X)k her hand. She
did not offer to kiss him and she gave him only one
hand. He might have licen a stranger to whom she
had just been introducwl. Indeed, she would have
had more interest in a stranger. They had gone
past even the forms of domestic proce<iure.

"Winifretl," said her cousin, ••Loni Yester is in

the drawing-room. You get on so well together.

Would you mind?"
"Not at all."

"I just want a moment's chat with Harold."
Winifred glanced at them with a cynical smile as

she went out of the room. The situation appealed to

her supreme love of contrast.

"You'll pardon my running off to-night, Harold;
won't you? You see I didn't know in time, and
I couldn't very well break a previous engagement.
I asked Winifred to take my place and make you
feel at home." And she undulated over to the railing

before the fireplace and sat down in the genial glow
in an indolent cat-like way. The fog had penetrated
into the house and there was a chill in the dampness.
She knew, too, that the fire shot strange lights into

her hair and over her jewels and neck, and the desire
to e.xcite admiration was instinctive and ever present.

"Winifred is good company and she did her best,"
said Hal simply.

"And I knew that after a little chat with Winifred
—well—that you would know all there was to know,

' 1
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and that there wouldn't be anything left for me to

tell."

It was evident tiat neither woman had any illu-

sions aljrmt the other. The attitude of rest and re-

{X)se was only momentary. She ^ot up restlessly and

came forward, her eyes lx;nt with fierce concentration

ufxm his.

"Of course you haven't tome back with the idea of

chan^inK anything?"
" Your attitude would seem to make that hopeless,

Edith."

She was relievwi. It was not to be open war, then.

She turned half away, let her eyelids droop, and sur-

veyed an'' measured him from underneath them. It

gave hei oriental lcx)k.

" My dcur Harold, it is too late for ^tence between

us. You will welcome a release quu agerly as

I shall ; and so we ought to Ix* ab' to arraiij^e matters.

We have investigated your movements since you have

been away and the name of the Indian woman will

serve our purposes."

This produced a most disagreeable impression

upon Hal.

"No," he said with a slow drawl thi had menace

in it. "Xo, I think not."

Edith turned and looked at him in amazement.

It was a formality, one of those unpleasant formali-

ties the silly law made necessary. The woman in

view would never know of it, wouldn't care if she did.

It seemed much the easier way. To her look of gen-

teel astonishment he said in explanation:

rsmum ^^ifctJiPte;??'«OT?i3KO'aE3«j^^
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"You see »he is nothing kit a savage. She

wouldn't understand our refinements."

She laughed at his irony. Then he was in love,

romantically in k)vc. She laughed joyously. It

seemed to make his acquiescence very certain.

" I won't oppose your application," she heard him

say.

Of course he would not. Whv should he? He
loved this Indian woman. Her fears of a moment

ago seemed childish, silly. She felt the situation

pliant in her soft, cruel hand. Her heart leaped up

within her. Her barque, too, was floating with th»

stream. It was a pleasure barge smothered ir

flowers but crowned with a coronet, and as it spread

its silken sails to the perfumed breeze, everywhere in

the crowded roadway shipping gave way and place,

salutes were fired, and everywhere the air was thick

with adulation and acclaim. And no small part of

the anticipated triumph were the scowls of the envious

and the evening of old scores.

"I make two stipulations," she heard him say.

She held her breath. Had he led her on only to

tell her at last that he would fight her application-

refuse her freedom ? She knew she was at his mercy.

He could exact bitter terms. He could in fact pre-

vent the consummation of her crowning ambitions;

"ould wreck the whole elaborate structure of her

life. Her assured happiness seemed suddenly threat-

ened. In a hysterical moment she saw it in ruins.

Instantly her plans and prospects assumed an im-

portance and insistence they had never had before.

'^?^l^':*?K-5:".'7!#^-25*^53^'S"W»V^7ft^^
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At the thouKht that he might stand in her way she

was filled with an inHanc fury. Still she waited.

What would he denmnd?
" Vou mu!it not bring the Indian woman's name

into the affair.

"

Heavens! Was that all? Willing victims and

accomplices were to be found. What else?

"And you must take no s'.eps while my father

lives."

She passed in a second from death unto life. The
Elarl was clinging to existence by a thread. Hal

hadn't even Imrgained for the return of the jewels

he had given her. She felt that she must make
some show of resistance or the terms would be

changed. It was too ridiculously simple.

"Of course Lord Ycster's wishes must not be

ignored."

"I cannot allow you or Lord Yester to decide that

for me."

He turned away as he spoke and so was not aware

that Lord Yester had entered the room in time to

hear this reference to himself. It is universally con-

ceded that it requires courage to interfere between

husband and wife; but then Lord Yester was a brave

iittle man. He could wait no longer. His fate, too,

was being decided in the library. He felt he must

have a voice in deciding it. More than that, she

needed him, this soft, ph ntive soul that had come
through time and space, through sin and suffering, to

meet him, her complement, her supplement. Small,

slender, with a delicate, sensitive face, distinguished
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by regular but small features, he had a fine, fresh,

unspoiled capacity for suffering, which she teased and
worried and played with for her infinite amusement.
Quite apart from his coming coronet, she Aras in love

with him; that is, she was a pyromaniac, and she got

sensations from seeing his emotions bum, the fresh,

beautiful emotions of a poet and a child.

"Harold, I don't think you have met Lord Norman
Yester?"

She was the only one of the three who was without

embarrassment.

"Yes, I think I met Lord Yester when he was at

Eton."

Hal had no intention of making the other uncom-
fortable.

The clod! thought Yester; the clumsy clod! Eton,

indeed ! Everything about the boy was small except

his spirit. He was like a child who says: "I'm six,

going on seven."

"Yes?" he said with a supercilious elevation of the

brows. " That was such a long time ago, I had quite

forgotten it."

Having put the unpleasant husband in his place,

he turned to her with the utmost deference, to the

wronged and neglected wife.

"Edith," he said gently—"Lady Effington," he
corrected himself and bowed formally to her husband.
It was a delightfully ingenuous thing to do. Hal
smiled, but not in derision. In fact, he liked the

boy. What a funny little mediaeval gentleman!

"Lady Effington," continued Sir Launcelot (pocket
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edition), "if you can feel that I am worthy of your

confidence, perhaps you will leave your interests in

my hands—er—in our hands!"

Again he forgot the unpleasant husband and again

he bowed an apology for his breach of etiquette.

"Thank ycu, Lord Yester," she said with a gravity

and dignity equal to his own. To Hal it was like a
play—this elaborate formality, this adroit indirect-

ness, this dexterity in handling high explosives in a
perfectly safe and genteel way, this modem capacity

to bring everything down to a common denominator.

He could play the game too, but what a long way it

seemed from Red Butte Ranch, Big Bill, John Mc-
Cloud, McShay, and Wah-na-gi, 'the soul without

a body'!

"Lord Effington and I are both men of the

world," Hal heard the youngster say. "It ought

not to be difficult for us to—to—arrive at an un-

derstanding."

Lord Yester had his thumbs in the armholes of

his waistcoat, his chest was thrown out, and he was
balancing himself on the ball of his foot. It was an
acquired mannerism that seemed to add to his height.

Like all small men, he was fond of referring to the

fact that Napoleon was not a giant.

Edith inclined her beautiful head forward at an
angle of supreme deference.

"I leave my happiness in your hands, with the

utmost confidence in you both," she said gracefully

as she swept out of the room. Lord Yester met her

as she moved and gave her the homage of his pro-
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tection to the door! The movement left the husband

in the position of a rank outsider.

What fun Edith must have had, Hal thought, in

playing up to these ideals! Edith, who had no ideals

of her own. .

When Yester returned the two men looked at

each other; there was an awkward pause, each man
cleared his throat, and each waited for the other to

begin.
'• Will you smoke ?" asked Ha. with a motion to the

cigars. The youngster made a nervous start toward

the table, then it occurred to him that he could not

meet on such a friendly basis the man who had treated

with inhuman cruelty the woman who had thrown

herself upon his protection ; so he stopped short and

very awkwardly said:

"No! thank you; no, no!"

Again an awkward pause.

"Will you sit down?"
That seemed consistent with dignity and he started

to do so, but again recoiled.

"I—eh—I feel more comfortable standing, if you

don't mind."

Hal bowed. Yest'^r's awkwardness was catching.

He lounged across the room, sat down on the rail

before the fire, and lit a cigarette. He could wait.

Yester fiddled with his collar, stroked his cheek, and

fidgeted.

"This is—this is rather a delicate situation, isn't

it?" he said at kst with a little deprecatory, nervous

smile.

Mill • i
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"Nothing seems unusual or impossible these days,"

said Hal easily.

"Well, you see," said the other, "I was intended

for the diplomatic service, but I'm afraid I'm rather

direct."

What a kid it was, thought Hal.

"An engaging frankness is sometimes the highest

form of diplomacy," he said encouragingly.

"Well, you see," said the other gathering courage,

"she has come to rely on me so completely, on my
judgment as it were "

"She? Oh, yes, my wife."

"Yes, yes," eagerly assented the lover, so absorbed

in his own romance as to be beautifully oblivious

to any other point of view. Hal smoked and kept

an inscrutable face, while his heart sang within him,

going with the wind and tide, going out of these

eddies, these twists and turns, out into the broad ocean
and on to a new world.

Yester walked over to the writing-table and began
to play nervously with its furnishings.

"I wanted to say certain things to you, and I—I

—

I find I hardly know how." Then he pulled himself

together as his mind went back over their acquaint-

ance. "You see, as she had no other friends, as

she was in trouble and in bad health, my sympathies

were naturally enlisted, and almost before either of

us realized it —well, you sec, while I think you have

behaved very badly, I—eh—now that we h?ve met,

I—will you let me say, I feel very sorry for you ?"

The ingenuousness of this was completely disarm-
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ing. Hal loved the child. But he continued to treat

the situation with becoming gravity, bowed formally,

and said:

"That's very generous of you."

"At the same time," exclaimed the little man re-

turning to his purpose, "it is her happiness that must

concern us both, isn't it ? And I can only say that

if you can accept the inevitable—well and good! If

not," and again he balanced himself on his toes and

expanded his chest; "if not, I stand ready to face

the alternative."

Alternative sounded ominous. What did it mean ?

"Alternative?" said Hal puzzled.

"I'll meet you under any terms and conditions you

may name."

"'Meet me?' Oh, yes," and he smiled in spite

of himself, "^\^ly, duelling is illegal, isn't it? It's

worse than illegal; it's unfashionable." He rose and

went over to the boy and looked down at him witii a

protecting air. "I shouldn't want to take the life of

such a gallant little gentleman, and I should care even

less to have you take mine. I'm afraid I'm hopelessly

commonplace."

Hal's attitude in spite of himself was too obvious.

"I'm afraid that is too evident. Lord Effington,"

said Vaster sharply, resenting the overlordship of the

other. "And may I suggest," he added with growing

irritation, "that I am not so much younger and

smaller than yourself that you need persist in patron-

izing me?"
"I beg your pardon. I had no intention of doinj^

^:'msmf'i^fmm»m^sm^msim^^E^?mBiSmmmmsm^^^
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^^*^" ^^ ^^^^^^ ^^ ^^^ very seriously and

added: "I hope for the sake of my middle-class
conscience you know what you are doing."

"I feel quite capable of deciding that," replied the
boy easily. '« I know something of the world-some-
tnipi,', I fancy, of women!"
"And you are almost of age," added Hal. :

rm """;. A^y* !° ^"^*" "^y majority," said Yester
stiffly. "And when I do »

wifl^""
^°^ ^"^ celebrate it by your marriage to my

The other bowed with an engaging smile.
Quite so. Well, I shall not stand in the way of

your happiness. Lord Yester."
"That is very noble of you."
" I'm afraid it's rather selfish of me. Your happi-

ness happens to correspond with mine. And I hopem the future you will never have cause to think
bitterly of me."

In Hal's eyes lurked an embryo twinkle. What a
ripping farce civilization was!
"On the contrary," said Yester, happy beyond

words, "I think you have behaved ^xcee^dbgl^weU
You conceal your sufferings like a soldier and you
join me m protecting the good name of the womanwe have both loved. I can only say that you have
acted like a -cntleman, Lord Effingtln."
Both men bowed formally
"Lord Yester,'; said Hal; "your father once did

fTLds?'
""""'""'

^ ^^^ ''' ^" ^^^^^ be
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And they shook hands.

" Oh, Sir George, you know Lord Yester, I think ?"

Hal spoke to the physician who had entered from

the hall.

Both men bowed slightly. Hal turned to the heir

of the Duke of Uxminster.

" Lady Effington will explain to you the only con-

ditions I make. They are very slight and I am sure

will meet with your approval."

"Thank you," and the little fellow bowed elabo-

rately to each man and left the room with his arms

folded behind him, an attitude very much affected by

Napoleon, if we may trust the pictures.

It was with difficulty that Hal refrained from

laughter. What a farce, but what a joyous farce!

Already he was mentally speculating on the time

when he could turn his back on these attitudinizing

people with their picture-poster lives, on all this hol-

low, artificial make-ljelieve, and return to the shirt-

sleeve crowd. What joy he would bring to one soul!

He saw her face as he said to her:

"I'm coming back, Wah-na-gi; I'm coming back."

He had forgotten Sir George.

"I beg your pardon. Sir George. Delightful little

chap, Yester! Eh ? I wonder if I was ever as young

as that."

It was eviden. that Yester's attentions to the wife

of another man had not been a recommendation to

the sedate scientist. He said dryly: "I don't know

whether, he's a fool or a knave."

"Well, he isn't either," said Hal. "He's been
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reading 'Ivanht)e'! Vou wuntcci to speak to mc of
father, Sir George."

"No, my boy; it's in regard to your wife."

Sir George had not only Ixjcn the Karl's medical
adviser as far back as Mai could remember but he
had also been his intimate friend as well. Hal wa.s

thinking of other things, planning his escape, pictur-

ing the welcome the West was keeping for her child,

or he would have noticed an extra consideration in
the doctor's tone, an added solicitude in his manner.
"Edith?" he queried indifferently and with polite

surprise.

"Yes; sit down." The doctor motioned to the
little sofa which had its back against the writing-
table. Hal sat down carelessly and picked up from
the seat the society journal Lady Winifred had put
into his hands a few moments before and began to
turn its leaves and glance at its pictures, but in a
cursory way and with an inclination of the head
toward the physician to indicate that he was listening.

Of course Sir George did not know—how could he ?
—that he and Edith had passed into different worlds.

Sir George himself was a study as he stood for a
second regarding the other. How was it this cus-
todian of other people's secrets and sorrows, forever
intimate with sickness and pain, could look so suffi-

cient, so impeccable, so serene? Well groomed,
smooth, and polished to his linger tips, there seemed
no surface where trouble or anxiety might stick.

Was it an armor or was it his integument ?

"It's quite time you came home," the doctor said,
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glancing absent-mindedly at his (xilishcd finger nails.

** You must give some thought to Edith. The life she

is leading is exhausting, abnormal. She rwjuires a

change. You ought to take her away from London

and this fast set."

"She has always lived this life, Sir George. It

isn't any different, is it?"

"You have a ranch in America. It's ju?t the

thing. Why don't you take her there?"

"She wouldn't go. She is joined to her idols and

I'm not one of them, Sir George."

The doctor was standing at the comer of the table.

He satisfied himself that they were alone before

speaking, then he bent toward the young man and

said quietly:

"Of course no one knows it as yet but me; but

you ought to know it; in *^^ct, you will know it

eventually, when perhaps it is too late, so
"

Hal looked up from his periodical.

"You alarm me. Sir George. What is it?"

The physician's eye fell upon the paper in Hal's

hands.

"Allow me," he said and held out his hand for it.

Hal watched him deliberately turn the pages. He
seemed to take a painfully long time to do it. Mean-

time the fog seemed to have penetrated the walls and

to have taken possession of the place; the lights grew

dim and the fire loomed ghostly in the dim distance.

The air was thick and Hal seemed to breathe with

difficulty. Ah, at last the doctor found what he was

looking for. He handed it back and pointed to the
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article. There must l)c some mistake. Ife had
already Rlanccd through that article. It concerned
an unfortunate woman who was found in Hyde Park
under the influence of

He gbnced up. Sir (ieorge was still standing
there. He must have Ix^n waiting a long time. Hal
spoke at last, very slowly,

"And that was—Edith?"
The physician nodded his head gravely.
Hal glanced back at the paper but he did not see it.

ffe sat still as if everything was just as it had been
Ijefore, but he knew that the earth was rocking in a
convulsion, that the house of his building was
tumbling about him, that he was choking with the
circumambient dust, and that he could not move
or escape, only sit still until it was all over.
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CHAPTER XX

Thf tiv, lor wa'tc<! patiently while the other read

juste<l his disordered faculties and groped his way

toward the light.

"Good Lord, how terrible!" said Hal, distrait.

"Why, Edith is the last woman in the world -strong

willctl,' self-willed, ambitious! Why. I can't grasp

it. It doesn't seem possible. I—I can't realize it."

••Oh, it's common enough these days," said the

doctor, sitting down beside the boy and putting his

hand on his knee in suggested sympathy. "The

pace that kills! No rest, no respite! Teas, dinners,

receplio.' , theatres, balls, races, motors, yachts;

bridge, morning, noon and night ; excitement, fatigue,

reaction, depression; then stimulants, small at first,

then more stimulants for greater depression, then

over-stimulants ; then sleeplessness and all the horrors

of neurasthenia; then narcotics for rest and quiet, to

keep from going mad; then, all of a sudden as it

seems, but really by the most logical process, a habit

is formed—a fixed, implacable, relentless habit."

•' Poor old girl," said Hal, trying to follow the pro-

fessional exegesis.
'* How awful. How awful

!
But

of course people are cured of such things, Sir George.

You haven't let this go on ?"

" Unfortunatelv it had been going on for some time

before I discovered it, and of course I have done all I

390
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can, all I know. IV. afraid It's now beyond mc.
She has one chance In a thousanji, and that chance
is in your hands: the fresh air, outdoor life, simple

living, rest, \kucc, (juiet! Then, if she will help you,

if she will help herself, why, who knows?"
A^ain he put his hand on the lK)y's knee as much

us •<) say: Don't take it too much to heart. We
all have some affliction. If it isn't one thing, it's

anerther, and fortunately we have work to do, and
that saves us—work. All he said was:

"Well, I must Ije Roing."
" I want to see you a moment before you go, Sir

George."

It was Kdith speaking. She had entered the room
as usual—noiselessly.

