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TO MARY BALDWIN

If I should lose from my life that part of it of which you are a part,

there would be but a skeleton left. Yet if you had played a larger

part in my life I should have been so spoiled that thoe would be no
living with me. And I'm spoiled enough, God knows!

In the Iliad you wrote for me, and I "drawed" for us both, 'twas

Hector fixed Achilles. When I sat at your right hand and your
sharp, swift knife went into the turkey, 'twas I that got the tit-bits

mnd the oyster. And all was right with the world then, I can tell you

!

We have ridden together over old battlefields, and I have worn the

epaulettes and the swords in the attic, and listened to tales of the

great brother who died of the war, and whose bull-terrier Jerry chased

the cannon-balls at Gettysburg. Oh, the cutlass captived from the

Confederate ram, and the wooden canteen, and the Confederate

money (in a frame) ! I wis the hunter that used to handle the Colt

(with the ships engraved on the c^inder) that shot the buffalo from
the rear platform of the train, and was ^len by a genuine thief.

Is Jeff Davis's bible that he gave to the brother who with Ikfajar R.
caused game chickens to fight for the edificati«i of Us captiviQr sUB
in your upper bureau drawer?

Are the photognphs that General Gi!m<»e had taken of Charlestoo

siege still in the bookcase with the glass doors? Or have they van-

ished like the child's foo^rint that I made for you when we were
idaating tiie—the "fdant," and I was gdag away?
Time has passed. GrandD:phtvrs are as young and hopeful as

nephews used to be. / have written innumerable miserable grovel-

Ui^taks. I dedicate this one to you; deqitiring at last (rf writing

that masterpiece which should have been worthy of you.

But tell me this: Is there still a little comer of your heart that I
may call mine? a comer into which no one dse is aUowed to pat—
yvf^pat/Mtt irat I dimdd be1^ to know ^t!

CM.
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I

The number of love affairs which intervened between

Barbara Ferris's first one, when she was eleven, and

her twenty-second birthday could not have been

counted on the fingers of her two hands. Many
boys, many men, had wemed wooderfiiUy attractive

to her. She did not know why. She knew only

that the attraction seemed strong and eternal while

it lasted, and that it never lasted long. She was

sixteen before she began to consider herself a heart-

less, flirtatious, unstable, jilting sort of a girL When
she made this discovery, she was teniUy. ashamed,

ai^ f(MT one kmg depressing year fdl in love with

nobody, became very shy, and hated herself. It was

during this year that she had her first, last, and only

touch of mania. It lasted only a Utile while and

was not acute. She got the idea that she was being

watched, spied on, and followed. But she was too

stnmg in body and mind to give in fox long to so

silly an haUudnation. And when she had dismisiifid

the second man and her maid, who had particularly

excited her suspicions, the mania left htf, as a dream

leaves at waking.

a
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In her seventeenth year she was presented to soci-

ety, and became an immense favorite. There were ex-

cdlcnt leMoni lor tbit: the wai kyvdy to look at, she

would inherit a gntt detl of money, ibe had dumn-
ing natural mannen, and the was sweeMenpend.
During her second season she had an impleasaat

experience. She had almost reached an understand-

ing with a certain young man with whom she fancied

herself in love. They were spending a Saturday to

Mondfty at a great place on Long Uuid. OnSunday
vii^tf her hott, a man old tooof^ to be her lather,

invited her to see his rose garden by moonlii^t

She accepted this invitation as a matter of course.

Pacing down a path between tall privet hedges, her

host, who for some minutes seemed to have lost the

use of his tongue, made her a svdden impassioned

dedaration ol love, leind her in Ua ama, and kitaed

bar nbeiever he could with a kiiidd dreadlid fury.

For haU a nuto abe atood atiU aa a atatue. Then,

crimson wii shame and anger, she wrenched free,

and struck him heavy blows on the face and head

with her strong young fists. She beat him, not in-

deed to InsenaUlity, but to his senses. Th^ re-

turned to the house alter a time, entered the

drawing-room talking in lazy, natural voices and

praising the beauty of the night and of the garden.

Not even Barbara's lover suspected that anything

out of the common had happened.

Barbara, having played half a dozen rubbers of

bridge witii the great skill and sweet temper which
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were natural to her, excused herself, went to her

room, and cried half the night It was not the

•hame of liaving been fofdUy Uued that sickened

her of hendtf, but the unforgettable, unforghmbla

fact that toward the last of that furknis kbsing ilw

had found a certain low feline pleasure in the kisses.

She ..ished that she might die, or, iofiaitdy better,

that she had never been bom.

It seemed terrible to her that she could at once be

in love with one man and enjoy the kiiiet of another.

She had beard of giik who were that, and had for

them the contempt w^ddi they deserved. And yet

it seemed that she was one of them; neither better

nor worse. What Barbara did not realize was, that

in the first place she was not really in love with any-

body and never had been, and that it was not she

heridf who enjoyed being kiaeed by a man to wiMm
she was indifferent, neither liking nor loathftig, but

nature, tduch for reasons, or perhaps only whims,

of its own, tempts the cdl to divide and tiie flower

to go to seed.