The doctor gave her a quick look. She was radi-

ant. She had heard nothing, suspected nothing.

He gave a sigh ci' relief.

"At your service, Lady Effington; I'll be in the

billiard-room."

She made sure he had left the room, then she came
toward Hal, her head up, her face 'earning, her eyes
dancing, glorious, transcendent ! Magnificent to look

upon was this wayward woman in the first glow of

triumph, but Hal did not see her. He was gazing
dumbly into space.

"It's very splendid of you, Harold," she said as
she came over and sat down beside him, just where
the doctci had '•'i, a moment ago.

"I have coHi to thank you. You and I were
never meant for each other, but it has been no fault
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of yours, and though I shall be compelled legally t*"

complain of your cruelty, I shall, as a matter of hici,

always remember gratefully your generous and •^^y\-

sideratc treatment. Fortunately it is not too Islv uj

remedy our mistakes. Lord Yester tells me you

have definitely agreed not to interfere with our plans."

At the conclusion of her rhapsody she leaned for-

ward and put her hand on his. It was almost a

caress, the nr arest approach to it she had bestowed

on him in years. He withdrew his hand and took

hers, giving it a little sympathetic pat, then he rose

and walked away, the lines of his face drawn. She

looked at him in wonder. Was it possible he cared

for her a little bit after all ?

"One moment, Edith," he said. "You see I

didn't know. I couldn't know. And now—well, for

the moment I'm bowled over. We'll have to think

this thing over, won't we ? Hang it all, it isn't fair,

is it ? It doesn't seem quite fair."

"Fair?" she echoed with a dubious smile. She

saw that he was laboring under great excitement.

"Fair?"

"To him—to the boy—to Yester."

"What are you talking about?" she said with

patient incredulity. He paid no attention to her.

He only half heard her questions and answers. He
was reasoning it out, laboring with himself.

"He's a mere boy, and not a bad sort either; in

fact, y really quite all right. I don't see how we
can g^ Ml with it; you and I."

She wj> he one who is suddenly and violently

r:-V^-.\
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awakened from a halcyon dream to gaze into the
glare cf a dark lantern in the hands of a thief who
may at any moment become an assassin. At the first

glimmer of what he meant terror gripped her. She
rose and came toward him.

"You gave me your word. You gave Lord Yester
your word."

"I didn't know the—the situation, did I? You
see I thought I could just put my hands in my pockets
and stand of! and let it go on, but if I see a blind man
walking over a precipice and I don't stop him, why,
I might just as well push him over. It's murder
either way. I can't do it. I don't see how I can
do it. I've changed my mind."
He tried to walk away as if it were settled. She

followed him softly, like a cat, then confronted him.
"I won't let you change your mind." She spoke

slowly and quietly, but it was a brave or a stupid
man who could ignore the threat.

"It's no use, Edith. Sir George has told me, told
me for your own sake." Again he turned away, as
if he were looking for a way of escape from himself
from her, from the situation. She felt a wild impulsv
to scream, to leap upon him and tear him to pieces,
and then it came to her that that would lend color to
his veiled accusations. She must go softly, cunningly
and—wait.

He walked away, over to the fireplace. Was there
no way out of it ? Oh, if Sir George had not spoken

!

If he had not known! Was there no other way?
Was no compromise possible? Why should the
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burden of all th se lives fall upon him? \Vhy

should he be handed the cross to bear ? The flames,

like little red demons, little fire sprites, danced here

and there, threw up their hands, squirmed, writhed,

trying to get away, trying to leap into the air, trymg

to seize an unattainable something, falling back like

whipped dogs to lick and bite the smoking log!

Gazing into the fantastic fire depths-he saw Wah-

na-gi , and beside her John McCloud ,
just as they stood

that fateful day he left the Ked Butte Ranch. "If

you do come back, you must bring this Indian woman

clean hands and a pure heart, promise me that."

And he had promised. And Wah-na-gi, the soul

without a body, heard him promise. He had come

thousands of miles that he might keep the spirit of

that promise. And now all he had to do would be to

let things alone, let them go on as they were going.

Why should he interfere? Why should he meddle?

Would any one thank him ? Every one, even Yester

himself, would hate him. What possible good would

it do ? It was too late to interfere. His own happi-

ness was at stake too. What of that? Why should

he ruin his own happiness with theirs? He would

go home a free man and who would know the differ-

ence? There would be no one to blame him except

his own conscience. Oh, subterfuge, subterfuge!

The lying little devil flames laughed. John McCloud

would know. In fact, by some clairvoyant mystery,

he already knew! Even now he was saying: "And

this boy is the son of your benefactor, the son of your

friend."
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At last he said, as j to the fire:

" I couldn't do this and then go back and face Wah-
na-gi and John McCloud. I promised if I came
back to come with clean hands."
"You are talking like a wild man," Edith said.

" But you see I am not excited. You're not going to
betray me into a scene and then accuse me of being
as crazy as you are. I sit down and I am calm."

She sat down deliberately in the high-backed chair
and clutched its arms, and clung to it desperately
like a drowning sailor. "I have perfect self-posses-
sion, complete control of myself, and I listen, listen

to a madman. Go on."

She was sincere. He was irresponsible. Nothing
else would explain it.

Indeec^. • most of us, those who act from altruistic
motives are quite as incomprehensible as those whose
acts su'^^est diabolical and abnormal instigation.
The boy was mad. He had always beeri "queer."
He was the son of his father.

By a supreme effort of the will she brought all her
faculties to bear. She would first understand this
and then she would know how to meet it. Sh-* was
a resourceful woman and used to bending others to
her will. He was the son of his father. Swiftly her
mind climbed the stairs and bent over the invalid.
Relentlessly she seized his life and dragged it out of
the sick bed, and submitted it to a searching examina-
tion. All his life the Earl had been a sentimentalist.
All his life he had made mistakes. The woman who
loved him had once called them "glorious mistakes."
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Everybody else called them just mistakes. Out of

quixotic love for the Countess Diana he had left

England under a cloud, bearing the inevitable impli-

cation of another's guilt. Another man would have

stayed in London and have been her lover. That was

his first mistake. An exile, branded as a thief, he

had tried to hide himself away from civilization, be-

came a cattle-man, in a country where white women

were a curiosity, was thrown by circumstances into

relations with a pretty little Indian woman, had a

child by her, and married the woman that he might

not be the father of an illegitimate child. That was

his second mistake. Any other man would have

married her by tribal rites and, when he got ready,

made her a present or made it worth while for some

one else to marry her. When the death of Diana's

husband, the real embezzler, called him back to a

title and to the life and the land and the woman he

loved, he chose to stay with the little savage who was

the mother of his child. Another mistake! And so

he continued. Sentimental again with regard to his

duty to the child, he had driven the Indian mother

to suicide. Free at last to marry the woman for

whom he had made such fantastic sacrifices, they

were both middle-aged people, the bloom to life, the

blush of love was gone. Then, in the first glow of

their new-found happiness, Diana died, and he was

alone. What had the idealist to show for all his

glorious ''mistakes" ? for his unselfish adhesion to a

self-conscious conception ^f duty ? It was ridiculous.

We live in a practical world. That world has two
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Standards—a theoretical one, that no one uses, and
the practical one, the actual one. To try to live out-
side the actual is to try to reverse the law of gravita-
tion. We have invented the theoretical standiH o
fool others into a course we would not take ourselves.
It's a trap for the simple-minded. It was madness.
Yes, this boy was the mad son of a mad sentimental-
ist. And these sentimentalists drag other people
to ruin with them. But why should she, a practical
woman, a woman of the world, the real world, be
made the victim of these madmen ? Her will, sel-

dom thwarted and never tamed, rose up for battle
and said, no, no!

" I won't be a party to this, Edith," he said, looking
into the fire, and the moment he had said it he began
to realize what such a decision would involve.
One step forward or backward wasn't enough.

One couldn't stand still. One couldn't stop. My
God, where would it end ? He couldn't t-ke every-
thing away from her and then leave her to herself.
Lord Yester would gladly assume the burden and
accept the consequences. If he thwarted her, if he
stood between her and her desires—what ? He be-
came the nurse of an irresponsible sick woman. The
love that might have made that possible was gone,
never really existed. She had stolen this boy's love
and was stealing his life. To make her drop it, he
would have to resort to force—then what? Where
would it end? Who made him a policeman or a
jailer? He wouldn't do it. He couldn't do it. No
one would do it. He was a fool to think of it. He
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wasn't doing this willingly. He was hypnotized, led,

driven by some force outside himself.
^^

"But I won't leave you to fight it out alone, he

said His voice sounded strange to himself. What

was. that he was saying? He would rebel, deny it,

take it all back in the next breath.

"I'll give up all my own plans and I'll stand by

^°He recoiled, frightened, appalled at what he had

said, but one thing involved another. There it was;

it was his decision, his; he had announced it. Could

he become a party to this conspiracy against this

innocent boy, the son of his friend, and then could

he go back and tell Wah-na-gi and John McCloud

exactly what he had done, and then be happy? If

not then he must go the other way, and accept the

consequences, and meet them. If they were to be

met, it must be boldly. Cowardice encouraged the

enemy. . ., ,,_.,,, .

"Yes, there is no other way," he said. "I II give

up all my own plans." And for one cruel mornent

he stopped to think what that meant to him. 1 11

stand by you, give you my hand, and we'll beat it out

together." Then he pulled himself together, put a

torch to his bridges, and went on, his face lit up with

the light of their burning.

"Come now," he said with a show of spirit, going

to her as she held herself with supreme self-control in

the big chair. "Be a sport, old giri! Chuck it all,

this rotten, artificial life, and come with me out into

the open. We'll leave this man-made world, and

fmm 5 r'-'*Ohr'f .::^:e^
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go out into God's world, and then when you have
mastered this thing, when you are free

"

He vas i.[x)ut to add that then she could marry the

Duke of Uxminster or whomsoever she pleased, but
Edith did not let him finish. What would become
of this romantic boy in the meantime ? and marriage-
able dukes were scarce. Besides, she had no intention

of postponing indefinitely her happiness or her plans.

Like all habit-victims, she refused to acknowledge
even to herself her slavery. Even, supposing she had
to admit it, she would reform herself! Indeed, she
had made up her mind to it ahready and was about
to begin. Her marriage to Lord Yester would help her,

furnish her an irresistible motive for reformation. To
keep him from eventually finding out, she would have
to reform, and she had grown very fond of the boy.
His romantic idealization of her was very beautiful.

Hal could safely leave all this in her hands. In fact,

he would have to leave it in her hands. She began
to tear at her lace handkerchief in spasmodic jerks.

"I don't know whether to laugh or to scream,"
she said with a scared smile, " but you see I am calm,
and I am listening to you."

"I used to be a drunkard," he said. "Look at
me now. You shall choose. We'll go wherever
you like. We'll hunt big game in Africa, or fish for
tarpon in Florida, or go after the musk-ox in the
Barren Grounds. You don't know what it means to
sleep under the sky, to bathe your soul in the solitude,

to rest in the friendly silences, and live face to face
with the Infinite."

.0
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He spoke with the enthusiasm of the devotee, of

what he knew and had felt. He had in his soul to Ix:

the priest, the Poet of the Open, and now, in the white

heat of this tense moment, he found expression.

"Don't hang hack," he urged. "Don't despair,

and don't discourage me."

The last was almost plaintive. He knew that he

needed help.

She rose and looked at him through the slits of her

eyes.

"You have never influenced one act of my life.

What makes you think you can do so now ?"

"Sir George says it's your only chance."

She backed away, on guard. She began to laugh,

a little hollow, false laugh. She would admit

nothing.
" My only chance ? Sir George says that ?"

She laughed again, the laugh of derision, of de-

fiance. They have an expression in the courts, "the

burden of proof," and sometimes it's a heavy load

to carry. Flagrant sin cries out: Prove it! The

habitual criminal, caught, the stolen goods taken

from his pocket, says :
" I never saw it before. Some

one put it there." Prove it, her laugh cried.

" Now, don't try that," he said gently. He did not

love her, but it was piteous to see this gorgeous creat-

ure, with the world at her feet and destiny in her

hand, with possibilities unlimited; it was piteous to

see her throw it all away in her lust for something

—

God knows what—something she called "pleasure!"

"life," in the mad race for sensation, for excitement.

:^---.-J"-f^y?.vi^?;
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in ihe fatuous ambition for place in the shallow mob
that called itself Society, sacrificing herself on the

Altar of Self, pouring out her own blfHxl before her
own image. It was piteous! One can't stand idly

by and see a maddened horse rush back into a burn-
ing stable. It was impossible not to feel sorry for

her, not to want to help her.

"Sir George felt it was his duty to you, his duty to

me," he added. She straightened up and her eyes
blazed.

" It isn't true. I don't do it. It's a lie—a wicked,
devilish lie! Who will believe him? Who will be-
lieve a man sworn not to betray his patient's secrets ?

He has no professional honor. Who will believe
him? I don't do it. I don't do it!"

He hadn't mentioned it. She had forgotten that
she was admitting that she knew what he had in

mind, and that the admission was fatal.

"I've suffered, suffered horribly from headaches
and insomnia, and sometimes I've taken it, sometimes
for that, but I call God to witness "

She was screaming in a fierce whisper.
" Hush," he said, trying to quiet her. " The doctor

says you must get away from here. It's your only
chance. Sir George says, if you will help me, if you
will help yourself, you can win out. Come, you must
let me help you. Let me try. Won't you let me
try?"

What was the matter with the man ?

"Can't you grasp it?" she said, regaining some
poise by a great effort. "Don't you see that what

*l
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you call silence and solitude would put me in a

madhouse? Uave London? Why, London is my

heaven 1" And she sat down on the sofa, or rather

crouched down, as if the statement v^as an argument

and the argument unanswerable.

"London, Heaven, eh?"

Her words broke through the wall of his prejudices

and the storcd-up waters of bitterness gushed forth.

"London that is growing sterile in Mayfair and

breeding monsters in Whitcchapel! London, with

one man in every four a pauper; with its thousands

of starving school children ! With its multitudes who

have nothing trying to sell it to those who have every-

thing! With its terrible women and its hopeless

men- hollow-eyed vice cheek by jowl with hollow-

eyed want; luxury, overdressed, sweeping past

wretches who are dying standing up, without the

decency of a bed on which to throw the rotten rem-

nants of their tortured lives! London, Heaven, eh?

My God!"
He had forgotten her, himself, in his indictment of

the city, not London alone, but the city everywhere,

the city that reversed the order and the law of nature!

How far removed they were! She had relaxed,

and the curl and sag of her body, the sensuous

somnolent droop of the eye-lid, the voluptuous hps

apart, she might have posed for a statue of lazy

luxury. "London is my soul," she said softly,

dreamily. " I'd rather be a stray cat crawling among

its chimneys than live in splendor anywhere else

The crowds, the excitement, the strife, I love it!
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Proplc amuse me iheir |xisslonH, their cruelly, even

their meanness, yes, even their dulness, their satiety!

It all fascinates me. I'm drunk with it. I wouldn't

Rive it up, and I couldn't if I would." She rose and

came to him, and scrutinized him narrowly with

soft cunning.
" Don't l)e foolish ! What's your object ? Why do

you want to play the hypocrite with me ? \'ou don't

care for me any more than I care for you. And
when I am Duchess of U.xminster

"

"I think you'd better give that up," he said coldly.

"Why give it up?" she said with fierce challenge.

"You and I must answer for our own mistakes

and sins," he said. "We mustn't unload them onto

others. Lord Yester doesn't know."

"Who will tell him? Who will tell him?" she

cried with bravado.

"You will," he said.

"Never! Never! I wouldn't; I couldn't!"

Her voice rose to a hysterical scream, then she

stopped, struggled for control of herself, and shook

like one in a chill, reaching out her hands toward him
in mute appeal, unable to speak, to form coherent

words. Finally she said in a hoarse whisper:

"Wait a moment. Wait! Let us be calm. Let

us be calm. You haven't spared me. I'm not going

to spare you."

She crouched and advanced toward him like a tiger.

"I'll never leave London ! That's as fixed as '''cath.

Yau can't remain in London, and you know that too.

You were forced out of the Army; that's enough.

Ill
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Vou'rc impmsihie! You always were imptwslhlc.

You always will l)c. You're not a > cntlcman
;
you're

a misfit, an outcast, a half breed!''

His l)n)nzo sinewy hands liK)ke<l very dark against

the white, the daz/ling white of her throat, as he

liftc<l her in the air for one terrible instant, i\\\ instant

when she was near to death and he to murder.

"Kdith," he whis{)crcd, "if you were a man I'd

kill you!"

'I'hcn he t(K)k his hands away, caught her when

she would have fallen, and stammcrcii out brokenly,

almost in tears:

'* No, no, I mustn't say that. You're not responsi-

ble. You're not responsible."

An<l he dragged himself away as though he might

be tempted to put hantls on her igam, went over to

the sofa, threw him.scif <k»wn in terror and ulKisenwnt,

and held his hands as ihou^'h Uwv were tht offenciers,

not his will. On her part the leash was slipfjed.

There was no longer any effort m desiat- to control

herself. She quivere- i in an intumatt paasiofio* nate.

All other considcmtKms were swc:pr away. Sik,' fol-

lowed him like a wile amimal thM na* tasEcfi hlrMxi.

She wanted to hurt to rear aw itaai.. stA >tiv. had a

vague insane idea thai if sac -.isain ncksrr him to

violence, that if sht mid ijoad Tain :? mmra her, his

will, his inflexible puriKjsc wejuia iTrresiK aown under

pity and remorse, ''fie cn?ui:3ec (?\xr aina while

she screamed:

"You're a half-bn^^. inci e\«rythiin5 vou dj,

everything you don'* io. snowf ii. My God. what
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I've had to endure as the wife of a half-caste who had

to leave the Army. You, too. It hasn't been easy

for you. You've suffered. This is our chance: our

chance to escape from each other. You want your

freedom. You want it—you want it—you want it.

I've seen it in your face. That's why you've come

back You don't want to go through hfe chamed

to a woman who hates you. because if you drive me

to desperation I'll make you wish you'd never been

bom. You'll buy your freedom."

It was to be war. He rose, white with passion.

She moved away as if it were settled, as if the victory

were abeady hers, repeating hysterically:

"You'll buy it. You'll buy it."

It was a mistake. It made him inflexible.

"But not at that price," he said fiercely. "You

will tell Lord Yester or I must."

The noise of the colloquy had penetrated to the

drawing-room.

Lord Yester, unseen to either of them, had -uietly

entered the library.
, , , j

" Will you or shall I ? " was Hal's relentless demand.