Through the tangle of her love affairs W^lmot

Allen threaded a path of hope, despair, and ^nidsm.
There were times when she seemed to have a retnm
of her childhood infatuation for him; then were

times when he feared that in one of her moments of

impresdonahle mthusiasm she would marry some

other man in haste, and repent at leisure. And there

were the cynical intervals, when it seemed to him

diat he coidd da without her, and that nothing was
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worth while but enjoyment, both base and innocent,

and pleasure.

Duiing Wilmot's junior year at New Haven, his

father's sensational, dis^pated, and stock-gambling

career came to a sudden end. There was even a

shadow on the name. He had done something really

discreditable, something of course to do with money;

since a man who is merdy a gambler, a drunkard, and

a Don Juan may with ease keep upon good terms

with society.

Wilmot Allen failed, at least without honor, filled

himself full of brandy, cocked a forty-five-calibre re-

volver, put the muzzle in his mouth, pulled the trigger,

blew off the back of his head, and was "accidentally

ahot wbSit cleaning the weapon."

Tbt real tragedy was that so good a career as the

son's should have come to so untimely an end in so

good a collegiate world as Yale.- He stood well in

his cuss, he had played right tackle for two seasons

and was heir apparent to the captaincy; he was well

beloved and would have received an election to a

teaka society in tiie spring. But the solid groimd

being withdrawn from under his feet- in otlm
words, htt allowance from his father-he left amid

universal regret, and found himself a very small per-

son in a very great dty; worse, a youth who had

always had everything, loved pleasure, lights, games,

and color, and who now had no visible means ct

vappoxt.

Friends found Urn a position in Wall Street
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Being young, attractive, a good "mixer," not in the

least shy, he was given a handsome "entertaining"

allowance and tdd to bring in business. So he fore-

gathered with out-of-town magnates, made tiie dty
a pleasant, familiar place to them, and brought mudi
of their money into the firm's office. When Barbara

was kind he despised his anomalous position and

strove to free himself from it; but even the best man
has to live.

And during those intervals when he Uioiii^ he

could do without her, Vi^hnot sank deeper and deq>er

into methods of self-advancement which, if not actu-

ally base and culpable, at least smirched the finer

qualities of his nature, and hardened his heart.

If the father's heritage, drink and women, were

spared him, or at least that part of him which Was
really noble, a love ot deaniMai, dear-mindedacss,

and purity, died hard. But gambling was seooid

nature to him. He could not enjoy a game unless he
had something on it; and all book-makers and pro-

prietors of gambling-houses were friends of his and

called him by his first name. Sometimes through a

smes of ludcy turns he rose to heights of picturesque

affluence; moxe often he was stme-broke; but so

much money passed throuc^^ hands in the course

of a year that it was always possible for him to bor-

row and live v>rell enough on credit. Money became
his passion, not for its own sake, not for the sake of

what it could buy, but because it was a game upon
which the best wits oi the world have heai engaged
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for ages and ages—and because you have to have it,

or be able to owe so much that it amounts to the

same thing.

At first i^ien he got in a hoie, owed moo^ whidi

he saw no way of raising, Wihnot suffered aU the

anguish and remorse of tiie trustee who has specu-

lated with orphans' funds (for the first time) and

lost them. Gradually he became hardened. And
those who knew him best could never tell whether he

was worth fifty thousand or had just lost that much.

He drew tqxm a stock of courage and cheerfulness

w<»thy of even the noblest cause, imtn the term "aeU-

respect" dropped automatically hom his inner vo-

cabulary and his moral sense became a rotten, rusty

buckler through which the spear of temptation or

necessity passed like a pin through a sheet of tissue-

paper.

He put himsdf under obligatidb--in moments of

supreme need—to dangerous persons, and suffered

from the familiarity and perhaps the contempt of

some who were .Js inferiors in. breeding, in heart, and

in soul.

One day, being at his wit's end, he walked rapidly,

seeing Hji^t, throu|^ a quarter oi the dty iHddi

was not familiar to him. He was in that mood
when a man does not wish to be at the trouble of

nodding or exchanging a word even with his best

friend. A voice hailed him, "Mr. Allen."

He stopped and saw that the voice came from a

l^^Iess man who sat in the sun by a hand-(»:gan oil
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which were displayed for sale a few pairs of shoe-

laces and, to ezdte charity, a battered (and empty)

tin axp.

"Have yoa foigotten me?"
The lii^t of recognitkm had twinkled instantly in

Wilmot^s eyes, for he was wonderful at remember-

ing faces. And he smiled and said

:

" Of course not. How are you? "

"Pretty well," said the beggar. "And you? '*

"Pretty wdL"
Wumot'f giving hand had ^Sf^ed automatically

into his trousers pocket Then, for once in his char-

itable life, he hesitated, smce the pocket contained

nothing but a ten-dollar biU, and that was all the

money he had in the world with which to meet a

pressing note of ten thousand. His ]ieat«tioii lasted

only a moment He laug^ and stuffed the ten-

dollar bill into the cup, and said:

"For old acquaintance* sake."