She turned and saw him-Lord Yester. The fierce

mounting flames of her fury died down into ashes.

She seemed to shrink and draw within herself, ^ow

smaller and whiter. Hal followed her intense fixed

look to its object. Yester, too, looi . ^ older and

smaller and paler. It seemed a long time ago when

they were agreed and each saw Happiness standing

by an open door. Now the door was shut and hung

vith crape. Lord Yester knew that he had entered
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a death chamber. He gazed at her in silence. He
saw the proud queenly woman cowed, looking hag-
gard and wan with fear and despair. Love and
tenderness shone from his eyes and begged her to tell

him all, to trust to him—that years of devotion would
make amends for all her suffering. He saw that it

was not in her thought that he could help her. She
looked to the other—to the man she had turned to

stone. Her eyes swept him with a plea for mercy.
She crept to him, kneeled to him, took his hand,
abased herself, drew herself up to a level with his

face, searched it for one ray of hope, one sign of
relenting pity, then, with a low heart-rending moan
such as neither man would ever forget, she crept like

a piteous wounded thing out of the room.
Lord Yester did not attempt to help her or to follow

her. He knew in some instinctive way that she was
past help. He looked at Hal. He saw him stricken,

spent, seared by suffering. It wasn't the same man he
had talked to a few moments ago. Then he had been
a splendid animal, lithe, vibrant, instinct with life

and the joy of living. Here was a sad, disillusioned,

heart-broken, middle-aged man without hope in the
world. It had been a drawn battle—a duel in which
both combatants had been wounded unto death.

Lord Yester came down slowly.

What was it this terrible man had said to her as
he came in?—"Will you tell him or shall I?"
What was there to tell? What could he tell?

Women, and men too, with a past generally tell it be-
fore any one else has the chance—their version of it.

irti9E!tijiii^:mBesafaBSii^s.\ -iw
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Edith had her history and she had been the first to

tell him her version in which she was always the

injured and suflfering heroine.

"If it is an^/thing discreditable to her, to Lady

Effington, I would not believe you," he said with

quivering intensity.

"That is for you to decide," said Hal. What a

game little chap it was! he thought, as he looked at

his sensitive, delicate face, made for suflfering. And
he'll hate me to his dying day.

" Perhaps it won't make any diflference," he added,

and at the thought a gleam of hope came into his own
life. Suppose it didn't make any difference ? Sup-

pose this reckless little Knight-errant threw aU cau-

tion, all considerations to the winds; suppose that,

knowing the truth, all the truth, he still held out his

arms to Edith and demanded the right to assume

her burdens? Ah, then Hal's hands were clean and

would be free to— He glanced up to see Sir George

Rundall. Oh, if Rundall hadn't known or had kept

silent. It was too late for regret now.

"Sir George," he said to the doctor, "Edith has

refused to leave London, to go with me. If Lord

Yester would help us—perhaps "

"Lord Effington," said the physician sternly, inter-

rupting Hal, "I am not in the habit of discussing my
patients before strangers."

"Lord Yester is not a stranger," said Hal without

irony, "He enjoys my wife's confidence and friend-

ship and if
"

"I am proud to believe that that is true," said

iSw'ifflrv.-. '*£SC»CMiQr:r sarrfisn.^':
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Yester with equal sincerity. " And if it concerns the
health or happiness of Lady Effington, you may rely

on me, Sir George Rundall."

The polished man of the world restrained his irrita-

tion, his exasperation, with obvious difficulty.

"Lord Effington has placed me in a most embar-
rassing position," he said with increasing resentment.
"I have expressed the opinion that Lady Effington,

—that she should—that it was in fact her only
chance "

'

' Her only chance ? '

' echoed Lord Yester. '
' What

do you mean?"
"Perhaps that is too strong," said the doctor,

floundering, sensitive, over-sensitive as to his pro-
fessional amour propre

" Perhaps that is too strong. Let me say her best

chance. Other scenes, other countries, an out-door
life ? Unfortunately in cases like this, the will-force

is enslaved. Unfortunately most victims of—let me
say—" he broke off impatiently. " I cannot see what
right Lord Yester "

"I will relieve you of all doubt on that point, Sir
George. I have quite as much right to hear what you
have to say as Lord Effington, and I insist on your
speaking plainly."

The physician looked to Hal, whose refusal to
contradict this was an affirmation of it, and then, with
undisguised amazement and under protest, he said:
"Well, so be it. What I had in mind was that most
victims of the morphine habit—"
Lord Yester leaned forward slightly as if he did not

' 'Mm^ l.-'\: -y^s'-
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think he heard aright, then he half repeated the dread

word, swayed slightly, put his hand across his fore-

head, like a man bewildered, and groped with his

other hand until he found the back of a chair. Then
very quietly he found his way into it. The expres-

sion on his face was tragic. If the boy had been his

son or a brother Hal could not have felt more for

him or suflFered more with him.

"It's a great shock to Lord Yester, as it was to

me," he said after a moment's pause. "My wife

trusts him, and I am sure he will join us in our efforts

to save her."

Lord Yester did not reply. He raised his head as

if he had some difficulty in breathing.

Then there was a painful pause. Not one of the

three men spoke.

Finally Yester said: "Sir George, if you are going

home "

"Certainly," said the physician, seeing his distress

and anticipating his wish. "I will set you down at

your door if you like."

"Thank you," the boy said, struggling to his feet.

"This room suffocates me."

"The fresh air will put you quite all right," said

the doctor, walking beside him but not offering him
physical help. "Quite all right."

And they went out and Hal was alone.

"Poor boy," he said. "Poor boy!"

He put his two hands to his head, and pressed

the temples. Was it real or was it a dream? He

i¥TiTniTriTT"iiii"'--rmiT"M''niTrn"ir"rir^TrTrr-r •"^"^r"Tini *. mmw^^^^'Cv.
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drifted into the chair at the writing-table, and put his

elbows on the desk and rested his chin in his hands,
looking into space, trying to understand. Some one
had left a current magazine open on the table. His
vacant gaze wandered across a dull level of meaning-
less words to a hill which stood up alone and seemed
to call to him, to have a message for him:

"These are my people, and this my land,

I hear the pulse of her secret soul;

This is the life that I understand,

Savage and simple, and sane and whole."*

Yes, that was a long time ago. And they were a
long way off—his people and his land. Why had he
allowed John McCloud to drive him away from his

people and his land? Could he have foreseen this

never would he have come, never would he have
had the courage to put aside that which was within
his grasp. It was a dark, desperate moment. He
regretted his lost happiness; he regretted that he
had not sinned. What were these abstract things

which people called "good" and "right"? Where
did they lead one? Malicious shadows! What was
his reward? For the rest of his life he was to be
the custodian of a rancorous mad woman. His orly
release was death, his death or hers, and these neu-
rasthenics live forever. His own? The only thing
to his credit at this moment was that he pushed aside
the thought of self-destruction. He was down in the
ring, only semi-conscious, and he heard the referee

• Lawrence Hope.

.iif-:'«»:'!?*jtwr"'-^5e!^-'%i^'*-
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counting the fatal seconds, but he had the instinct

of the fighter and he knew that Ixjfore ten was called

he would try to get up. His land and his people!

They were calling to him, in many voices, many
ways. Never had they called to him as now. And
it was too late. All that was past. Wah-na-gi
called to him. Oh, she called to him. Again he saw
her as he looked back to get a last glimpse of the Red
Butte Ranch, standing outlined against the eternal

sky, standing on the eternal rock that marked the

lonely grave. How simple and elemental she seemed
to him sitting in the roar and smash of this huge fac-

tory where they were turning out lives b/ machinery!
She called to him, to all that was best in him. Her
soul, how clear and clean it was, like a mountain
stream. Yes, he was glad he had not soiled it.

Yes, he must live up to her faith in him. Perhaps
there was another life, another world, where all these

crooked things were made straight. He took paper
and pen and wrote briefly and simply:

Wah-na-gi :

I cannot come back. Don't wait for me. Don't expect me.
I can't ask you to forget me, because I love you, never so much
as now when I am saying good-by. Hal.

He could only see dimly the address as he wrote it.

Then he held it before him and whispered :
"

' I hear
the pulse of her secret soul!'"

"I beg your lordship's pardon "

" Lordship ? Lordship ? " Who was that ? And
who was speaking ? He was out in the shadow of the

>«>*?5uS!at5»«» tjh- \ ^iiii m II'
I Hi' ii'*>n*fg»j«r*i ' :'ni»SK!^r« «i?^r. ,«
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Moquitch. Ah, no, he was in London, in his father's

house.

"Come in, Andrews; what is it?"

It was his father's butler, a slender little old man,
with a deferential face and a refined cultivated voice

like the gentle-folk with whom he had always lived.

Even Andrews felt that there was something unusual
in the air.

"I hope I'm not intruding on your lordship."

"Not at all, Andrews."

"Is there anything I can do for you before you
retire?"

"No; put out the lights and go to bed. Oh, and
mail this letter for me, please."

He and the letter were a long time in parting. He
looked at it, passed it from one hand to the other,

held it out in view for a moment, then entrusted it to

Andrews, his eye following it in the butler's hand and
his body straining across the table as if he would go
after it and bring it back. As the old man got over

to the electric switch he turned and, with old-world

deference, said: "Will your lordship permit me to

say how glad your father's old servants are to see you
at home once more, and we hope you are home to

stay.'*

Hal caught his breath. The judge was putting on
the black cap.

"Home to stay?—Yes, thank you, Andrews; thank
you. Good night."

"Good night, my lord."

And the representative of that which was and

iiril
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would be turned out the lights, and left him to him-
self, left him in the shadows of the big room.
As soon as the door closed Ixhind the form of

Andrews, Hal clutched at his collar, tore it open,
threw of! his coat, rushed to the windows that formed
one side of the room, threw them open, and stood

for a moment with his breast and face bared to the

sluggish, clammy breeze that was struggling with the
burden of the fog. It was the act of a man used to

the open.

The light from the street lamp outside struggled

feebly through the precious stones that glowed in the

windows on the stair. The fire light crept out timidly

into the room with a sinister glint. Hal found his

way back to the chair before the library table, and
fell into it. The light from the jewelled lamp on the
table threw a white nimbus about his face that made
him look eerie and spectral, like a ghost that had
stolen out of the night and the fog.

" Home to stay
!

" he gasped. '* To stay
!

"

Unknown to him, another apparition evolved from
the gloom of the stairs, floated in soft lacy clouds
down into the room, stood for a moment looking off

into the hall where Lord Yester had disappeared,
then drifted noiselessly down and stood beside him.
It was Edith.

"Well, he has gone," she said softly. "You have
sent him away. You have locked the door and
thrown away the key, and now we have the rest of
our awful lives to spend with each other."

He did not move or seem to hear, and she slid

-•^r 'A >'*7W^r\



'Hj

Hi.'
o

»

-}!

•I'

wr^
'

.;B>' ij

I!1

i

-- ^ tJ*
I^^^Sivn

'

i

^^^^Hnv^
yB^™*^

3M THE SILENT CALL

serpcnt-like onto the table, and brought her mocking

face close to his.

"We shall have many, many glorious years to look

forward to, each day of each year a crucifixion. We

shall hate each other over our coffee; we shall loathe

each other over the l-incheon; we shall despise each

other through the long, long dinner. With murder

in our thoughts and the itch to strangle each other

in our fingers, we'll have to be polite and even affec-

tionate," and she chuckled softly as she crossed to

the fire, in whose red glow she looked like a satanic

I^amia.

"From now on I shall take an active interest m
what interests you and I shall have the satisfaction

of knowing that I poison every minute of your life.

It's a glorious prospect, isn't it ? When I think that

for a cheap bit of sentimental rubbish you ruined our

lives, your own as well as mine, it seems like a joke—

a huge, ghastly, ferocious joke. Why don't you

laugh? Why don't you laugh? Why don't you

laugh?" and she gave way to a burst of demoniac

cachinnation as she threw herself into the big chair

before the fire.

He did not reply or look at her or turn toward her,

but kept his gaze fixed on that solemn rock so many

thousand miles away. When she had exhausted her-

self, he said softly to himself: "Wah-na-gi! John

McCloud! I've kept my promise. My heart is

empty, but my hands are clean!"

And so they sat as far apart as two worlds in space

until the morning of another day.
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Before leaving New York Hal had arranged for
a Ijank account upon which Big Bill was at liberty to
call, but otherwise the folks at Red Butte were left

to themselves. With the boy had gone the life of the
ranch. After him a cold torpor settled down and
took possession. Routine ruled supreme. Twice a
week Curley rode over to the Agency, the nearest
post-office. His return was an event, not on account
of anything that ever happened or followed from it,

but because of what might happen. Some one might
get a letter. Occasionally this unique experience
happened to John McCloud who had a married
sister living in Washington with whom he corre-
sponded. Except the preacher, no one at the ranch
was much of a correspondent. Hal was not a letter-
writer. In fact, the writing of a letter assumed huge,
formidable, and forbidding proportions. Outside the
necessary business matters, the letters he had written
in his life could have been counted on two hands.
The newspapers were always old. By the time they
knew any event at the ranch the worid without had
forgotten it or was preparing to forget it. In winter
the worid without at times disappeared altogether.
One day something happened. Curley rode in with
a ,ctter for Wah-na-gi. Every one on the ranch knew
tlmt an important thing had happened, that Wah-

315
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na-gi had received a letter, that It was from London,

ami consetiuently froi. Ila!. No one said a word

al)out it; no one asked her in regard to it. She did

not read it until it was night and she was al«)ne in

the living nwm. Then she went U) a chest of drawers

up under the window, took from them the tiny pair

of moccasins which had now become her " medicine,"

her "sacred bundle," as the Indians call their treas-

ures, their good-luck symlwls, brought them down,

and sank on her knees before the blazing logs in the

big fireplace.

The reading of the letter was a solemn and formal

function. She did not tear it open with feverish

curiosity. She put it down Ixjfore her in order to

prepare her mind, to calm the beating of her heart.

The little moccasins had been a great comfort to

her. When she was troubled she went apart and

held them next her heart, and had a " long think," and

somehow she got the impression that at such times

Nat u-ritch and her son were near. The little shoes

had walked into her Holy of Holies, where she

dreamed the divine dream of women, and she saw

other tiny feet romp about in them, the little feet of

him who would call Hal father and call her mother.

Then she put down the sacred symbols and in the

angry glow of the fire read the bitter message which

came to her out of the London fog. There was no

mistaking its meaning, its tarewell. It slipi)ed from

her hands to the floor and in her despair she seized

iiis gill to her and held it to her heart as she had

done so often, but this time comfort came slowly;
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came not at all. It was the end. lie had said so;

..2'« siiid ^<kkI by. She did not for a moment dis

f)Ute its inevitablcncss or «|uestion his decision. She
remainec' hen' a lonj? time, l(X)kinK into the cnicl fire.

Then she rose and put the Iwiby shoes away, and this

time she knew what the mother feels who ^'uthi • > up
the ( lothes and playthings her darling will never need
again. Then she came Iwck and ttxik up the letter

and read it once more. She would never need to read
it again. It was burnt into her brain. McCloud
came into the rrx)m and at a glance saw what had
hap[x;ned. He brought a chair near, sat down in it,

and put his hand on her head with a caress.

"Wah-na-gi, my dear little girl," he said after a
long pause; "I wish I could bear this for you.
You've been a teacher. Try to think of God as a
teacher. This life is a plane of consciousness, a
kindergarten plane, the primary class, and we may
miss no step in the progress to a larger plane, a higher
plane, in the search to know God, whom to know is

life and peace. This will mean nothing to you now,
but perhaps it will when you can see beyond your own
tears, and can take up your lesson again. You know
what the love of a teacher is; add to that the love of
a father, the love of a mother, and know they are only
symbols of ^hat love which is divine."

Wah-na-gi did not answer, but she hastily picked
up her letter and her life and passed out of the room,
'nd routine resumed its normal sway.

Fortursately for her, she was the busiest person on
the ranch, for she had the care of the house and of



3i8 THE SILENT CALL

H J 1

'f

. ! 1 ! -

t

i

HM'^!

1
I

; i

- I

John McCloud. In the death vaUey these two found

each other. They began to see each other face to

face, to know and understand, and a great love took

them by the hand and walked with them m holy

peace. Each was metaph>'sical; each had been

denied what seemed the one supreme need
;
each had

been through the waters of affliction ; each seemed to

be God's compensation to the other. The lonely

man who had missed the love of children found a

child; the lonely child found a * ther whose love,

supreme, benignant, was like the love of God. And

so they walked in sad and solenm joy.

"Winter-man" came and went and had come

again. "Cold-maker" had ridden down out of the

North and a white shroud lay over all the mert

desolation.
i j •

Even in the busy summer it is a silent land, its

wide, vast muteness occasionally relieved by the

tumble of a cataract, the sob of a solemn nver, the

twitter of a lonesome bird, the barking of a dog, the

nightly plaint of the coyote, the sound of the voice

of some taciturn ranchman or some wandering cow-

boy. Sometimes the muffled monotony of the un-

tenanted wastes falls over the mind and the soul, and

men and women are monotony-mad. When the

cowboy goes to town he wants to ride up and down

through the streets making a noise, a noise other

people can hear, yapping and shooting ofif his revol-

ver. The summer has activities, the ranch, the

crops, the round-up, social amenities, many things

to interest and occupy the isolated. In the wLiter the
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bear and the snake go to sleep, and man hibernates

too, in the solemn hush that broods over the pulseless

world.

Winter was upon them before any one realized it,

and it came with an angry rush that boded no good.

The few books and magazines were soon exhausted.

The men looked after the stock, tried to keep in touch

with the cattle, made occasional excursions for deer,

and played cards, and then cards, and then some

more cards. It was a hard winter and its dull level

unbroken except for two events. One day McShay

came over with a wagon-load of supplies and brought

with him a stranger, a man he had picked up on the

trail and who was inquiring the way to Red Butte

Ranch. It was obvious to the Irishman that the

man was a woodsman and used to hardship. He

was clean-cut, wiry, seasoned, built for endurance,

but evIJently an outsider, not of the region. His

equipment was too complete, too up-to-date, and yet

he wasn't an amateur hunter or a tenderfoot. There

was something about him hard to describe unless you

call it cosmopolitan, and there was a quiet reserve

that covered powers of reflection, contemplation, the

dreamer or the student. He didn't fit in to any of

the conditions of the Indian country. As he volun-

teered little information on the way to the ranch, he

found McShay equally taciturn. When he reached

the ranch, however, the stranger did not leave them

long in doubt as to who he was and what he wanted.