The beggar studied the yoimg man's face. Then

he said: "Mr. Allen, I once had the honor to warn

you against three things."

"I remember.

"Your face is innoooit of wine and women. How
about the gambling?"

"My friend," said Wilmot, "you read me like a

book. The gambling is all to the bad. I have just

given you all the money I had in the world."

"A few dollars are of no use to me," said the

beggar.
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"Nor to me. Don't worry."

"I am not worrying. I'm thinking that you and

I have something in common. And for that reason

I am tempted to ask if a few thousand would be of

any use to you?"

Wilmot smiled with engaging candor. "Fifteen

thousand would."

"You sLttll have them," said the beggar shortly.

He pointed to a glazed door across which was printed

in gilt letters:

BuzzASD—^Mnt.

Hats

"That," said the beggar, "is my name, and that is

my place of business. Come in."

Wilmot followed the beggV through the glass door,

which at qpening and dosing caused a bell to dang.

The front of the estabfishment was occupied by a

dust-ridden salesroom, and an office with yellow-pine

partitions. As he followed the beggar into this,

TH^lmot caught a glimpse in the distance of fifteen or

twenty young girls who sat at a long table industri-

ously plaiting straw hats. He lifted his own hat a

little mechanically, and thouf^t that he had never

seen so many pretty girls at one time unda one roof.
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WuMOT buttoned his coat over fifteen one-thousand-

dollar bills. Only supreme necessity could have per-

suaded him to take them, since, although he had not

put his name to a paper cf any kind, he felt a little

as if he had sdd himadf to the deviL But Bllziaid

had shown him no deviltiy; aafy MwHn— ami a
certain whimsicality ci speech and a point of view

that was engaging.

The transaction finished, Wilmot was for leaving,

but being imder obligation to the legless man was at

pains not to be abrupt He lingered then a little,

imA they tftlfrfd ,

"The firat time we met," said the beg8»r> "yoo
were roller-skating with a pretty diild. She was so

pretty that I asked you her name. And I have
never forccotten it."

He cot add that he had watched that pretty

<rlild'? g^MH^s and comings for many years; that he

had Luu 'a wait to tee her pass; tluit ht had bribed

servants in her father's house to ^ve him news <d

her; and that the day iq^noached when, fearing

neither man nor God, he proposed that she should

disappear from the world that knew her, and go down
into the infamous depths of that vengeance which

had hem the k^-note of his life. Nor did he add
Zl
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that there were but two contingencies which he felt

might thwart his plans: her marriage to Wilmot Allen,

or his own untimely death. And he feared the latter

but little. The former, however, had at times seemed

imminent to those who spied upon the daily life of

the heiress for him, and in lending money to Wilmot
he was taking a first step toward making it impos-

sible. For Barbara herself Blizzard had at this time

no mom feeling than for a pawn upon a chess-board.

It pleased his sense of fitness to know she was beau-

tiful; and to be told that she was like sunshine in

her father's house.

"What has become of her?" he said.

"Of Miss Ferris?" Wihnot did not care to dis-

cuss her with a stranger. But unfortunately there

woe fifteen thousand ddlars of the stranger's money
in his inside pocket "She became a great favorite

in society," he said, "and then drbi^>ed out to study

art."

" Painting? " The legless man knew perfectly well,

but it suited him to make inquiries. "Music?"
"Sculpture," said Wihnot shortly,

"b she succeeding?"

"She works very hard, and she has talent."

"That is not enthusiastic."

"You mustn't ask me; I'm not an art critic."

"What a pity."

"A pity that I'm not an art critic?"

"No. A pity for a b^utiful girl to do anything

but exist"
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Wilmot's eyebrows went up a little. The beggar's

sprech surprised him, and pleased him, since it ex-

pressed a favorite thought of his own.

"It any of her woric <m ezhibiti<m? Havii^ seen

her once, one takes an interest, you know."

"I think there is nothing that can be seen," said

Wilmot coolly, "except upon special invitation. And
I think she is very shy of showing anything that she

has done."

"True artists," said Bfizzard, who aiminaUy was
an artist himsdf and knew what he was talking about,

"live in the future."

Again Wilmot's eyebrows went up a little. Why
should a legless beggar be able to make loans of fif-

teen thousanf^ 'dollars, and why should he be able to

talk like a ^ man?

"I am L. suited in art," continned BBzzard;

"sometimes I have earned a few ddlars by idtting

for my portrait."

He did not add that he continually put himself in

the way of artists in the hope that his fame as a

model would reach Barbara, and touch her imagina-

tion. He did not add that he haunted Washington

Square and McBumey Place, where her studio was,

in the hope that his face, which he knew to be differ-

ent and more terrible than other faces, might kindle

a fire of inspiration in her. He believed rightly that

if a woman once looked him in the eyes she would

never forget him. But hitherto Barbara had not so

much as g^Uuoced at him, ance she carried her lovdy
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head very high, and looked straight before her as

she went While, as for him, he stood upon the

stunqw of Us legs, a gigantic sort of dwarf, beneath

the notice of the proud-eyed and the taU.

Wibnot passed out of the place in deq> thought;

not even the pretty girb plaiting straw won a glance

from him. Coupled with the relief of being out of

present difficulties was a disagreeable sense of fore-

boding. Suppose the legless man were to ask favors

of him before the money could be rq>aid? Suppose

thqr wore favors which a gentleman could not grant?

And he determined to find mit, from the poHce if

necessary, just what sort of a man it was witii wbxm
he had had dealings.



Ill

It seemed to ^^^linot that he had not seen Barbara

for an age. And indeed a week had passed without

their meeting. Therefore, although he had often been

idfaiddm to call dining wwking horn, he bad him-

self diivai to 17 McBunwy Place and cKmbed the

two iig^ti of atain to her studio.

It was a disconsolate Barbara who received him.

She had on her work-apron, but she war. not working.

She sat in a deep chair, and presentea the soles of

her amaU shoes to an q>en fire. Wilmot, a ')ecting

to he scolded tot disobQong orders, waa x^eved at

bdng received with visiUe dgna ol pleaaoxe.

"You're just the person I wanted to see," she said,

"just the one and only Wilmot in the wocid."

"Are you dying?" he asked.

She laughed. "I'm discouraged. IVe come to one

of those times when you just want to diudc every-

thing. And there*a a man at the bottom of it"

"TeU me/' said Wibnot, "in words of two^
lables."

"Well," said Barbara, "I woke up in the middle

of the night out of a dream. I dreamed I'd made a
statue of Satan after the fall from heaven, and that

everybody said: 'We& done, Barbs, buSy tar you,'

'Got Rodin skinnul a mite'—it waa you said that—
n
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•ad 10 forth and ao OB. I loie, iwollen with concdt,
and made a ifcetch ol the hcMl Td draunad about,
8o's not to forget the poae, and than I want to alacp
again. Next day, early, a man stopped me in Wash-
irjgton Square and begged for a dime. I looked at
him, and he had just the expression of the fallen
Satan Fd dnamed about—a beast of a face, but aU
filled with a aort of hopeless longing to 'get back,*
and remorse. I invited him to poae Ibr me-not for
a dime—but for real money. Well, he fell for it
And for all that morning he looked just the way I
wanted him to look. But the next morning, having
had the q)ending of certain moneys, he looked too
tidy and weD led for Satan. And this morning he
was hopeless. He looked anmg and fatuous and dis-
gustingly self-satisfied. So I gave him quite a lot ol
money, not wishing to hurt the creature's feelings,
and told him to go away." She looked up, laugh-
ing at herself. "Do you know, I really believed I'd
dreamed out a goklen mspiration, and then to strike
Juat the face I wanted-and then to have everythinit
foozle out!"

Wihnot walked over to the modelling-table on
which, strongly modelled in wet clay but quite mean-
ingless, was the bust of a man.
"I think," said Barbara, "it would look better if

you snubbed his nose for him."
Wihnot snubbed the long nose heavenward, and

the effect was such aa to make them kugh. Barbara
noomed all her usual good humor.
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"Get some forms out of the kitchen/' she said,

"and well tum him into mud {ues."

For half an hmir they diverted iliemselves, dis-

playing a tremeiuious xivahy and en hvsiasm. /nd
then Barbara announced that there had been enough

foolishness, and that if Wilmot would put fuel on

the fire, he might talk with her till lunch-time and

then take her out to lunch.

"Always provided/' she saidj "that you are not

broke at the moment In which case Barbara will

pay and tip."

"I've had a funny adventure," said ^^Imot "I

was dreadfully broke. A man I hadn't seen for years

and years—and only the once at that—stopped me
in the street, tdd me I was broke, and c^ered to

knd me mnney. Wifanot accq>ted, and is now
twenty flush enoii|^ to blow to lundi, thank youl"

BarlMra reseated herself in the de^ chair, and

once more presented the soles of her shoes to the

flames. "Look here," she said, "aren't you, just

among old friends, rather flitting your life away? I

dcm't think it's very pretty to borrow mon^ bom
strangers, and to be always just getting into dffi-

cdties or just getting out of them. Do you?"

"Well, you know," said Wilmot earnestly, "I
don't. When I don't hate myself, I don't like my-
self any too well. But there's something wrong with

me. Maybe I'm just lazy. Maybe I lack an im-

pulse. Maybe Fd do b<^tar if any smgle solitary

person ia tl^ worid really gave » dtaum about me."
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His dieerful boyish face assumed a proper sdenmity

of eq)ression, and a certain nobility. At the moment
he really thought that nobody in the world cared

what became of him.