"My name is Gififord—Walter Gifford," he volun-

teered as Mike started to introduce him to McCloud,
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"This is Doctor McCloud, isn't it? You're a

Princeton man—so am I. You studied at Bonn—so

did I. You see, I know all about you, and now I'm

glad to have the honor of knowing you personally."

He talked now very fast, as if he were in a huiTy.

"I've been out to look over the Moquitch Forest

Reserve and before I return to Washington I wanted

to see Mr. Calthorpe. I hope
"

As he looked from one to the other and divined

that his hope was vain, it was manifest that his disap-

pointment was very great.

"Hal has been gone for over a year," said the

clergyman.
" Yes," said Gifford

;

" we knew he went to London

about a year ago, but he isn't in London; hasn't been

there for some time, and no one knows just where he

is. I hoped I might find him here. Too bad—too

bad."

Gifford spoke with such earnestness as to almost

necessitate further explanation, but every one hesi-

tated to embarrass him with questions. Finally

McCloud said:

"Is there anything that we can do?"

Gifford looked from one to the other. McCloud

added: "You may speak freely. We are all his

friends here."

"Well, we depended on Calthorpe, on his testi-

mony, on his documents—the incriminating docu-

ments we supposed he had which came into his pos-

session while he was chief of police on the Agency—

and we were led to believe that he would be on hand

i I
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when he and they were needed. He failed us, sig-

nally failed us. It really is too bad."

McShay said: "Mr. Gifford tells me that Ladd is

back on his job with a coat of whitewash that would

make the driven snow look dissolute. You know I

think they ought to call that place Whitewashington."

"Agent Ladd? Back? Is it possible?" ejacu-

lated the clergyman in dismay.

" Maj'be they cooked it up," said McShay, "to pull

of! the investigation when the kid couldn't be present.

It's a disappointment to me in a way. I thought

when the boy put his hand to the plow he'd stay with

it until the plow fell apart. He promised to liave

Ladd's scalp, and he's Injin. Something's wrong.

The boy ain't a quitter. You can stake your life on

that. Did you notify him?"

"We wrote to him again and again, first to his

London address, then here."

"We have always forwarded all mail that came

here for him," said the preacher.

"Then we found that he was not in London, that

he and his wife had gone away, without leaving an

address, to South America or Africa, no one knew

where, but supposedly on a hunting expedition. We
expected him in Washington on his way to London;

but he didn't turn up."

"Anyway," groaned McShay," Ladd got away with

it and is back with the bells."

"Ladd personally is a small matter. Individually

he doesn't count," said Gifford earnestly; "but it was

a chance, a fine chance, to drag these big malefactors

'^7!i^'^'m*M^'^^''mm^^!^^^^ xSA^.*.^
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into the light, make them come into the open, make
them show their rapacious hands. Ladd's just a

common or garden criminal, but we thought we had

the chance to show his connection with the big

fellows, and their backers in the cabinet and in

congress. The trial of Ladd was a farce. Secretary

Walker is discredited. He will be forced out of the

cabinet. Whittaker of the Land Office will go in,

and the game will go on behind closed doors. Some-

thing is at stake, bigger than Ladd and his honesty;

bigger than even Walker and his reputation, and his

honor and his career; bigger than these asphalt

lands; bigger than the coal lands behind them,

enormous as they are ; bigger than you and me or our

immediate interests—the right of the people to pre-

serve the resources God has given them from spolia-

tion, to keep them for the public good instead of for

private gain."

It was evident that Mr. GiflFord was a man with a

purpose, an idea, and that he could glow with it.

"Say," said McShay, "you ain't the Gifford of the

Forest Service?"

"Yes; lam."
"Well, gosh-all-hemlocks, you're the most unpopu-

lar man in the world in these here parts."

"Of course we're unpopular. It'll be a sad day

for this country when no one is willing to be unpopu-

lar."

"Mr. GiflFord," said the cowman rising, 'I'd follow

your lead if I thought you'd arrive anywhere, but

you can't pull it oflf. I'm a practical man. These

W^ W
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fellers are practical men. They'll beat you to it every

time. You appeal to love of country, posterity; they

appeal to each man's self-interest, his immediate self-

interest. It's me first and then the country. That's

human nature. Look at my people. You'll get no

support from them. Wc discovered this asphalt. We
located it. You have it withdrawn from entry and

the Asphalt Trust helps you do it. When we're frozen

out and have surrendered, they'll have it restored

again. You hope to prevent that, but you won't do it.

They control power in congress and in the cabinet.

Whittaker belongs to 'em. We won't get the lands,

but we'll force them to buy us out. When the gold

mines in the Black Hills were thrown open to entry,

the Supreme Court held that the original locators

had priority rights, and that's a precedent that will

cover our case. You have a noble idea, Mr. Gifford,

but what the plain American citizen wants to know

is: 'Where do I come in?' He'd rather have two

dollars and a half in cash than one thousand dollars

for posterity."

Mike is right," said the preacher, "as to his

constituency. Your splendid purpose, Mr. Gifford,

would get Wah-na-gi's vote and mine, and Hal's, if

he were here."

"If he were here," repeated the forester wistfully.

"If he were here," but he let the subject drop and

shortly after McShay said good-night and took him-

self to Big Bill's quarters.

When he was gone Gifford said, drawing in to the

comfort of the fire:

'^k:w fi&lBK3K£^rMll If^^'4^
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"Doctor McCloud, I'm glad we are alone; Mc-
Shay is not for us."

"You mustn't get a false impression of Mike, Mr.
Gifford. He's not a man of imagination or a large

horizon, but within his limitations, which are the

limitations of most men, he is true and big. You
know where he stands. I'd trust him with everything

but my soul." The other bowed to this and did not

contest it.

"I'm going to be very frank with you, Doctor; and
I hope you will be as frank with me. At the super-

ficial investigation of Mr. Ladd certain expressions

came out that mdicated that his backers were in

possession of certain of our letters directed to Cal-

thorpe. You know him intimately. Would Mr.
Calthorpe ignore these appeals completely, if he

received them?"
"I think not. I can conceive of no reason why

he should not answer your letters and either promise

to come or say why he could not come. Do you think

any of your appeals reached him before he left

London?"
"I am sure of it. You say he would not ignore

these appeals if he received them. If he did not

receive them, who that was near him would have a

motive for tampering with his mail or his corre-

spondence? Who in his household would be ap-

proachable? "Who would want to injure him or

us ? Or would act from motives of hate or revenge ?

"I need not tell you that our opponents would

stop at nothing to side-track Calthorpe or get pos-

x^m.-^F^i^^iT^mm
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session of his papers. You know the old saying-

find the woman. Well, in this case it leads nowhere.

There are only two women in his life apparently

—

this Indian girl here
"

"She knows no more of him at this moment than

you do."

"And his wife."

"It is preposterous," said McCloud ''to think of

his wife in connection with a criminal act, and one

in which she could have no conceivable interest. As

a matter of fact, I have reason to believe that though

they once had an estrangement
"

"Ah, there had been trouble between them?"

"A temporary drawing apart apparently, but, as

I was saying, I have reason to believe, to know in

fact, that they have become reconciled, and been

reunited. Their going away together is proof posi-

tive of that."

"It's very mysterious, isn't it?" said Gifford.

"His papers? Did he take them with him or leave

them here?"

"He went away very hurriedly, taking with him

nothing, so far as I know, except some of his clothes.

He left some papers and documents, not many, which

I put carefully in a marked envelope, to await his

instructions."

"And of course you know nothing of the contents

of those documents?"

"Absolutely nothing. I know he offered to return

the certificates of stock to the asphalt company, but

they ignored his letter."

yTwmEW±-jMm.i^£^^^^^^FW^i^^.5^mi^:s§
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"I needn't warn you, Doctor, to take good care

of those papers."

**No one here would think cf disturbing them any
more than I would. If I should die before they

are called for by Hal, 1 have written instructions on
the outside of the envelope to have them sent to my
sister in Washington, who will hold them until she
can put them in possession of the owner."

"Doctor McCloud, we must find Calthorpe and
he must come to America and get into this fight.

He owes it to himself. He owes it to Secretary

Walker who took up his fight in reliance upon him
and whose future is at stake. We have reserved the
right to reopen the Ladd case and we have six months
in which to do it. Back of all this, back of Walker
and Calthorpe, is a big cause which will be set back
twenty-five years if we fail. Possibly we can't

prove anything against Whittaker, anything illegal,

but we can drag these interests into the open and
save the resources of the people for the people. If

you will write him a personal letter, telling him the
facts, asking for instructions, and have it signed also

by this Indian woman, I will take it away with me in

the morning and eventually put it into the care of a
messenger who will have instructions to find Cal-
thorpe, wherever he is in the world, and put that letter

into his individual hand. Will you do it ?"

H



CHAPTER XXII

All London knew that the "affair" between

Viscountess Effington and Lord Yester was at an end.

People in Society are very busy; they work very

hard, but they always have time to devote to each

other's interests, and they bring to bear on these

matters their best abilities, frequently of a high order.

If the ingenuity, the penetration, the powers of

analysis and deduction focussed upon why Mrs.

Smith is not now speaking to Mrs. Jones, or the exact

thermometric relations of Mr. White to Mr. Black

and Mr. Black's interesting wife, could be concen-

trated upon, say the subject of unemployment, the

world would go forward by leaps and bounds.

The interesting and accomplished thief is fre-

quently told that if he would keep his splendid gifts

within legal bounds he would be the same ornament

to Society that we are, but this artist has no taste for

our dull levels. The noble river refuses to flow in

straight lines and at an average depth. It loves the

rapids, and the falls, and the crooked way. So

probably Society will go on with its minute micro-

scopic study of itself.

Edith, Viscountess Effington, began to think

socially at a very early age, and ever since she had

come to years of indiscretion the one aim and object

of all life, all hope and endeavor, had been the Court

3*7
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Set. Many people pass through life almost igno-

rant that there is such a thing, but it is of no use

to say to one who cannot breathe at an elevation

of ten thousana feet: "I am breathing very com-

fortably."

While we arc pleasantly exhilarated the other is

bleeding to death. Edith had seen the ambition of

her life possible of realization as the Duches of

Uxminster. Every phase of her struggle to this end

was familiar to her friends, and every one knew that

it now rested in a fashionable Lx)ndon cemetery,

where "Here Lies," etc., could be read by any one

in the street who would stop long enough to give it a

curious glance. This made London somewhat diflfi-

cult. It furnished her heaven with some of the

characteristics of a warmer place. To know that

your grief and despair have furnished amusement to

your friends, that your thwarted ambition has given

them a keen sense of enjoyment; to hear some one

throw tht switch when you enter a drawing-room,

to feel the embarrassed silence, and to know that a

damask curtain has been hastily thrown over the

remains of your inmost soul under the knives of

skilful surgeons who have left no organ unexamined,

is an ordeal for the bravest man or woman. Edith

tried it. She went everywhere, just as she had done

Ixifore. She tried to act and look as if nothing had

happened. She made a brave show, but she had

climbed in a ruthless way and she was finding out

that those who live by the sword shall perish by it.

She came to know that she had not only not gained
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ground, but had lost it. Her world had seen her

play her cards, knew what she had in her hand, and
had already decide<l that she was inevitable as the

Duchess, and it adjusted its tleportment accortlingly.

When they found that she had played and lost, they

did not know exactly how or why, they felt the resent-

ment of those who have been cruellv deceived, who
have paid something for nothing, or kowtowed to the

wrong person, and the gratification of social resent-

ments is a fine art. To a woman of her pride, perti-

nacity, and ambition this was maddening. She came
back from teas, at-homes, week-ends quivering,

lacerated, and of course her habits did not improve.

Every nerve screamed for rest, for quiet, for forget-

fulness, and she drank more and more and more, and
then sought relief in the oblivion of the masterdrug.

She had always been an accomplished gambler in the

usual social sense, but now it became a passion, an

obsession, and she played for stakes that increased

rapidly and dangerously, stakes she could not afford

to lose. It was the one S(x:ial diversion that helped

her to forget. Her passion for play was leading her

into questionable associations, into intimacy with

shady people, people she would not have wiped her

dainty !xx)ts on before. She had used people as

steps. They were now using her to walk on, and it

was likely to be a muddy prot ess.

There was an old-fashioned prehistoric assump-
tion that the basis of social intercourse was similarity

of tastes, the interchancre of intellertual or sniritual

ideas; but when Society becomes an adjunct to poli-
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tics, business, or when it becomes a formal profession,

a vocation, then some strange things hapjwn.

Things very surprising to herself were now hap-

pening to E(iith. To her own huge disgust and dis-

may, she found herself one week-end a guest at the

beautiful country-place of Solly VVirtheimer, a South

African burglar-perron, who was trying to jimmy his

way into the polite world. Without any more inter-

est in the horse than in the Mithraic mythology he

owned a racing stable, and he was trying hard to lor«

enough money to the proper persons to enable him to

associate with them. It really was hard work. He

almost had to push it over to them. Edith naturally

felt that nothing short of winning a pot of money

would compensate her for ?he degradation of oemg

one of Solly's house party. At the usual game of

bridge, however, she lost persistently. Her game

was degenerating or Solly's guests were espcnally

clever or lucky. Eventually she became frightened

at her losses. Her genial host offered to lend her any

amount she required. She chose rather to accept the

offer of her own partner, a friendly young Amencan

|K-rson, whom she met here for the first time and about

whom she knew nothing. This loan naturally led

to further acquaintance. It is a way with loans.

They either lead to intimacy or estrangement. In

the course of London activities her own fortune had

been pretty well dissipated, and she had been more

than ordinarily reckless because the future had

seemed so well assured and the estates of Uxminster

seemed to guarantee one against misfortune !
Instead

:K.i
I
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of bridge Iwinp; a pastime, it must Ix? confesseci that a

great many of the most refmctl |)coplc play it U> win.

Every smart house in I^mdoii is a casino, and me
must play well, or Iw very lucky, or have lots of money
to Jose In the course of bridge Kdith found herself

a^ -i'^ ' need of a loan, and the friendly young
,\nH 'I ., » person seemed the most available resource.

\ . American persons have st) much and arc

fto delightfully careless with it. This was

,
'd over a luncheon a» The Savoy grill rtwm.

luncheon the "American person" induced tae

\ I
« 'intcss to talk of her husljand. She took small

jjdin^ to conceal her animosity. The upshot of this

interview was that she achieved a remunerative occu-

[mtion that promised an assured income and enable<l

her to gratify her supreme hate. The combination

was delightful. It was understood that she was to

give the American person a perusal of all Mai's

papers and letters that were available, that she would
exercise a supervision of all his future correspondence,

and that she would induce him to leave London ; thnt

she would 'ecp him out of the way and inaccessible

tx) long as .t suited the purposes of the younp Amer-
ican persoi. ami his friends. This latter stipulation

was the only part of the bargain that made her hesi-

tate. She took this under advisement. One day
shortly after this interview she was having her break
fast and, happening to look at the clock, she sav/ that

it was six p. M., and after break .'..,t, when her mind
was fairly dear, she looked into the mirror. She
was frightened, 'horoughly frightened. Her beauty
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had been her armor, her weapon, her resource, her

salvation. She had always suffered. The aches, the

pains, the discomfort of ill-health she could endure

so long as she kept her personal appearance. Now,

in the depths of the mirror, she saw walking toward

her a faded, broken woman, with something in the

background, something cold, inevitable, horrible, hov-

ering near. Sir George had advised her to travel,

to get away from London. London at the moment

was difficult. She was under a small temporary

cloud. It was very smart to go to the ends of the

world in search of sport. Hal had urged it on that

terrible night. He had not mentioned it since, be-

cause he had learned to conceal his desires. That

he wanted to do anything, go anywhere, was sufficient

to arouse her vivid opposition, and she was ingenious

in making that opposition as painful as possible.

He had resort therefore to the trick of advocating the

exact opposite of his intent, but she was very cunning

in seeing through such subterfuge. She saw, too,

in their peregrinations enlarged opportunities of

thwarting him. So to his intense amazement she

announced her intention of giving up her own pleas-

ures to gratify him, her willingness to go out, "the

world forgetting, by the world forgot." He con-

cluded that she had become frightened about her

health. His own position was deplorable. The at-

mosphere of the clubs where he would care to go was

cold and clammy. The clubs w^ere he would have

been welcomed disgusted him. At home he wore

the armor of silence and impassivity, to keep from
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being stung to death. Abroad he wandered here,

he wandered there, without pleasure or purpose. At
night he frequented the music-halls, bored, with a
sneer on his lip for the bald common vulgarity of it

all—the brazen women, the vicious youngsters, and
the feeble slimy old men. He went to the sporting

events, the races. He never missed the Sporting

Club, and got some diversion from seeing one gladia-

tor beat another into a bloody pulp. He was drink-

ing again, and gambling too. He didn't have to look

into a mirror to see the end of it all. At the sug-

gestion that they go into the wilderness the rubber

mask dropped from his face and he smiled. Dormant
energy awoke in him. He suggested India. India

suited the young American person too, and so it was
agreed that they would go after the pigmy hog in

Nepal id Sikkim, the cat-bear {/Elurus), wild sheep

and goats, and the musk-deer in the precipices of the

Himalayas. It was the boy's salvation. It gave him
something to think of, plan for, and at least he had
the joys of imagination and anticipation all the long

way to India. Of hunting he got precious little; of

game almost none at all. Edith had no taste for

hardship or even discomfort, and she was possessed

with a Satanic restlessness and capriciousness. No
sooner ha. J they determined on one course than she

changed it. They were lucky to reach any destina-

tion before her whim veered. He had not the strength

or the patience to fight these moods. It was easier

to let her have her way. And so they drifted, drifted

from day to day, from place to place, her preference
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always being for the cities where racing and other

forms of gambling offered some diversion.

The cities brought them in contact with the mili-

tary class, with its painful and odious memories.

She wouldn't go into the forests or the mountains

with him, and she wouldn't let him go alone. So

drifting here and there up and down over the earth

like two lost souls, they found themselves one day at

Hardwar, near the head-waters of the sacred Ganges,

and Hal felt the call of the mountain, and determined

to go into the Kedamath region for game, but, game

or no game, he felt that he must get away, go into

the solitudes and have a "long think." He had

endured the caprices, the nagging, the ingenious

cruelties of her deviltry as long as it was possible.

He knew she would not follow him, at least not far.

She returned to Hardwar, as he knew she would,

before he reached the waters of the Bhaghirati, where

they camped for the night.