"Nobody," said Barbara, "likes to back a flighty

pony. You yourself, for instance, are always put-

ting money, your own or same one else's, on horses

that always nm somewhere near fonn. Of course

you have excuses for yourself.''

"I? None."

"Oh, yes, you have. You were brought up to be

rich, and you were left poor, and a man has to live

and even secure for himself the luxuries to which he

has been accustomed. Haven't you ever excused

yoursdf to yourself something like that?"

Wilmot admitted that he had, and went furtha.

"You can't knock livings out of a tree with a stick

like ripe apples," he said. "You've either got to

use your wits or begin at the bottom and work up.

And it seems to me that I'd rather be a little bit

tarnished than tdl away the best years of my life

the way scanemm I know are doing."

"Yes," said Barbara, "but why not go somewhere

where the world is younger, and there are real chances

to be a man, and real opportunities to make money

in real ways? I don't blame you for living on your

wits. I blame you for gambling and never getting

anywhere and not caring."

"Not caring? And this from you?"

She dhanged coknr under his albtady tytt.

•
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"You just give me a certain promise, Barbs, and
I give you my word of honor I'll settl' to something

above-board and make it hum. Look here now I

How about it? Who's been so faithful to the one
girl for so long? Who understands her so well?

Who'd enjoy dying for her so much?"
" Good old Wilmot," she said gently and gave him

her hand. He kissed it and would have liked to go
on holding it forever, but she took it away from him,

and afto: a alence said, with some bitterness: "I
mustn't ever marry anybody. Fve learned to know
myself too well. And Tve no omstancy, and I don't

trust myself."

"That," said Wihnot with the faith of a fanatic in

his god, "is because you've never really cared."

"And besides," she said, "I have what I am
pleased to call my caieer. And 'Down to Gehenna
and iq> to the tfaicme he tiavds fastest who travels

alone.'"

"True," said Wilmot, "he arrives soonest, but all

tired out, and the house is empty, and there are no
children in it, and only paid servants. And it may
be very showy to live for fame, but it isn't good
enou^ When we turned that bust you began into

mud pies, we did a wise thing. We amused ourselves,

and we said the last word on art as opposed to life.

The best thing in this world is to be children and to

have children—and the next best thing is nowhere."

"Would you," said Barbara, and her eyes twinkled

a little, "r^y rather be a parent than a Praxiteles?
"
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"It looks to me," said Wilmot sadly, "sometimes
—^in moments of despondency—as if the honorable

gentleman was never going to be either. But then

again," and he spoke in a strong voice, "I believe in

my heart that after you've done handling the book

of life and admiring the binding, you'll open it at

chapter one, and read, ' Young Wilmot Allen
*"

"Lunch-time," said Barbara, and she rose from

the comfortable chair with sharp decision. "I vote

for a thick steak, being famished. Is my hair all

mussy?"

"No," said Wilmot dejectedly. "I wish it was.

And I wish it was my fault—aad yours."



IV

"I've done enou^ for you more than once," said

the I^ess man; "you're big enough and strong

enough to work, but you're a born loafer."

"I had a job." The speaker, a shabby, unshaven

man with a beastly face, whined dolefully. "And I

done right; but I got the sack."

"What was the job and why were you sackol?"

"I got a job as a artist's model. I sits in a chair

while the lady makes a statue out of my face, and

then she gives me money, and I goes and spends it.

The third day she gives me more money, and tells

me I looks too well fed and happy to suit her, and

sends me away."

The legless man was astonished to learn that his

heart was beating with unaccustomed force and ra-

pidity. "Who was the artist?"

"She's a lady name o' Ferris."

The legless man steeled his face to express nothing.

"Ferris," he commented briefly.

"Say," said the imshaven man, "wiiat's all that

about the devil falling out of heaven and fetdiing up

in heU?"

"Why?"
"That's how she says I looks. And she wants to

make a statue of him, just when he comes to and

sits up, and looks up and sees how far he's fell. She

n
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says my face has all the sorrers and horrors of the
world in it."

"And then, you fool," said the legless man, "you
spoiled her game by high living. You ate and you
drank till you looked like a paranoiac bulldog asleep
in the sun. Where was the lady's studio?

"

"Seventeen McBumey Place."

"And she wants to do a Satan, does she?*'

The unshaven man drew back from the expression
of the legless man, in whose face it was as if all the
fires of hell had suddenly burst into flame. The un-
shaven man covered the breast of his threadbare coat
with outstretched hands as if to shield himself from
some suddenly bared weapon. His eyes blinked, but
did not falto*.

"Say," he said presently, after drawing a deep
breath, "if she could see you once."

"If I don't know," said the legless man, "how
Satan felt after the fall, nobody does. The things

I've been—the thmgs I've seen—back there—down
here—the thmgs I've lost—the things I've found!
Hell's Bell's, Johnson! what is it you want—food?—
drink?—a woman?"
The unshaven man's eyes shone with an unholy

Hght.

"What would you do for twenty-five dollars?"