After the evening meal, as they were gathered

about the camp-fire—the guides, interpreter, the car-

riers—out of the shadows of the night, into the fit-

ful gleam of the flames, walked a religious mendicant,

a holy man. Almost naked, oblivious to the intense

cold, with the abstraction of the devotee, he stood in

proud humility. If he came to beg for food, his pur-

pose was at once absorbed, merged in a rhapsodical

fervor. From the perfunctory murmur of what might

have been a benediction or a prayer, his voice rose

to a penetrating and commanding pitch, reached an

intense climax, and then he went out again into the
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night as he had come. What he said produced a

profound impression on his hearers.

Hal was conscious of being moved, thrilled, awed
by it, though he had no notion of its meaning. A
profound silence followed the disappearance of the

fakir, a silence that finally became unbearable. Hal
somehow dreaded to ask what the old man had said,

but finally he started to discuss the plans for the

ensuing day. The interpreter shook his head. On
the following day they would go back, he informed

the sahib. Go back? What for? They had scarcely

started. Then it was explained to him that it would
be unsafe, unwise, to go on in face of the warning they

had received. This was most annoying. Hal indig-

nantly protested against having his plans upset by
the wild words of a crazy old man. He would go on.

He was informed that in that event he would go
alone. The natives would go no further. He fumed,

raged, but saw that it was to no purpose. They
would return on the morrow. Again he must submit.

There was no other way. When all the others had
retired he askeJ the interpreter what the holy man
had said. He was informed that the devout man
had suddenly become conscious of the presence of a
stranger, for whom he brought a message. The
voices of destiny cried to him to flee from the East

;

to go back, to retrace his steps, to find his life where
he had lost it, in the far-away where the sun sets in the

West. Was that all? No. The written word was
following him about the world, running toward him;
he must turn back to meet it. That was not all.

P
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It was difficult to get the interpreter to complete it.

Under pressure he admitted that the wise and holy

one had seen a serpent coiled about him, slowly

crushing, strangling his soul; that he had disap-

peared into the night, crying to him: "Escape,

escape, escape!"

The following day, on the way back to Hardwar,

as they halted for the noonday meal, a native joined

them and attached himself to their party without

attracting the attention of the sahib who was silent,

abstracted, despondent. That night as they camped

again the native, having in various ways established

to his own satisfaction the identity of the European

gentleman, handed him an envelope containing two

letters, one from John McCloud and Wah-na-gi, and

the other from Walter Gififord. The native was

attached to the Indian secret police. That night the

sahib had a " long think." When he reached Hard-

war the following night he found Edith sunk in a

complete stupor. Over the writing-table were scat-

tered letters. In looking for his own it was inevitable

that he should see complete evidence of the extent to

which he had been the victim of her malice. That

night he wrote to John McCloud to forward his papers

by registered mail to the care of Secretary Walker

at Washington. He wrote to Gifford saying that he

would be in Washington at the earliest possible

moment, and he left a note for Edith advising her to

return to London, where he promised to meet her

on his return from America.

Mi
r

.



CHAPTER XXIII

I

Down from the summit* of the Moquitch had

swept "Winter-man" with legions upon legions of

white cavalry and overrun the iajaad. Trails, roads,

trees, rocks, landmarks, fences, rivers, disappeared.

Cabins and stables had to be unsnowed. Man's

boasted dominion reached from the cabin to the

stable and back again. The throbbing, suffering

earth had gone to sleep, to dream under a white

silence.

John McCloud was dying and God had said to the

world, " Peace ! Be still
!

" In the crowded haunts of

men brooding sorrow does not sit down by the fire-

side, and siay. Even sorrow is hustled and bustled

about. The butcher and baker are at the kitchen

door. The telephone-bell rings. The postman brings

the claims of church, hospital, school, town, county,

or State. Friends put books, pictures in our hands,

close the shutters, take us away, lead us where music

soothes, or into strange lands, or into the playhouse

where the tragedy of imaginary sins and sufferings

forces us for the blessed moment to forget our own.

Life, multitudinous life, goes on and sweeps us with

it. In the desert sorrow sits by the fire, comes to

the table, lies down beside one in the terrible night.

There is no other voice except the voice of God.

Wah-na-gi and John McCloud had each a noble gift

337

M



338 THE SILENT CALL

:!t^

if f

I

'

f ;

, m, I

I

•"if

^ij=i

for loving, a gift that had been narrowed down almost

to the other. Silence, solitude, and suffering had

put the eternal sign and seal upon their love. Out of

the wreck of their lives this seemed to be all. It

made them very tender, very thoughtful, very con-

siderate of each other. She took elaborate pains

that he should not see her anxiety, her terror, her

fierce protest against the cruelty of it. She tried

very hard to surround the invalid with an atmosphere

of comfort, hope, and courage. At times the pretence

wore a very thin disguise, and he tried so hard not to

let her see him suffer, not to tax her strength, not to

shadow her young life with incurable sorrow. Each

made a brave show of a cheerfuhiess neither felt.

Each was very sensitive of the smallest change in

the simple elements that made up their lives. Each

seized upon the smallest sign of encouragement to

hand to the other, and each turned away from the

grim truth. The tide ebbed and flowed, but on the

morning and evening of each day both could take the

measure of his drift out to the eternal sea, the measure

of their parting.

All that care, ever watchful; all that prayer, silent

and spoken; all that love could do to hold him back

had been done, and the tide kept on its inevitable

way.

As the certain separation came closer and closer

each clung to the other with desperate tenderness.

Oh, if the cruel snows would go, and the warm sun

would come, and the flowers, and the gentle spring,

and give this brave, battling soul a chance! Fmally
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she sent word to McShay to come. She felt that she

must have help, help to face this, to do what was to be

done, to meet what was to come, if nothing could be

done. She cried out for help, and McShay was a

strong man, the strongest man she knew, and he

loved John McCloud too. He would come. Mike

came, came knowing he could do nothing, but glad

to come
;
glad to bring his silent offering. He came

when he could, and with him came a storm that raged

with unabated fury and made his return impossible;

a storm that cut them oflf completely from the world,

that bk)tted out the sky, that swept the great white

plains, caught up the snow in angry swirls, throwing

it into vast drifts, tearing it up again and tossing it

back against the falling heavens, the turbulent air

filled with blinding, stinging, suffocating flakes, while

through it all the wind moaned and shrieked and

called for victims.

"Beats all," said McShay. "Never will let up, I

reckon. Ain't seen a storm like this since I kin

remember."

He was sitting on a three-legged stool by the chim-

ney in the living-room of the cabin of the Red Butte

Ranch, smoking his pipe. The remark was ad-

dressed more to himself than to Wah-na-gi, who sat

beside a couch covered with skins and Navajo blank-

ets, which had been drawn down into the glow of

the roaring fire. The light from a bracket il lamp

swung from the ceiling fell over her and the pale face

resting against the black bear skin, and showed her

holding the ghostly hand of all that was left of John
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McCloud. He was sleeping fitfuUy, painfully. The

windows on each side of the storm-door in the back

were shivering in their sockets. The cabin nestled

close to the ground or the wild wind would have torn

it loose. As it was, it trembled as the wind caught it

in its teeth, shook it fiercely, and dropped it howling

with impotent fury. As the storm-door opened va-

grant hurrying flakes danced into the room and died

an instant death in the glow of the great fire. With

them Big Bill entered and shook the snow from his

cap and clothes, and beat his big hands to get the

blood flowing in them.

•'Well, Bill, any news?" asked McShay quietly.

••Yes, Rough'house Joe's got in, but he's in awful

bad shape, frost-bitten, starving; never will git over

it, I guess."

•'And the supplies? What about the supplies?"

••Lost!"

••Ix)st ?" and Mike indulged in a low, long whistle.

••Snowslide comin' through Dead Man's Canyon.

As far as he knows, Joe's the only one of the party

left."

"Gee, that's tough, ain't it?" said McShay quietly.

•'The stuff you brought in. Mike, is gone, and

we're up against it." Bill referred to the former

visit of McShay's in which he had brought a wagon-

load of supplies.

"We got to git in touch with somewhere or starve."

Both men realized that help from without was

unlikely as no one would know of their necessities.

It would be natural to supjKJse that the supplies lost

m



THE SILENT CALL 341

it

in Dead Man's Canyon had reached their destina-

tion. The situation was serious.

Bill got a stool and came down and sat on the other

side of the firepbce and they smoked in silence for

some time. Finally Mike said

:

"No one will try to break through to us."

•'Some of us got to git through to them," said Bill.

"That's about the si.re of it."

"I've only been waitin' for the stoim to let up a

bit," said the Irishman.
" Gosh, it may keep this up for a month of Sundays.

No use waitin' any longer. I think it's a dyin' down

some. I'm fer a try at it."

"You?" said Mike with incredulity. "Git out.

That's my job. You with your rheumatiz? You

ain't any longer young, Bill. Better leave it to me."

Both Bill and McShay had reached the age when

it is impossible to take advice. Each went about his

preparations while the argument continued.

" You can go if you like," Bill suggested ;
" but I'm

agoin'."

"Ain't you old fellers vain?" protested Mike.

"You'll only be a nuisance to mc. Better stay."

"Old fellers, eh? Say, you needn't be afraid. If

I can't pull you through I won't run away from you.

I'll bring you back."

"What is it, Bill?" asked Wah-na-gi, looking up

and seeing their elalx)nitc {)reparations.

"Well, we're clean out o' gnib, Wah-na-gi, and

some one's got to git through to Calamity or the

fort or the Agency."
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"Oh, Bill," she said; "couldn't you bring back

a doctor for him?"

Bill and McShay exchanged looks and the latter

bent over the clergyman and listened to his breathing

for a second, and then he said very gently to her:

••
It wouldn't be no use, Wah-na-gi. He's pretty

nearly over the Divide, I guess. You won't be afraid

to be left here alone, will you?"

"Oh, no," she answered simply.

Afraid of what ? There was nothing to be afraid

of, except this grim spectre which sat on the other

side of the couch and held the other hand of her

foster-father.

"He may pass out to-night," said McShay, follow-

ing her gaze.
" Don't see how he can play the game much longer.

Gee, he's made a game fight ! He was just lent to us,

I guess, just to show us what a real man was like;

a man who was on the level and wasn't lookin' for

the best of it. In my experience I've seen men

handled; I've handled 'em myself, and you can ap-

peal to every feller's fear or his lust or his cupidity,

and that about lets 'em out. I've always thought

this Move-one-another' thing, this ' tum-the-other

cheek' game, this ' bear-ye-one-another's-burden

'

racket was a beautiful fairy tale, a good thing for

little l)oys nnd old women, but say, he makes it good.

John, here, makes you believe in it. A life like his

puts it upto you, the Christ story, and says: 'Say, what

al)out it
? '" Wah-na-gi was weeping. The preacher

was asleep, so she could have the relief of tears.
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"Don't you cry, little woman," said, Mike trying to

console her. "He's had a tough job here. It can't

be as hard for him farther on. Would you want to

keep him here knowin' what he suffers
?"

Ah, that's a hard question to ask. It's only an-

swered by another, and not answered then.

"Don't your arm git tirctl holdin' it that-a'-way

hour after hour?" said the Irishman, trying to divert

her.

"Me sleeps better that way," was all she said.

"Beats all," said Mike with undisguised admira-

tion. " He clings to the Almighty with one hand, and

a little Injin woman with the other. Suppose there's

Injin angels, Bill?"

"Looks that-a'-way, don't it? "replied the foreman.

"It's a sure thing there's <wf."

Bill had always kept a small supply of liquor on

the ranch, hidden away with supreme cunning.

Where or what his private cellar was no one ever

knew, but on state occasions and in emergency Bill

could be depended on to produce. The law of supply

having been completely suspended, the private cellar

had been reduced to a bottle containing perhaps one

and a half drinks of whiskey and another containing

perhaps a third of a bottle of brandy. The brandy

he now divided carefully into three parts. One flask

he handed to McShay, the other he put in the inside

of his own storm-coat, and the rest he poured into a

cup which he held out to Wah-na-gi.

"What is it, Bill?" she asked.

"It's fer him," he said, nodding toward the invalid.
i 11
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Wah-na-gi had to move to take the cup and, though

she disengaged her hand ever so gently, the dn |ng

man felt the anchor drag, and he woke with a httle

"Well, boys," he said with a faint smile, seeing the

two men over him; "what is it?"

-Just tellin' Wah-na-gi to make you take a little

of this if you should feel faint in the night," said Bill.

"I've reformed. Bill. I'm not drinking now,

said the sick man with a quizzical look playing about

his eyes, tenuous and vapory. "I won't need it.

Thank you just the same."
. ^ , , , a

The noble voice was gone, the voice he had playea

upon with all the skill of a great musician, the voice

that had swayed multitudes. He spoke with effort

in a husky whisper.

"Bill and I are going to try to git through to

Calamity or the fort. Parson," said McShay.

"In this storm ?" asked the sick man.

"Oh, Bill and I don't mind a little thing like a

^
^''And the wind has died down a whole lot," added

Bill cheerfully.

"May God go with you," said the clergyman, rais-

ing himself upon the couch. 'Til say good-by to

you before you go." u,rp„.„,.

"Oh, shucks," laughed Mike uneasily. Tamt

good-by, Parson. We're a-comin' back."

"But I won't be here, Mike."

Each one knew what McClcud meant, and each

one tried to look as if he didn't. Wah-na-gi, seeing

u >

'
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that he wanted to sit .ip, had put a pillow under his

shoulders, and now he stretched out an emaciattjd

hand, to the two big brawny men, and his eyes looktd
from one to the other with admiration.

"You are two fine, brave, splendid men. I'm
proud to have known you, to have called you my
friends."

The lines about Bill's mouth twitched and all he
could say was, "Same here. Parson," and he walked
away to the fire.

Wah-na-gi had gone to the window, as if to look out

at the storm, but really to hide her tears. McShay
glanced at her and Bill furtively, then he sat down on
the stool, and bent down over the sick man and spoke
for his ear alone: "And say. Parson, just before comin'

over this time, I—I—sold out my liquor business.

Thought maybe it would please you, and somehow
couldn't think of anything else that would."

A smile spread over the wan face.

"Oh, thank you, Mike. Thank you. Perhaps I

haven't lived in vain."

"Anything we kin do fer you while we're gone?"
asked Bill, not turning, but gazing deep into the fire.

"Any letters, or telegrams, or messages you want to

trust us with?"

"No, Bill, thank you. There is just one thing

troubles me, and only one—this dear child." He
nodded his head in the direction of the window where
she was standing weeping. "She's made such a
noble fight, against such frightful odds, she mustn't

go back; she mustn't be allowed to give up or be

!
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She must be
forced into the old environment.

"^-^y Parson, rest your mind easy about that," said

Mik^cimestly. "She ain't agoin' tojam a Jnend

while Bill or me lives. Ain't that right, B.U?

"'^""
air -id the sick man with a swh of

relief "And 'now I'm ready to go." He meant for

'"Brn'^n'rilirwY. ready too. The wind had

diS down to a cruel whine and the^ pr^e^ wa.ud

"Well, so long, Parson" sa.d B.U wrth a pretty

decent show of cheer in h.s vo.ce. « ^« ^»»
8't

.hmnoh we'll have to come back. 1 hat s an.

%t ^o gittin' low spirited while we^ gone^

caUed out McShay as he went to the door. Now

r^tad- No gittin' discouraged; no gmn' up; no

wWttflag business! Don't you let h.m weaken,

*"Nrno"' she answered back through her tears,

trying hard to catch the uplift of the big cowman_

^'God sure hates a quitter. Parson; amt that

"'"That's right," whispered back McOoud meeting

the den.and for a rally and a charge That s nght

Mike. No one shall say I was a quitter. I m gomg

oufwith the honors of war, the flag flymg and the

""gS''' touted back the Irishman from the

^'"^X X^;^X1X.-ed their departure
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had passed, the sick man sank back upon the couch

exhausted, and closed his eyes to rest. It had been a

great strain, but somehow he felt more at peace than

he had done for a long time, and he drifted into a

great calm.

To Wah-na-gi, who had to watch the struggle, and

whose great pity and love demanded something to do,

her conscious helplessness was an ordeal. Finally

she could restrain herself no longer and she cried

out in the agony of her soul: "Oh, my father, why
is it? Why is it? If there is a God, why does he

let you suffer?"

"Every heart has faced that mystery, dear child,"

he said gently. "Even the Saviour had a moment

when he felt forsaken. I thought once I was to do

big things for humanity and God, but who knows

what is great or what is little? Some carelc-s word

I may have spoken and forgotten may be blessed,

or my obedience, my patience, may have touched

some heart here, yours or another's, who will redeem

the waste places and make the wilderness to blossom

as the rose."

His spirit was unquenchable, his fervor undying.

His enthusiasm rose superior to the claims of physical

dissolution. She didn't try any longer to force him

to husband his strength. She knew he wanted to go

down with colons flying, militant. She knelt by his

bed and bowed her head, so as to lose no word of

those precious words which were to be his last.

"I think the great Teacher is educating us out of

the physical. He puts two objects in our hands.

U-
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then He shows us that if you take one object from two

objects it leaves one object, and we are altogether

concerned with the objects, stones, or sticks, or flowers

that fade, and by an-' by He takes away the objects

because we no longer need them. We have grasped

the truth, the fixed, unalterable truth, that one from

two leaves one. I saw two little street urchms once

standing outside a great shop window filled with

things they desired-playthings. One said 'I choose

thar And the other said 'I choose that.' Finally

they chose the same object, and there was a battle, a

fierce, cruel fight, for what neither of thenihad
°^

could have. We are like that. And so God little

by little, takes away from us houses and lands and

bodies, playthings, that we may know the truths ot

Wah-na-gi raised her bowed head to look at him.

"Your face shines with a strange light," she said

with an awed whisper.
, „r i.

• »»

"I am very close to the Hereafter, Wah-na-gi.

" I shall be very lonely when you are gone."

"Ah, my child, you are lonely now, grieving for

him, for Hal, grieving, grieving."

"Yes, so it will be always."

He knew that each day as the sun crept up over

the Moquitch she stood on the rock and fanned the

horizon, and gazed long across the trail where he had

disappeared and whence he would return, tj he

"I came between you and the man you loved," he

said, putting his hand gently on her glossy hair.
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" Don't hold it up against me. I thought I was doing

right. I loved you both. Nothing would have made
me happier than to see you one. I have prayed that

I might be spared to put your hand in his, to say the

words that would make you man and wife, to see you

happy, but happiness mustn't be stolen. It must

be earned. And so I drove him away, drove him

back to duty, because I loved hi-n. When I'm gone,

send him word and ask him not to hold it up a^iinst

me, ah J God will surely bless this sacrifice. Oh, yes,

God will surely bless you."