The unshaven man said nothing. He looked
everything.

"Do you know the Mclver woman?"
"Fanny?"
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The legless man grunted. "Yes. Fanny. She'll

look at you if you've got money."

"She'd crawl through a sewer to find a dime."

"Quite so," the legless man commented dryly.

"Well, it wouldn't matter to me if she went on a

tear and was found dead in her bed."

"It's worth fifty." Something in the imshaven

man's voice suggested that he had once been remotely

connected with some sort of a business.

The legless man shook his head. "Judas Iscariot,"

he said, "betrayed the Lord God for thirty. Fanny

Mclver's scalp isn't worth a cent over twenty-five.

You're just a broken-down drunk. It takes a bigger

bluffer than you to make me put an insult on Chris-

tendom. Fifteen down. Ten when Fanny's had her

last hang-over."

"Why don't you do some of your dirty woric your-

self?"

"I do all I can," said the legless man simply; "1

can't find time for everything."

The unshaven man shifted imeasily on his shabby

feet. In his stomach the flames wMch only alcdiol

can quench wore burning with a steady gnawing fury.

"How about a little drink?" he said.

"Fifteen down," said the legless man; "ten when

the job's done, and a ticket to Chicago."

"With a reservation? I'll feel like the devil; I

couldn't sit up all night."

"in throw in an upper," said the legless man.

Still the uneven man resisted. "What's Fanny

done to you?"
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"None of your business."

As if that settled the matter, and removed all ob-

stacles and moral scruples, the unshaven man sighed,

and held out his hand for the mon^ which was to

bind the contract.

Twelve hours later, Fanny Mclver's death was be-

ing attributed by the authorities to the insane, jeal-

ous rage of a lover. But as she had lately changed
her name and address, she lay for a while in the

morgue awaiting identification. It was the legless

beg^ who performed that last solemn rite. He was
quite unmoved. Her death mattered no more in his

scheme of life than the death of a fly.

But as he held up his hand and swore that the

identity of the corpse was such and such, he remem-
bered how graceful she had been at sixteen, how affec-

tionate, how ready to forgive. He remembered with
a certain admiration that diuing- the heyday of her
earning powers she had always trusted to his gener-

osity, and had never tried to hold any of her earnings

back. Prison and drink had destroyed all that was
honest in her, aU that was womanly. So a drop of

acid wQI eat out the heart of the freshest and loveli-

est rose. She became a very evil thing—full of evO
knowledge. There was even a certain danger in her
—not much—^nothing definite—^but enough. She was
better dead.

He turned and swung out of the morgue into the

sunlight. And he womiored whatever had become
of the chiki that she had home him.



It would have been eader for ^mot Allen if he

could have come into Barbara's life for the first

time. She was too used to him to appreciate such

of his qualities as were fine and noble at their true

value. And contrarily it was the same familiarity

which Hmned his faults so deaiiy and perii^w ex-

aggerated them. She often thought that if she oouU
see him for the first time she would fall head over

ears in love with him, and be married to him out of

hand. Was it not better therefore, since the man's

character had its disillusionments, that their life-long

friendship precluded the idea of marrying in haste

and rqienting at leisuie? "Ifs ahnost/' she said to

hersdf, "as if I had married him long ago and found

out that I had made a mistake."

But she hated to h\irt him in any way. And it

caused her a genuine sorrow sometimes to say no to

him. He had proposed to her many times a year

for many, many years, and always with a passion

and anoerity that made it q)pear as if he was pro-

posing for tlw first time in his life. Twice, the strength

and devotion of his physical presence had seemed to

remove every doubt of him from her mind, and she

had said that she would marry him, and had been

ecstatically happy while he kissed her and held her

in ina arms. And each time better knowledge of

as
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hmdf, a sle^kss night, and the unsparing light of

morning had filled her with shame and remorse, and

made it quite clear that she had made one more mis-

take, and must tell him so, and eat humble pie. And
exact a promise that he would never make love to

her again. But she could never get him to promise

that. And she could never keep him from kissing

things that belonged to her when she was looking,

and irhta she wasn't And if, as he sometimes

threatened in moments of disappointed and injured

feelings, he had gone far away, so that he could never

cross her path again, she would have missed him so

much that it would almos^ have killed her. And so

it is with all human heinf they care little enough

about their dearest possesions until the fire by night

omsumes them, or the thief walks off with them.

Then the alver and the jeweb, and this thing and
that, assume a sort of human* 'y—and are as if they

had been dear friends and unutterably necessary

companit ns in joy and sorrow.

To Wilmot a little oicouragement was a great

thing, a foundation upcm which to undertake pyra-

mids. Having intruded upon Barbara's working

hours without being scolded, Wilmot began to pict-

iu:e for himself a delightful life of intruding upon Uiem
every day. He hoped that if she was really working,

she would not actually send him away, but let him
sit in the deep chair by the fire and wait till she was
through, and ready for talk and play. As much al-

most as he loved her, he hated her ambitums, if <»ily
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because they interfered with him, and *^ecause he

found it is^xMiible to take them aeriomly. Her
work seemed surprisingly good to him—not surpris-

ingly good for a genuine sculptor who exhibited in

salons, but for a girl of his own class whom he had

always known. In this estimate he did not do Bar-

bara justice. She had a fine natural talent and she

had been well trained. People who knew what they

were talking about, shodc-headed yoimg fdlows wiUi

neighboring studios, pnyheaied great things for her,

partly because she was beautiful, and partly because

her work, as far as she had gone in it, was really good.

What she lacked, they said, was inspiration, experi-

ence, and knowledge of life. When these things came

to hor in due time, her tedmique wwkl be quite equal

to gprfwing them.

WDmot's dream of being mtuh in Barbara's studio

proved negotiable only as a dream. Barbara began

a fountain for her father's garden at Clovelly, And

during the modelling of the central figure the studio

was no place foi a modest young man. He had one

glimpse through the half-q)en door td a with

vary red hair and very ivhite skhi, and be turned ai^

beat a decided retreat, blushing furiously. He did

not repeat his visit to her studio until Barbara as-

sured him that the nymph had put on her clothes

and gone away. Then, much to his disgust, he

found there a yoimg fellow named Scupper, who
smoked a vile pipe and had dirty finger-nails and

was allowed to make himadf at home became he



a THE PENALTY

had recently exhibited a portrait bust that everybody
was praising (even Wihnot) and because he had vol-

unteered dmfaig a delightful contemplation of Bar-
bara's face to do her portrait and tell her all that he
had learned from his great master, Rodin.

The little beast had the assurance of the devil.

He praised, blamed, patronized, puffed his pipe, and
dwelt with superiority on topics which are best left

alone, until Wilmot wanted to kick him downstairs.

Scupper, aware of WOmot's diaUke for him, and thor-

oughly cognizant of its causes, did his best to goad
the "young prude" (as he chose to consider him)
into bpen hostility. He strutted, boasted, puffed, and
talked loosely without avail. Wilmot maintained a
beautiful calm, and the more he raged internally the

mcHre Chesterfieldfan and gorgeously at ease his man-
ners became. Barbara enjoyed the contest between
the terrier and the Newfoundland hiigdy. Person-
ally she disliked Scupper ahnost as much as she liked

Wilmot, but artistically she admired him tremen-
dously and felt that his judgments and criticisms were
the most valuable things to be had in the whole city.

Wihnot not only kept his temper, but outstayed
his antagonist The latter gone, he turned iqwn Bar-
bara, and she in mock terrcnr hidd up her hands for

mercy; but Wilmot was not in a m^dftd mood.
"When you imagine that ^ m are uplifting the

cause of art. Barbs, are you sure that you aren't de-

baaing it? You won't marry a man who has always

loved you. Art, You put marble and bronze higher





He praised, blamed, patrotiizcil, puffed
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than little children. Ari. You allow disreputable,

unwashed men to talk in your presoice as that man
talked. Art. You hire peofde of bad character to

sit for you, and people of no character. All art.

You treat them in a spirit of friendliness and cama-

raderie. You affect to place art above all consider-

ations; above character, above morab; worse, you
place it above cleanliness.

"A man—yes, take hun for all and aD, a man

—

eats out his heart for you; dedres only to live for

you, only to die for you, only to lie at your feet

afterward—that is nothing to you. You do not even

care to listen. You would rather hear through a
braggart, indecent mouth that ought to be sewed up
what Rodin said about Phidias. It seems finer to

you to be an artist than a woman, and you so beauti-

ful and so dearl''

Barbara made no answer. She looked a little hurt,

possibly a little sullen. She had a way of looking a
little sullen (it did not happen often) when she could

not hit upon just the words she wanted to express

her thoughts. She fdt that her attitude toward life

was almost cntirdy rig^t, afanost ent2id|y jwstffiahlf,

and she wanted to explain exactly why this was thus,

and couldn't. So after a silence she said:

"Oh, I'm just a h'ttle pig. Why bother about me?
And besides, it's no use."

"Don't say that, Barbara. There must be use in

it Don't you. know in your heart ^t some day
you axe going to many me?"
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"No," she said. "Sometimes I've thought so, but

I don't know it." She selected an arrow from her

quiver, touched the point with vaKnn, and because

had not enjoyed bdng scolded shot it into him.

"And at the moment I don't think so."

Wihnot spoke on patiently. "Every true lover,

Barbs," he said, "comes in time to the end of his

patience and the end of his endurance."

"And then he ceases from loving—and troubling."

"He does not When he knows as I know what is

best for ha hap^inm and for his, and when he funds

that humbleness, and begging, and gentleness, and

persuasion are of no avail—^why, then if he's a man
he makes her love hun, makes her marry him."

"I hope, my dear Wilmot," she said, "that you

are speaking from a very limited experirace."