A cruel fit of coughing racked the poor remnants

of a body, and she held her breath till it was over,

and she could lay him back upon the soft couch.

"Talking has tired you. Sleep and rest," she

said, and he fell away into the sleep of exhaustion.

Those were the last words she would hear him

say, the last words he spoke—"God will surely bless

you." Often and often thereafter in her life she

remembered those words, his last
—"God will surely

bless you."

She smoothed his pillow, pulled the blankets up
over his wasted form, stirred the logs into a fierce

blaze. Then she went to the chest of drawers under

the window to the left of the storm-door and took

from it a letter and the little moccasins, and brought

them down to the fire. She was still a child and

needed symbols. These were the words he had

written with his own hand, cruel words, that shut out

the light and put a blight upon her life, but still they

were his words. She had a savage instinct to thrust
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.h„n, into the blaze, with the crude half-formed

.LTiat to dLro; them would be to destroy the

"Son whichihe expressed. But this was onty

momentary. The tokens of the. love had b«.
^

t»«/ «he cluna to every scrap and shred oltncm.

^;^;r «cS to hc/that Hal had trifled w|h her

™i»hout resret or b ttemess, and her hrart «ernaiiy

«2^r^h7?.^tion, full of hope, full of fear, hat she

had asked John McCloud the day he went away_

"Wiutcoieback?" Andnowthat JohnMcCloud

JI gdng away, she felt the need of Hal anew The

mystery of death was sitting in the room with her.

KwXrd to sit there in the silent place, to ace ttat

crTerstadow which tugged and nagged at the i»or

S body, and worried it like a famished dog, and

Tunt *e'ticking of the dock, the strong. sJ^dyJ'cU

like blows and know that it was counting out the

ftbleCs of the noble heart which would soon be

IhiI forever still. It was hard to be alone m such an

hour n Ha had been with her- Mike hadasked

her if she would be afraid, and she was so absorbed

in theZZn drama as to wonder why, but now, now

h 'al" ver except the flutter of the bU.k wmg

of the grim enemy, she felt a cold chill at her heart.

She dSched the tiny moccasins and crouched in

numb terror before the nameless, the unknown. The

Sng of the invalid, the sonorous clock the

Sosto of the burning logs assumed unnatural

pm^iSons. The wind had died do,^^ agam to a

ij- , HI
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plaintive lament, a dolorous sob, and then it rose to

the fretful cry of a sick child.

She sat gazing into the fire under a premonitory

spell. Unknown to her the storm-door had opened,

and through the inner door glided the tall sinewy

figure of Appah, silent and sinister. He swayed as

he entered and the chest of drawers up under the

window kept him from falling. It also retained a

small bag of flour and a shoulder of venison which

slipped from his grasp. He held himself up like a

tired wrestler until the warmth of the room relaxed

his stiffened limbs and his eyes had grown accus-

tomed to the light.

When he felt that he could stand and walk, he

glided noiselessly down to where she was crouching

and called her name softly. Her heart gave a great

leap and she started to rise, but he put his hand on her

head and held her.

"No scared," he said as gently as he knew how.

* * Heap wayno me ! Meat , flour catch 'em ! maybeso

you hungry. Bring 'em. Pah-sid-u-way?"

He went up and brought down the bag of flour and

the venison and threw them down before her. Then

he sank down on the stool by her. He was very

tired.

" Thank you," she said coldly. " That's very kind

of you."

Then he waited that she might have time to think

it over, to understand what it was he had done and

what it meant. When others were caring for them-

selves, their own comfort and safety, he had thought
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ot her- there had been suffering in the lonely ranche*

1 off fre^the re* of the world; perhap. .t wa. »

wi h herTnd he had brought aU a man could carry.

Ja^d fought his way to her through the storm.

U tJ»mething a woman might be glad of^n>udor

Only a strong man. a big chief ^-'h'^Jg
>«»«.«.««

have done it. Surely it was an "'hievement. Surely

she would know. He must first wm her admiration,

the ^"would follow. He had not given up his suit,

lut^hTd waited for his chance. HeW held <doot

He must not appear too eager. He had
^^^J^

the ranch, but he was familiar **h the^r°'™J'^',

and had drawn his own conclusions. His gods, nis

medidne had freed him from the presence of his

ri^U. The chief of police had gone away by the

L-waeons. by the fire-boat, many sleeps. It was

^nyirr^s nL, and no one ever talked of when he

wouwTback; in fact, no one ttlked of hun any

Z« He had gone back to his own people, where

Aere were rLy women to be loved and mamed.

H wouW not come back. He had already 'orgo^-

Ten the Indian woman and «»" ^
«°f '""^^

him It was only natural. For a tune, too. he

SL^Jn freed fr^m the rivalry of Ae agent b^

Ladd had returned, was agam m power. It was

""He°bS'had a big talk with Cadger too The

J r was a cunning'old fox, who could put ^s n»e

UD in the air and tell what was afoot. Cadger had

told him that maybeso there were Wg tr^ties(pape«

SntracU), writings, at the ranch, had adv«d hun to
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go over and sec Wah-na-gi, that if »hc would come

away with him, they were to bring all the big treaties

(papers) to him, Cadger, and exchange them for heap

ponies, plenty cattle, and the trader kept his bargains.

He wasn't like Ladd, a man of two minds. Cadj^er,

too, had made him understand that by bringing away

the papers he woukl do a great injury to the ex chief

of police, and Appah had not forgotten what he owed

Hal, and his heart burned hot within him at the pros-

pect of getting revenge for the slights, insults, and

wrongs he felt that he had suffered at the hands of

the insolent young man. Perhaps it would be safe

and practical before returning to the Agency to bum

the bams and the cabin. It all depended on Wah-

na-gi. Cadger had warned him to be sure of her

before speaking of the papers. With her as an ally

all would be well. If not—His mind refused to con-

sider such an eventuality. She had cared for Cal-

thorpc. Calthorpe was gone. Nothing stood be-

tween them now, but if there should arise— At the

suggestion, murder entered his heart. She had

laughed at him, ridiculed him, flouted him, scomed

him. That would never be again. He could not

permit that to be. She must realize that. It was a

fateful night and here he was waiting.

"Touge frejo!" he said after a long pause in which

each thought very fast but in which neither spoke.

" Touge frejo
! " (Plenty cold.)

" Yes," she said, " it's a cold night.''

"Maybeso you talk Injin talk now, eh?'*

"No, never again. Never again so long as I live."
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That was not promising. Again there was a long

nause What was it she had left unsaid ? J^at *he

STouUl onTy speak the white chief's taUc the taUc o

L man she loved? Then she still loved him?

VLwasthetest-herwillingnesstosp^^^^^

«f K*.r nnonlc to be c them. He tned hard lo dc

IKr^hlr Perhap, she found U h«d now_

She had lived among the whites and perhaps had

foraottcn much of her own tongue.

'Twould go slowly, be very sure, be^re P™^"
ine to extremes. He made her a long speech m their

eSa" HcsawthatsheWn^fon^otten^he

.ncech of her people, that she followed him perfectly,

t^The felt tM he was eloquent and convincing

He was considered a great orator by his tnbe. His

S* .^i ^in detail that the white chief had gone

on a tag trail hack to his people, that he would

"nSv^r c^me again. He watched h«fa.e .«d «w

thf
• she had no reason to expect his return. Perha^

.h,wM hungry? Did the white man care? No, he

'J^Tr^Ie? Appah •""'n't forgotten^ Wnter-

ma, had come. Cold-maker had come. Whitemm
^^ared. Injin was scared. Appah wasn't scared.

c"d^ Touge frejo! Heap cold. Snow, heap snow

pknty snow' snol all time! The -ow came hke

Lte wolves. They howled and showrf ttorteeth^

White foam flew from their lips. J^ey
leaped up

and tried to bite, to tear at one's h<^, Imt /^h
wasn't frightened. He had big medicme. Ptetty

^n the s^ow wolves saw he was too strong for them,

m wind told them. The wind told them to pike-
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way, to RCt out, here was a big chief, a big mcillcinc

man who was not afraid of them, who had a big heart

and who was bringing ftxxl, gifts, to his woman, his

sc{uaw.

••You must not say that," she said promptly.

••The food is gooci. I thank you for that; but you

must not call me your squaw. I am not your sqi.aw.

I never will be."

He forgot the instructions of Cadger, fo'got the

papers altogether. He saw only the woman, the

woman he wanted, all the more Ixjcause she was un-

attainable. He could have had any oth-r woman in

the tribe for the asking, but nothing seemed worth

while but that which was out of reach. She had

fiouted him again. It was hard to believe. Again

there was a long pause, in which the fires of desire

leaped up and threatened to consume him. Cadger

had supplied him with a small flask of whiskey before

he left the Agency. The fire was racing in his blood,

prompting him to nameless things. He sat and

smouldered. Passion and hate struggled for control.

He stood up.

He told her she was a fool to wait and weep for a

man who only laughed at her, who would never come

back. Why had he gone away ? Because he did not

dare to take the woman Appah wanted. He knew

Appah would kill him and so he had run away. He

was afraid!

She leaped to her feet.

" He never was afraid, least of all of you. You are

lying. You cannot say this to me. Take your food
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Go." She was very

.J.' tfi

and go. I would not eat it.

m4 dancing a war-dance, thirsting for b ood^ Tte

fire, pirits were good. He had^b"'"^"^" *'^;

and she thrust him out into the "^d n.^''
"^j

looked her over and laughed eviUy. The b.g cme.

Sutckly she eluded him and put the couch of the

2ck uL between them. Yes, she could avoid, re-

c;ct hilt she could not escape. .

^heLd laughed at him, -rned l^^-n^nd

again. Now he would possess her, break her, bena

•"y-Su" "L^Knting to the sick man; "don't

"t^X-ved close to the couch and looked at

MccLd. He had been sick a long t^e^ ^^
was nothing to be feared from hrai. StiU he looK«i

Wn Iflhere had been the slightest chance ttet

Soud could have interfered with his purposes he

^»u Viavp killed him there where he lay.

"'^No s^d 1!^ man," he muttered contemptu-

""It had directed his attention to McCloud for a

ourpose. In the short interval Appah had given to

[te^ng man, she had backed ewift^y against the

ctst of drawee, beneath the left-tod -'^J^
STrt time before she had taken the letter and the httle

t^ I
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moccasins from this drawer, and had left it open.

Now, keeping her eye on Appah, she had put her

hand behind her and rummaged in the drawer until

her hand felt the little automatic gun that Hal had

given her. Appah glanced up and divined her pur-

pose. Quick as a panther he leap- I over the un-

conscious clergyman and threw himself upon the

girl as she tried to bring the gun in play. Her scream

awoke the dying man, and he raised himself on his

elbow, thorgh it was a perceptible interval before his

mind grasped the reality of what was happening.

There was a struggle which brought Appah and the

girl down in front of the fire. It was a short struggle.

Her frenzied strength was as nothing in his grasp.

He gave her arm a twist and the gun fell from her

hand. Then he stopped her breath until she was

helpless, when he picked her up in his arms ?.nd

bore her through the door leading to the kitchen.

McCloud tried to get up. He did in fact get to a

sitting position on the low couch; then he realized

for a terrible moment his helplessness. On the small

stool beside him rested the cup containing brandy

left there by Big Bill. He drank it quickly, drank it

all. It gave him a fictitious strength, a momentary

capacity. While the struggle was going on in the

next room, he crawled to the spot where the little

gun had fallen, picked it up, and by slow and painful

stages dragged himself across the room to the open

kitchen door. He could go no further. He sank

down. He could not hold the little weapon without

trembling. He rested his elbows on the floor, grasped
i|
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it with both hands, steadied it long enough to fire.

ThTn he collapsed and lay very still upon his face.

^
The. "as a'sudden quiet in the next loom then

the sound of a body falling heavily. After a tew

moments Wah-na-gi appeared in the kitcto d^^^^

wUd-eyed, haggard. She leaned weanly a^mst the

Imb until hefmind and some f^er strength
^^^^^

Lk then she saw the body of McCloud. With a

Sy she ran to him, turned him over, and looked mto

%^ttfhiTay he thought, but as he wished, John

McCloud had gone out—militant.

1

H I;

I'i!
i

»' •'
i

IT
, t

R
I

i '' "
'5

ff
)

'
*$

'-

1 ''-
1

' ' '

.

;i
'



CHAPTER XXIV

Hal had plenty of evidence that Ladd had robbed

the Indians, that he was the representative of the

Asphalt Trust, and had tried to bribe him with its

valuable securities. He still had Ladd's receipt for

the fifteen thousand dollars he didn't pay for them.

As Doctor McCloud had said, he had offered to

return the securities to the company an offer which

had been ignored. While he was chief of police at

the Agency, and while he was secretly camping on the

agent's trail, letters and copies of letters belonging

to Ladd's correspondence had come into Hal's pos-

session through a disgruntled clerk who had earned

the enmity of the agent and been discharged. It

was manifest that the interests behind Mr. Ladd

were very anxious to secure or destroy these letters.

They would have cheerfully sacrificed the agent, but

they were forced to protect him for their own sakes.

The fight therefore centred about David Ladd. The

interests had won the first skirmish with a shout and

a hurrah. It was made to appear that Secretary

Walker had given credence to absurd accusations

involving honorable business men high in the finan-

cial world, accusations which could not be substan-

tiated; had removed a valued public servant with-

359
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out cause, under charges involving not only lus

position but his honor, etc., etc. Jhe v. tory ot

the interests was announced with bellnnging and

The arrival of Hal in Washington was therefore an

enormous relief to those who by rea^n of their efforts

for the general welfare were now forced to fight tor

self-pre^rvation and vindication. Hal's dismay on

learning that Secretary Walker had not received any

pacrg! or communication from Red Butte Ranch

was disheartening. He had written to John Mc-

Cloud to forward his papers to the care of Secretaij

Walker. They had not come. No word had come.

No one in Washington could give him any comfort

Gifford had informed him that the winter in the

Moquitch country had been the severest in the

memory of living man. That was a 1 any one kne

This would explain some of the delay not all of it

as Hal felt. A council of war was held. It was

unanimously agreed that Hal must go in person for

the papers. He hesitated. No one knew why he

hesitated -d he dare go? Could he trust him-

self
;> At es his sacrifice had seemed so futile.

At times it must be confessed he bit-rly regretted

. He felt incapable of further immc ation. Life

'had lost its zest, its interest. Could he s- e her take

her hand, look into her eyes once more come to life

again, vivid life, and then turn away and walk delib-

erately back into the grave? No. it wasn't pos^ble.

It wasn't fair to ask it. Strange chap, this half-

breed boy, was the feeling of the serious men who
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watched him, who saw his hesitation. What was the

matter with him now? Unstable in all their ways,
these mixed breeds! Not to be depended on!

Gifford watched him narrowly. He knew more
than the rest. He remarked casually that much of

the country was cut off from communication and it

was feared that there was great suffering at the lonely

ranches—starvation perhaps.

Starvation ? Had they tried to get into touch with

the ranch? Yes, but without success. They had
telegraphed McShay to go to their relief, but had
heard nothing from him. McShay was not at Calam-
ity. Starvation? He would go. When was the next

and the fastest train ? He would go by way of Fort

Serene. They promised that he would be furnished

with supplies at the post.

And so it came to pass that he turned his face once
more to the West, and every step of the way his heart

lifted, the light came back into his eye, the ring came
back into his voice, the spring to his step. In spite

of his anxiety for their safety, in spite of a painful

knowledge of the difficulties in the way, the possibility

that he might be too late, his soul sang for joy. He
was going back to his own, his country, his people,

the land of his desire—agoing back not of his own
volition but in answer to the call, the silent call which
could not be denied.

It seems that the examination of Hal's papers in

the London house had been thorough, but with small

results. It was correctly surmised that the papers
of importance were at the ranch. Ral's departure
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Standing Bear Agency a"dthemce*a^^^^^
.^^.

The nearest post-office t° '^'^"'^^j jj^^ted his

mated, was the Agency >>"* "^> ^^^^ *'^;„ ,„d

letter to McCloud '"^^.P^'fl^^^He had also

farther removed from h»?'«
'"""^r aslcing him to

written a short note to^aptamBfra^^^ g

warn the official m charge noii
^^

except to some one conn^Ud -^ «h^

^, ^^-^^^
properly accred.ed^ g^k" no longer stationed

Hal discovered ttot "*^" *
.
j^ Ladd and Wah-

'''^Td b^rrXcX^: and though he

M-gi had been aay^Jf '
f inquiry, he was

was not called before a^ourtM
^^ ^^^

'?'!:''tTk!S'oK-d him eventually
pines. Hal

f'
««=' '"

. „ ancient history,

after the incidents °« *'''*^'°
^stranger who knew

'''.irof rr^urrenrofiffairsfn
his domain,

nothing of tne unacri.ui
. . 1 .^ routine

and who could ^
_^f"f^^ "^^^T Z '-""^^

and, if necessary, look the otto ^ay
^^^^

that Agent Ladd tod
^;"^°^*Xsend an Indian

the commandant thaUe
was abo^^^^^

to see if they

runner over to the Ked
^^^ ^^^^^^

were m need, and oHerea i

^ ^^ ^.^^j

for the ranch P^P'^.
J^ffufa^d friendly, and he

to the soldier, ^'^ .*°"8h""'
^ consider-
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his papers Were at the ranch and In the keeping of

McCloud. He was also confident that the agent

would leave no stone unturned in order to obtain

them. As a matter of fact, Cadger had opened the

letter to McCloud, sealed it up again, and then given

it to Appah with instructions to lose it on the way
over. He was for the sake of appearances to lose

the entire mail. This was not hard to do. When
Appah did not reappear promptly there was anxiety

at the Agency. When due allowance had been made
for all supposable emergencies, and still he did not

return, the best runners in the tribe were sent out to

learn the truth. An extraordinary story came back.

It alleged that the priest of the white man and the

priest of the Indian had passed into the Great

Beyond together, that Appah had lost his life at the

hands of John McCloud, the man of peace. That
the dying clergyman had killed the powerful medicine-

man seemed unbelievable. Still, it simplified mat-
ters. Ladd telegraphed the news to his friends at

Washington and wired them to get for him instruc-

tions from McCloud's sister to take charge of his

effects. As soon as this authorization arrived, Ladd
and Cadger started for the ranch.

The death of John McCloud had plunged the ranch
into gloom. It had b^en a hard, dreary, sullen win-

ter, even before want and hunger came to dwell with

them. Cattle were dying, stock suffering everywhere.

McShay and Bill did not get through to the settle-

ments. As Mike had anticipated. Bill had been an
encumbrance to him. The stubborn old fellow had

w. ^--^
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no longer equal Mcbhay /^"
j^

^ear

of Appah decently in the s^bk U. awaU h« reb^.«»

do so little to testify to tj^'^^«
^^^, ^^ ,„

have made it "P '" ^' P^^^
,„ them that the dead

hour ofd^.
J' •'^Ii^'unostentatious in his

0,,1.. list and struggling to keep from ^ng
emotion; "boys, we're up agamst it. We cant a
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it right, no way you fix it. John McCloud was a big

man; an important man. In any right-minded kum-
munity, he'd be buried from the cathedral, with a
funeral oration which would try to tell but couldn't

what sort of a man he was, and the mayor and town
officials &nd the civic organizations would have fol-

lowed his hearse to the cemetery, and have covered

his grave with wreaths and flowers, and everything

would have been high-toned and impressive, and all

that is good. It's good for the risin' generation. It

shows the kids that's inclined to be wild that they

got to live decent if they want a big funeral."

" John didn't care much fer fixin's, Mike," said

Bill. "He was awful simple."

"Sure he was—never asked fer nothin'. All the

more reason we should give it to him; all the more
reason we should show the world what we think of

him; but we can't do it, boys. We can't even give

him a casket. A rough board box is the best we kin

do, and we'll have to bury him in the snow until the

spring comes. Then we'll do the thing right. We
kin git the band over from the fort. We'll declare a

half-week's holiday in Calamity, and everybody as is

anybody in these here regions will come over here

and pay their last respects to John McCloud."

And so it was decided. If John McCloud knew
about it he must have been pleased with his funeral.

The rough men gathered around his remains in the

living-room, Wah-na-gi repeated the Lord's Prayer;

she led and they joined in singing "Nearer, My God,
to Thee," and they laid him to rest under the soft
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beautiful ,no«. When they came back and the other,

.belttafhe...
Anahe^ave^^^^^^^^^

mtle Indian woman who had to P^^^
^f ^ ,„,,,

he and Bill went out into the
»t°™-„^.^„^^^fG^?,

,hat McCloud had «.d of^ h^^^^^^^^
,.„ .har-

"".TrnVhfsS and tailed many thing, that

acter and *•« ^o"'^' ^ ;„„, memories while

S:inranda;<XKideal^e^^^^^^
"Wah-na-gi, I cant take nis pi

%nd'» ^utbe on« mrLmed its quiet sway.

T^et^Ch^^d h^ught d;dn't— to much,

but it came at the "S^'^^^"^ ^^j by an Indian

s-t^.f^tr^vU^^nto^
Vt'scTtr^nctU'tnth^caUy de^^^^^^^^^

7tet M^e made no further effort under the crcum-

ll^Ltlt get through himself or scnd^ny n e^^

They were markmf^ time; but the siiudi

distinctly not cheerful.

I I
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Wah-na-gi in particular did not rally. Instead of

recovering from the parson's death and the shock

of that night when she had faced its horrors alone,

she swmed to grow more and more depressed. It

worried the boys a whole lot. One night Mike called

them all together at Hill's and they took council«onc

with another. They discussed the situation from

various stand-points. It was pointed out that Wah-

na-gi was a child. She was young and, bcin' young,

needed playthings. It was only natural she should

want amusement, relaxation, change. It was awful

dull fer a young girl on a ranch. Injins needed fun

and frolic, too, like anybody else. She needed com-

panionship of her own sex. In the spring they id

git some woman over from somewhere who woui be

company fer her. In the spring they promised to

see to it that she went to the dances that might be

goin' on in the settlements, and perhaps go in to Salt

Lake fer the Fourth of July Celebration. Some one

pointed out that next spring and summer would

doubtless take care of themselves. It was the present

that had to be looked after. If 2he went on grievin'

and mopin' like she was doin' she wouldn't git to

the spring. Finally, when everybody had had their

say and no one had really said anything. Silent

cleared his throat by a great effort and said gravely:

"Say, fellers, to-morrer'll Ix; Christmas."

Silent had a memory that was unusually retentive

as to figures. His statement created a sensation but

was, of course, universally challenged. The days had

come and gone, one just like the other, and how was

r; ::^':.:
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„y one to know that Chrtotmu wM upon then^

RdeiCTce to c.len<Ut. .nd etabome computMion.

"^7oy.," »id MiVei "I got it. We'll h.v. .

We'U make it as runny a. we ^'n^ G«. .,« «t

down here and try to outugh each other we 11 all gii

""liteXboy dearly love, a pr^ical jok' "^ go«

to eUborate pain, in it. accomp^«hment. Sud<^

tte ranch biclme bu.y, very bu.y, and the« were

winks and nudge., and an air or my«ery. Wah-"-p

wJorcoccupiri or .he would have noticed that there

:"^^li unu«.al aroot , th« every one wa. en-

caced, alert, and secretive. ,

^t idea broadened a. it went al°>« "«» ''"^

plot, were hatched against wj'' 0*";^^ e^cUv
and activity the men regained their normal el»»»'5")^

Sup^r tLt night wa, a hurried and » conj«=«ncd

m^l ^th an undercurrent ol excitement. When it

Cl^n rushed through all the men made a hasty

«k Irvine Wah-na-gi alone. When the table had

t^VcS and the^room tidied, she sat down as

u^al by the big fire. It was the hour when he ab-

^nce o[ John McCloud and Hal wa- very po.p.an^

?h care of the sick man had b""
°7"f

.^"'
"

''i^^

been a joy to know that she could do for hnn. ant.c.

nSc his wishes, minister to his comfort. Now there

wi a ^at. blink, empty void. Mike stole mto the

^m^th ; bundle under his arm. Th.s he put on

'ih
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the chcit of dmwcn, then he came Jown and found

her weeping.

"Wah-na-gi," he said to her with Rupprewed ex-

citement, "sure you mustn't let the boy« see you

cryin'. It ain't good for none of us to sit down here

and calculate to a fraction just how miserable we are.

Am I right? Sure I am. John McCloud himself

wouldn't like it. He'd want us to lift our head and

face the music, wouldn't he ? Sure he would. He

didn't have strength enough left to die, but he went

out like a fightin' man. Sure if I hadn't V teved him

before I'd V \o\^ 'im for that. Now go to your

room, wash the te;.-s from your black eyes, put on

your nicest dress and youi prettiest bow, and sUy

there until you're sent for."

"Stay there?" said Wah-na-gi with dismay.

"Well, dearly beloved, it's to be a surprise party,

and if you stay here divil a surprise will it be. So

scoot, vamoose, git out. And you must give me

your solemn oath not to peek, or listen, or come in

until you're called. Hold up your two hands and

make the oath double."

It was impossible to resist the buoyant spirits of

the Irishman.

Wah-na-gi laughed in spite of herself as he bustled

and herded her out c' the room, she having agreed

to the conditions impoi. d. When he had the room

to himself, Mike went up to the bundle he had left

on the table. These placards, rudely lettered, he

began to tack up about the room. They ran along

somewhat after this fashion:

n?1
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on words and short on spelling.
^^

•'Rpsterant And Food-factery.

F^d Wng mostly absent from its accustomed

place was nawrally very much in the mmds^Ae

humorists, whose efforts at gayety made up m breadth

what they lacked in subtlety.

Another sign announced :
" Blew mong^ -Has Just

Bkw in" Another: "Egg-nog, without the egg or

S.riC" "Plum (?) Pudin' (?)." "Mmce Pi

LSp-Father ustlr Make." Under the captK,n

^
TSe'matenals or the humor seemed to give out at

"yke was'm the act of tacking up the last extrava-

gam efforto the shelf over the fi-Pl-«
tome'"? . J A cr^fflv «' Gee it's good to be home,

^heh—td the'placa^d lx>th dropped out of

^L"'itrt whispe^d, fixed, with his eyes

wWo ooen; "or the banshee?"

"Do?"breathe a word," said the voice.

"Breathe a word? Sure I ain't breathm a^aU.

-Then the startled Mike turned slowly and saw Hal

who had watched him for some time m silence

.?mv, Hal. mv son; why God bte you,' said the

astonish«l ccwman as he caught the toys strong

I'
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hand in his huge paw, and the men looked in each

other's eyes with the silent affection that men feel

but cannot express.

"
It's good to feel the grip of your hand once more,

Mike," said the boy. " How is Wah-na-gi ?"

" Wah-na-gi is it
?" The secret of Hal's w-fe had

been confined to McCloud and Wah-na-gi. Mike

was in ignorance of all complications in Hal's domes-

tic affairs. ,

"Wah-na-gi ? Sure you stayed away long enough

for a dozen fellers to have run off with her, and small

blame to her, you scamp. It's awful good you've

got to be to me, boy. I ain't sure as I'll let you have

her."
" You ?" said the boy, smihng.

"You got to show me, son, for I'm her "

He stopped suddenly confronted with the realiza-

tion that Hal did not, could not know.

" Sure, the good man's gone, Hal."

"Dead ? " whispered the boy. " JohnMcCloud ?

He went to the stool by the fire and sat down for a

moment, and Mike followed him and put his hand

on his shoulder. He knew as well as any one the

relations of the two men and understood them. It

was a great blow to Hal. He ought reasonably to

have anticipated such an event, but his thought had

been busy with his own affairs and John McCloud

as he was related to them. He had thought that he

would have to meet the preacher and face his mquisi-

tion, and it had been some consolation to him that

he could do so. He could tell the truth and it would

m
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be something to have earned the other's "Well done,

my son; well done." Briefly and gently Mike told

the boy what there was to tell, and how Wah-na-gi

had never quite recovered from the shock of that

awful night with its double horror.

•• Sure, you're a God-send to us," he added. " My,

my, my, won't their eyes pop out at the sight of you ?

You're pretty well liked around here, son, and say,

you re just in time. The boys are goin' to have a

Christmas-tree fer Wah-na-gi."

"A Christmas-tree, eh?" and the reaction came.

The warmth of the room, the cheer of the blaze, the

relaxation following on the physical strain, upon the

cold and privation, the familiar objects about him with

their associations, the sudden sense of a great loss, and

the eternal mystery of death, the sound of a kindly

voice, the homely joys conjured up by the words

"Christmas-tree," all coming together overpowered

him, and he bowed his head and turned away, speech-

less, and Mike looked away too, that he might not see

the other's tears. It was the first emotion Hal had

allowed himself to feel for a long time. He had

bathed his soul in a hardening solution of indifference;

otherwise existence would have been unendurable.

Now when the assumption fell away, he felt uncom-

monly weak. After a moment's struggle the boy

cleared his throat and said:

" Mike, I'm pretty glad to get back. I didn't know

it would hit me so hard. I don't want to get foolish

and play the baby. I'll tell you what," and his eyes

began to shine and the old smile to come back to his



THE SILENT CALL 373

face; "hide me some place, get 'em all together,

then make a joke of it, then bring me out, and there

you are, eh?"
Mike chuckled in anticipation of the surprise and

joy of Wah-na-gi and the boys.

" Great ! " he said. " I'll put you in this closet here

;

then I'll lead up to it with a few simple words; then

I'll bring you out, and take you ofif the tree as a Christ-

mas present for Wah-na-gi."

"No; don't do that, Mike. You don't understand.

Don't single Wah-na-gi out—^just let it all come natu-

rally, you know "

"Say, young feller; who's doin' this ? I ain't ever

been accused of lettin' anybody else write y speeches

fer me."

Both men were fairly aquiver with the excitement

of anticipation. Hal had risen, and had removed

his belt and gun, thrown off his storm-coat, and stood

now in his flannel shirt, hunting boots, and woolen

trousers, a trim, vital figure of a man, his eyes dancing,

his face aglow.

"Say, that'll be fine," he fc^id "I can see the

whole show from there, can see all their faces."

"Sure; you can see her face, if you try hard," said

the irrepressible Mike. Hal had tossed his things

on the couch in the upper left-hand comer and drawn

a bear robe over them, so that his presence might

not be prematurely disclosed. Then he entered the

rough pine clothes closet on the opposite side of the

room.

"Say, it's goin' to be a bit close in here." Then he

^S!^^
rjJi-.w»'JiJ^;.«i..,o.-/?>:r^.^ ^\r
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turned and shook the big cowman joyously. "Work

it up, Mike. Work it up."

"You leave it to me, son. If I can't git eloquent

to-night, I ain't got no divine fire."

And he pushed the door of the clothes-press to,

turned to see that the room was in readiness, and had

put on his own cap when Big Bill entered with a

suspicious bulge to a portion oif his great-coat.

"Bill," said Mike with a nervous tremor in his

voice and taking the foreman by the shoulder, "what-

ever you do, don't go near that closet, and don't

let any one else go near it. There's a Christmas

present in there fer Wah-na-gi, and it's a horrible,

awful secret."

" Gee, you don't say !" said Bill, laughing but mysti-

fied.

"Are the boys all ready?" inquired Mike, going

to the door.

"Say, Mike," said Bill. "It's all right. It'll

make a cat laf. It's the bummest thing in Christ-

mas-trees you ever see. You better look it over and

memorize your impromptu speech."

And Mike went out bubbling over, saying to him-

self with a chuckle: "My, my, my, won't this be a

night!"

When he was gone Bill dug out of his inner

recesses a bottl? and he held it up to the light ard

rolled it, examining it critically.

"There's all the liquor there is on the place,"

he said mournfully. "It wouldn't be Christmas to

the boys without a drop of something." Then he

v^?t^..«.
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scratched his head as if trying to think of some way

to make it more. "They can at least smell of it and

look at the label." And Bill put it on a small table

near the closet.

As he turned away two men pushed open the

door and entered quietly. They stood for a second

to get over the glare and then one said quietly:

"Hello, Bill."

Bill turned.

"Why, hello, Mr. Agent. Hello, Cadger."

The two men shook the snow from their clothes

and came down to the fire.

"Heard you people were hard up for grub. Came

over to see what we could do for you," said the agent

genially.

"Well, say, that's kind," said the simple-minded

Bill. "We need it all right."

"Didn't Calthorpe bring any supplies with him?"

asked Cadger, and he and Ladd watched Bill's face

narrowly.

"The boss? Hal? Say, what are you a-talkin'

about?" said Bill with a glimmer of suspicion.

"We heard he was back or on his way back,"

suggested Ladd.

"Back your grandmother!" said Bill contemptu-

ously. "The boss's in Europe. Ain't ever comin'

back here I reckon; but what's that to you? Are

you still lookin' fer trouble ? 'Cause if you are, you

kin git it."

" Not me," laughed Ladd good-humorediy. " I'm

for letting by-gones be by-gones. If he isn't here,

K^Ll^ m. *»
'%..
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you'll do just as well, Bill. It's « .m.ii
Doctor McCloud's sister has telllH!? "*'

cha,Ke of his effects."
'«'«graphed me to .

"Oh," said Bill, puzzled "r= .i,,. -. ,™
much," he added. "He carried h^ f m

^'
him I reckon." valuables »

Oh, that'll be all right, I euess "«,!^ nii
reference to Ladd's implied re^u^t' X.l

"

HntTn? LV^-I'^ r'™^""- "^"o ^ve
sS under LubleVh'"

^^""g*""' There

soon as em kumm^„'-^f'*'
"^^ '° «» ^y expr«

more You HonT""*"""' '"^ established on

o"^a.hIrdo7our' '" '^"^ ' "'•"• y" "•« ""'

undert''tabfel;w l^^-!; "^"« '"^ H' fro.

side of the entmn« "is irhir^'P '"j u^S'"-''^"
"We Kot a pack m„i, .1

''^'^^ and he lifted i

don't fhLri^ttaWhf,- "^' ^ "°'

come again wiU do Thlre's no hur-^r, r*^™
"

and he put the bag back^here L^T/f
^ -» -*''

with the fixin's and come "n w?h ,h ^^ '° ''"'f

you're just in time fcHhe S^f' ^f""^' .
S^X,

^^
a Christmas celebratl^^^r^ahtSf--

;;Go right along. Don't mind us."
Well, make yourselves comfortable," said BiU

HP 3t^ "Zji'^^-l^ 'Lt^l *r\.yj
mm*
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and went out into the night. As soon as Bill was
out of the room I^dd turned with a look of triumph

to the trader.

"Did you watch Bill's face? He ain't seen him,

and if Bill hasn't seen him, he isn't here. We've
beat him to it. Why, it's a cinch."

Ladd examined his weapons carefully, then put a

chair carelessly against the door leading to the

kitchen, so that any one entering there would be

stopped for a perceptible moment. Cadger stood

just within the storm-door as a sentinel, to warn him
of any one approaching from without. Then Ladd
opened the valise which was unlocked. John Mc-
Cloud had never been afraid of any one robbing him

of his unpretentious belongings and the key had been

lost early in the bag's history. With his face directly

to the closet and his back to the fire, Ladd quickly

examined the contents and had no difficulty in im-

mediately locating the papers, which he slipped into

the inside pocket oi his short storm-coat. He re-

arranged the contents of the bag as nearly as possible

as they had been, closed it, and put it back under the

table. All was well. It couldn't be better. He
called in Cadger.

"It's all right, Cadger; I've got 'em. Now you

go to the stable ostensibly to look after the mule, but

never take your eyes off that entrance door. Any-

body that enters gets the light of this room. Ir he

comes while v/e're here, well, we'll have to take care

of ourselves, that's all. From the stable opposite

it's a certainty.

afciiMI!' !
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We'll get away just as soon as we can without arousr

ine suspicion. So far it couldn't be better."

Cadger pulled his cap down over his eyes and

slouched out into the night, iadd looked carefully

about, removed the chair to its former position, then

walked over to the fireplace, and stretched out his

hands to its genial glow. Hal had been an interested

listener and observer. In the strain of it he was we

with perspiration. His weapons were with his coat

on- the couch, in the farthest comer of the room.

Ladd was armed to the teeth. To wait until the

room was full of people would complicate matters;

some one might get hurt! She might get hurt. He

pushed the door of the closet open just enough for

him to slide out. He dropped to the position of a

runner on the starting line, on his toes, the tips of his

fingers to the floor. He looked altogether Indian as

he crept stealthily across. Just as he was m the act

of springing upon Ladd's back, the latter looked up

into the mirror over the fireplace and saw him.

Quick as a snake Ladd drew his knife, turned, and

struck Hal caught his descending arm on the slant

and with the force of the blow Hal's hand slid to the

other's wrist, where it clung. They clinched im-

mediately. The agent was a powerful man, quite as

muscular, perhaps a shade more so, than the boy.

Hal therefore exerted only so much strength as was

absolutely necessary to keep the quivering knife trom

his body He had forced it well down on the clinch

and held it down. The agent, having tried in vain

to get it up, strained every nerve and muscle lo pui

¥m^^^M^m^
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it in the artery of his antagonist's leg—a favorite

blow with Chinese assassins. Hal managed to stop

it always just short of penetration. In the struggle

they had worked over to the centre of the room and

up against the stout wooden table. Over balanced

with the impact, they fell over it and the knife, de-

scending, stuck quivering in the top, where Hal held

it, the other trying to wrench it and himself free.

The room was silent as the grave except for the

ticking of the clo( k and the breathing of the two men.

The agent was putting forth every pound of energy of

which he was capable. Hal was trying to save a little

out. He knew that if he could wind the agent he

had him beaten. Suddenly Ladd got a purchase

against the table and lifted himself and the other clear

of it. It was a stupendous effort, but it was his best.

He began to tire. The younger man kept him going,

let him struggle, just held his own until once more

they came close to the table from above, when he

caught Ladd over his hip and lifted him clean of!

the floor, throwing him heavily on his Imck on the

top of the table. It was the boy's best and all he

could do for the time being. The agent sciuirmed

and fought and struggled like a madman, but the

other held, held and held, with the older men tiring

all the time. Soon the youngster got his second wind,

when he edged and worked his body over the prostrate

man, pulled the other's left arm across his throat,

brought his own arm with it, and threw his weight on

the two. They rested across Ladd's windpipe and

shut off his air, the positioii meanwhile resting the

ll
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other. Udd saw he was beaten unless he cou <!

throw off his antagonist, and he put forth a mijjhty

effort. He lifted the lx)y with all his weu?ht and all

but slipH from under, but Hal held h.m for the

crucial Lmd and he dropH »)ack^beate.. Hal

now discnKaKcd his left hand, holding the ot.. : with

TanTacrls the throat, and with lx,th hands pulled

the agent's knife hand up and over his exposed neck.

Then he pressed down and threw his weight upon

the knife. Quivering, quivering. sl.)wly it descended

until its point reste<l on the flesh of the prostrate man.

•4u3der.'' Hal gas|,ed; ''or Til give you your

""^"l tull^nder." gurgled ' e agent with what breath

was left in him. ... u „^„i,
" Let go the knife." said Hal when he could speak.

The other did so. When Udd had rekasc ' j.s hoU

on the weapon, Hal transferred its handle to his nght

hand and with the left took the agent's gun from its

Eer. then he passed the gun before Ladd's eyes

to let him know that he was disarmed Keeping h s

enemy's revolver in one hand, he transferred the knife

to his teeth. Only then did he stand up and away

from the other as he lay.

"Wait a minute," he warned through his set teeth

as Ladd made as if to rise. Coming back to him, he

removed from the agent's inside pocket the papers

he had taken from Doctor McCloud's bag. These

papers Hal transferred to the back Pock^* ^^
^^*

trousers Then he took the knife from his teeth and,

covering Ladd with his own revolver, said:

gy^^ .•^''
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"Now, get up, if you can."

The beaten man was game. FIc half got up,

rolled from the table, staggered to his feet, and fell

against the clothes-press, breathing hard. Hal could

stand and control his wca(X)ns but he wasn't much
better for the moment, though his strength was re-

turning fast. Just then a long peculiar thistle was
heard outside.

'• What was that ? " demanded CaUhorpe. •' Cad-
ger's signal?"

"Yes."

••What's it mean?"
••That everything's all right."

"I don't trust you. I'll sec for myself. Get into

that closet. I damn near suffocated in there and I

hope you will."

I^dd backed into the closet under the muzzle of

Hal's weapon. Ihe latter tumeci Uie key on the

imprisoned agent. Then the boy tcx)k a long deep

breath, put on his storm-coat and hat, and, coming to

the clothes-press, said:

••I'd advise you to be quiet in there, for if my boys

find out what you've been up to, they'll come pretty

near lynching you. And now I'm going out to get

your pal, your hired assassin, and then I'll present

the pair of you to the Government as a Christmas

present."

Hal started out of the door, then recollected what
he had heard, glanced back at the fire and the swmg-
ing lamp, closed the door, pulled back the table from

under the window, to the right of the storm-door,

m
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threw up the sash, and, lifting himself through, closed

the window from without and disappeared
^

Wah-na-gi had responded gamely to Mike s call.

She had understood trom her new foster-father s anx-

iety thPt the boys were worried about her, that sne

must have been so abstracted and depressed as to give

them concern, that this tomfoolery, whatever it was

was intended to divert her, give her pleasure or, at

least, make her think of other things beside her loss.

Determined to make amends, she had gone to her

room, put on her best dress, tied a bright ribbon in her

hair all .^he while infected with a growing curiosity.

Having finished her simple toilet, and not having been

cummoned, she sat down and tried to wcit. She

found this rather difficult. The air was electrical.

She found she was under the influence of mtense

excitement, conflicting emotions. Finally she could

bear 't no longer and she went to the door of the

living-room and knocked on it impatiently. Mike

had just entered by the outer door and thrown down

'^'Aren't you ready for me yet, boys?" she called

through the door.

"One moment, lady," called out Mike as he went

down to the door, threw it open with a great flounsh

and, offering her his arm, led her into the room.

''Lady " he said to her with his most impressive

manner, ''the Young Men's Aid Society and Band

of Hope has arranged these here festiviti- 'articular

fer you. Let her go!" he called out )ward the

entrance.

f»j''
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The "peeradc" was headed by Orson carrying a

miniature, )k<iu cirfii Christmas-tree, decorated

mostly wiui orks, the soiC relics of by-gone festivi-

ties. The o'lii carrie'l sn.ch "presents" as could

not be harnessed to 'lu tree, and all were singing

at the tops of their lusty voices, "There'll Be a Hot
Time in tue Old Town To-night."

They got a laugh from Wah-na-gi on their first

appearance, which put the stamp of success on the

show right at the start. They circled the room until

the song was done, then the tree was placed on the

table in the centre, and the solitary half-hearted

candle at its apex was lighted ceremoniously. Wah-
na-gi, as the guest of honor, was left on one side of

the room and the boys all gathered on the other.

McShay advanced to the tree and began a speech in

a mixture of his best Fourth-of-July camp-meeting

manner.

Feller Citizens and Lady:

Somebody, who is probably a liar, has just informed us

that to-morrer is Christmas. To-morrer bein' Christmas, it

follers as a sequence before the fact that to-night is Christmas

Eve. That this is likely to be a Hell of a Christmas ain't no
argymcnt fer not celebratin' it before we git to it and find out

how bad it is. Let us therefore humbly and devoutly git agoin'

and ketch the spirit of the occasion even if we have to rope it

and throw it on its head. All you as has blue tickets and
been in reg'lar attendance can git in on it, and perhaps look

fer a prisint, and those as gits left kin fill up op good wishes

of which we have a superfl^wous supply. First, we will have

the usual Christmas-tree.

I
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At this juncture Joe broke into the proceedings

with a loud guffaw. McShay eyed him severely.

"I said a Christmas-tree, and any feller caught

lafiin' at it will be showed th*- door." And he walked

away after the manner of platform lecturers who move

about to show their perfect command of the situation.

As he did so Orson stepped into his place and Silent

handed him a small article wrapped in paper which

he took from the tree. Orson, trying to imitate the

Sunday-sci.ool manner of the big man, said:

"Will Mickey McShay please step forward?

Mickey, here is the last se6-gar you unloaded on us,

and if you kin smoke it, we'll some day give you the

proudest banquet in any of the local joints this side

the Missouri, at which banquet you kin eat your

own words and damned if mey don't choke you," and

he handed Mike a cigar with vhe added insult

:

"It's a onion with a alfalfa wrapper. It ain't fit

fer perlite society." Mike joined in the laugh at his

expense, but at once took charge of the occasion

determined not again to lose control. He turned

with a kindly smile to Big Bill.

"Will Little Willie push his presence as near to us

as circumstances and his waist line will permit?"

Bill ambled forward, glancing down over his ample

figure with an awkward smile, looking a bit teased

and very close to blushing. Mike took a "sinker

from the tree and handed it to the big man.

"Here is a cookie for Little Willie," he said. The

disproportion between the size of the present and the

recipient was so great every one laughed, including

W.
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the victim. Then Mike looked Bill over critically

and, turning to his audience, said:

"If the prevailin' starvation prevails, and little

Willie dies by inches, how long will it take his equa-

tor to reach his pobs?" During the ensuing laugh

Mike took up a small school-house of home manu-

facture, with the paint scarce dry on it. "Will Wah-
na-gi, little bright-eyes, the spirit child, comnunicate

with us?" Wah-na-gi came forward, laughing.

Every one was in high glee. It was many a day since

any one had seen her so radiant.

"Wah-na-gi," said Mike, " here's a school-house for

you with the hope that some day you may have it full

of children of your own and be beholden to nobody."

While Wah-na-gi was blushing furiously, Silent

broke in with the remark: "Gee, I'm awful dry.

Ain't nobody got a drink?"

"That's the one topic of conversation," said Mike,

"upon which Silent can and will discourse. Ge. >le-

men, git your cut-glasses."

The mob broke for the cupboard en masse and

there was a wild scramble for drinking vessels, no

one stopping to discriminate, and this was followed

by a frantic rush back to Mike, who in the meantime

had possessed himself of the bottle of whiskey

brought out by Big Bill from his private stock. Mike,

having with some difficulty protected himself from

their violence, called out:

"Don't crowd; don't crowd. Now stand in line.

Stand in line, ye beggars. Ain't ye ever been invited

to have a drink before?"
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They stood obediently in line but each with cup

or glass outstn ^ed to the limit, while Mike rolled

the scanty supply critically in the bottle and made

a rapid calculation as to its distribution. Shaking

the bottle so as to wet the cork, he removed the latter

and carefully dropped a few drops into Big Bill's

cup who eyed the result ruefully, scornfully.

"Silent," he said to that worthy, "four drops every

four years for you."

To Orson, who was bald, he said: " Externally fer

you Orson; if you can find it, use it fer a hair tonic."

To Rough-house Joe he said: "Not to be taken

before meals, or at meals, or after meals." Here the

liquid gave out and he shook the cork over the next

cup.

"Lady," he said to Wah-na-gi, ''I'll guarantee no

one will git drunk or disorderly. Boys," he said,

turning to them, "I'll bet there's a name in all our

minds this night, and it's the absent owner of this

ranch. Here's to 'im and, wherever he is this night,

let's hope his heart is with us. I ask you to drink

a merry Christmas to the boss."

The boys extended their drinking vessels and

gave vent to vociferous yaps in the approved cowboy

style, and drank, or did their best to drink, to the

health of the absent boss. Then Mike, with his eyes

sparkling and with a most elaborate manner, walked

up to the centre of the room, glanced toward the

closet, and said:

"And I'll ask him to respond to the toast m
person."

m
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Wah-na-gi looked as if she might faint. Bill said

quickly: " Mike, be careful. Wah-na-gi's here."

"Sure, I know she's here," replied the buoyant

Irishman. "And if she had the choor:n' of her own
present, I'll bet I could name it. Wah-na-gi, here's

a Christmas present for you," and he went to the

clothes-press and tried to open it. To his great sur-

prise he found it locked. Quickly unlocking it, he

threw the doors wide and walked away with a su-

preme air of triumph. When David Ladd, pale and
wild-eyed, staggered out and to the table, the sensa-

tion was complete. Not hearing the cries of joyous

tumult he had expected, Mike turned and saw the

agent. He was the most astonished man of the lot.

"Holy Mother of Moses," he ejaculated in a
whisper. "Is it one of them cabinet tricks?"

Just then a shot was heard outside. Every one

turned from the central figure and listened. Then,
by common consent, every man grabbed his hat and
rushed out of doors, all except McShay, who made no
movement to go but kept his eye on David Ladd.

"What was that, Mike?" said Wah-na-gi in a

scared whisper.

Ladd lifted his head. Swiftly it passed through

his mind the hope that Cadger had got his man.
Just then there were cheers outside, and all the boys

came tumbling back, Hal in their midst with a gun
in one hand and Cadger in the other. The trader

looked sheepish and blood was flowing from a nasty

scalp wound over one eye where Hal had clubbed
him with the barrel of his own gun.
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As Hal came suddenly into the light he did not see

Wah-na-gi, and she, as she caught sight of him, drew

back and whispered to herself : "He has come! He

has come back. My man has come back."

Then he saw her and, coming swiftly to her, took

her in both hands and lifted her up clear of the floor

as he might have lifted a child, while the rough men

gave vent to their joy and excitement by cheers.

"Put me down, please," she begged. "Please

put me down, Hal."

When her feet touched the earth, her first impulse

was to go to the wounded man. Apart from her

kindly instincts she could hide her emotions at a

moment when she suffered at their exposure.

"I'm all right," said Cadger surlily. ^'I don't

want to be fussed over."

"You let her fix you up," said Hal, in a tone that

implied obedience, and Cadger submitted with a bad

grace.

"Boyr " he said to his retainers, "I can't tell you

how glad I am to get home and how sorry I am to

have broken up this party. Never mind, to-morrow

is Christmas and I'll have a wagon-load of supplies

here in the morning and we'll have a Christmas that

you won't forget to your dying day." At this there

was a lusty cheer. "For the present there's a little

matter of business must be disposed of before we go

any further. Get chairs all of you, all except Silent.

Silent, you stand by the door, take my gun, and see

that neither of the prisoners gets away or disturbs the

proceedings. All the rest of you sit down and while

mi
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Wah-na-gi is fixing up Cadger we will determine

what is to be done with these two scoundrels."

The table was cleared and the men sat about in a

council of war. When all were seated, Hal srid:

"Well, what shall we do with them ?"

McShay said: "I'd take 'em outside, give 'm one

hundred yards, and let 'em get away, if they could''

"Why take us outside?" said Ladd, coming down
and standing before them. He had regained his

aplomb, and never had appeared to better advantage.

"No," said Hal, "I couldn't do that. If I'd

wanted to do that I wouldn't have taken 'em alive.

I'll have to take 'em East and hand 'em over to the

United States authorities and send 'em to the peni-

tentiary."

"That's a lot of trouble for two such skunks,"

said McShay.

"I'd rather you shot us as McShay suggests,"

said Ladd. Then, turning to Hal, he said: "Cal-

thorpe, you got us. You turned the trick. You got

the documents we were after. 7 i sy're all you need

for your purposes. You don't need us except to get

even with us, and you're too big a man for that. You
can send us up for God knows how many years, for

life, for all I know, but what good will it do you ?

Give us another chance?"

"Gee, you got your nerve," said Bill.

"We'll hit the trail for Canada, that is, if we ever

see a trail"

"Say, what have we got agm Canada?" asked

Orson.
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**If you turn us loose now it's a hundred-to-onc

shot we'll never get to the Canadian line. Give us a

chance; won't you?"

"What do you say, Wah na-gi?" said Hal, calling

to the girl.

She came down to the table.

"I think perhaps John McCloud would give them

another chance."

"All right, you get it," said Hal. "On your way.

You can take it as a Christmas present from John

McCloud."

"I hope you won't regret it," said Ladd. "And

here's a telegram I got for you at Fort Serene.

That'll help some," and he handed Hal a telegram

which had been opened. Hal took it and put it in

his pocket.

The two prisoners had their own provisions ! They

were given their mule and told to "beat it." They

were never seen again or heard of. Perhaps they

reached the Canadian line and disappeared in the

northern wilds; perhaps they were the men whose

bones were found the following spring at the foot of

one of the ravines of Dead Man's Canyon.

When they were gone, Hal turned to he others and

said: "Boys, you take your Christmas dinner here

with us to-morrow." He looked at his watch. " Gee,

it's to-day I It's midnight! Merry Christmas, Wah-

na-gi ! Merry Christmas, boys ! Merry Christmas to

all at Red Butte Ranch," and all gathered round and

shook him and each other by the hand, and if the

angels didn't sing on high they did in the glad hearts

of these homely folk.
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Then they all went to bed. And Hal was alone.

He lit his oipe and sat down before the fire ir. the

living-room, and was glad of the solitude, of the (juiet,

of the peace, the unspeakable [x^ace that had stolen

into his heart. Wah-na-gi was near, under the same

roof. He had seen her. She was, if possible, more

beautiful than ever, the same simple child, without

pretence, without guile, unspoiled, true as truth ! And

he knew she loved him, would always love him.

Long he looked into the embers. He was alone

and yet not altogether alone. There was something

strange, mysterious in the room. Was it the presence

of his mother? Something seemed to whisper to

him :
" Make her happy." Was it little Nat-u-ritch ?

or was it John McCloud ? He said again as he said

that night in the London fog: "John McCloud, my
heart is empty, but my hands are clean."

And John McCloud would never know, never

know what it cost him to say those words, to have

the right to say them. And yet—perhaps he did

know. Hal thou^nt he would like him to know.

Then he happened to think of the telegram that Ladd

had given him, that had been purloined with the

other mail at Fort Serene. He took it out of his

pocket and glanced at it indifferently, but did not see

it. It belonged to the routine, the details of life.

This moment, this quiet momeiit apart was his. He

had earned it. It was sacred. This was home.

This was his home. These were his people. This

was his land. Here was the woman he loved. Here

were memories, influences, elusive but potent, subtle

appeals stealing out of the past, out of the grave before

'-.'-'t^ I*;;" ^f:%^:^^
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the door, out of the subconscious, out of the trifles of

childhocKi. Sky and plain and peak had we!cornc(

him All these silent things had called to him. caUe<l

him l,ack to his own. He felt t^ it he must be alone

with them. He would have the night, and the

morrow; and then he would have to turn his back

on them forever, on her forever. He had no thought

of sleep. He must have a long think. These mo-

ments were few and precious. The world without,

that world which had always been so unfriendly,

must not intrude. He would not read the telegram^

It might disturb this sacred harmony. lie would

put it by and read it on the backward trail. It was

open in his hand. Invjluntarily he glanced at it.

He saw the name-Win.fred. Evidently it was from

his cousin. He shuddered apprehensively. A voice

out of the cruel London fog! calling him back, calling

him away. Just ahead of the name-he could not

help seeing it-were these words: "buried at sea.

He was reading it backward. " Never regained con-

sciousness. Over-dose sedative by mistake. Then

his eye ran quickly to the beginning and read: Un

way from India Edith took
"

The cable slipped from his hand. How still and

solemn was the world! And he sat there into the

morning of another day. listening to the voices of the

sil'^nt call.

ih
The End

m
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