"From the operience of ten million years. I have

only one life to live. Somdiow I will make you love

me, make you belong to me. Just because I eat with

a fork, do you think my heart is really any different

from that of the cave-man from whom it descended

to me, or that yoiu: heart is any different from that

of the gu-1 he wanted, who kept him guessing and

guessing until he couldn't stand it, and then turned

and ran and ran through the woods, and swam rivers

and climbed trees and jumped down precq>ices until

he caught her?"

There was something in Wibnot's lowered brows,

a certain jerking, broken quality in his utterance,

that was new to Barbara—that at once frightened
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her a Kttle, and caused her heart to beat with a sort

of wild triumph. But she did not guess that the old

cave-man was at that moment actually looking out

through her old friend's eye-places, and that ten

thousand years of civilization are but a thin varnish

over the rough and splendid masterpiece that God

made in his image.

There was a knodc at the door. It was Scupper

returning. He had left his beloved pipe (on pur-

pose). His shrewd, bloodshot little eyes took in the

situation at a glance. In two beats his little heart

was wild with jealousy.

"I beg everybody's pardon," he said. "I didn't

know. I—er—^wouldn't have knocked—I—er—mean
I would have knocked just the same."

\l^Imot todc one slow stq> toward the famous

sculptor, then smiled, picked up the fellow's pipe,

and returned it to him. "I saw you put it down

just before you left," he said. "I think there is

nothing else you have forgotten, is there? If there

is I think it will be best not to come back for it untfl

I have gone Meanwhile you will have time to shave

and bathe and make yourself preseatable."

Scupper, sure that he was not actually going to be

hit, escaped with an ease and jauntiness which he

was far from feeling. And Barbara, the high tension

relieved, burst out laughing.

It was Wilmot's turn to lode suUoi. He had fdt

that the shear animal f<»ce ol his love was healing

and even moulding Barbara to his will, as no t»da-
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ness and delicacy had ever done. But at the scu^
tor's entrance, the honest if brutal cave-man had

fled, like some noble savage bdore a talking-machine,

and left in a state of civilized helplessness a young

gentleman who oouki not find anything to say for

* himself.

As for Barbara, she had never seen Wilmot look as

he had looked, or heard those quivering, broken toiMS

in his voke. The savage in her had gone out to him

with open arms and, bdidd, the primal force which,

standing like an island of refuge in a sea of doubt,

she had been about to clasp was but an empty shadow.

That Wilmot had not done very nobly with his tal-

ents, that there were weaknesses in his character and

record, things even that needed eiplaining, had not

at the monwnt of his mastery mattered to her a jot.

But now such thoughts flocked to her like birds to a

tree; and she was glad that she had escaped from a

situation that had so nearly overwhelmed her reason

and drowned her common sense in the heavenly

sweetness of surrender.

HiHlmot could find nothing to say. It was no mere

gust <d passion that had swq>t over him, but a stom.

He was phyi&ally tired, as if he had rowed a long

race. He no longer wished to play the master. He
would rather a thousand times have rested his hot

forehead on Barbara's cool hand, and fallen quietly

asleep like a little child come in at last to his mother

after too much play in the hot sun.

"life," he said at last, "is a nuisance, Barbs.
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Isn't it? Would you, honestly, be happier if I dis-

appiired, and never bothered you again? Some-
times I fed that I oug^t to."

She shook her head. "If you like people/' she

said, "you like them, faults and all. I'm dependent

on you in a hundred ways. You're the oldest and
best friend I've got If you disappeared I'd curl up
and die. But now that we are taUdng personalities,

you very nearly forgot yourself a few mbuites ago.

Well, I forgive. But it mustn't hiqq)en again."

He bowed his head very humbly. "I will go bade
to patience and gentleness," he said, "and give them
another trial."

"I wish," she said, "that you would go back and
begin your life over again—stop drifting and sail for

some definite haibcnr."

"I win," he said, "on condition
"

"No—no—no," she said hurriedly, "no condition.

I am in no position to make conditions, if that's

what you mean. I don't understand myself. I don't

trust myself. I will not imdertake to bind myself to

you or any one until I know that I can trurt mysdf

.

It w(NiU be very jdly fox you if I married you and
then we found that I really loved the other fellow.

I'm like that—selfish, imstable, susceptible—and very

much ashamed of myself. I wouldn't talk myself

down so if you didn't kno^ these things as wdl as

I do. Why you go on caring for me is a mystery.

I'm no good. And I'm not even sorry taxm^ to

cry about it—ever. I've actually thouj^t that I was
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in love—oh, ever so many times: sometfanes with

yott. What's the use? The <nily things I've ever

been faithful to are the dressmaker, dancing, and

what in moments of iui»eme egoism I am pleased to

call my art."

"Barbs," he said, "you're an old silly billy, and I

love you with all my heart and soul. That's that.

Don't forget it Take pen and ink if necessary and

write it down. IH try a little more patience, and

then, my blessing, if there's no good in that, I shall

perpetrate marriage by capture."

They both laughed, the girl with much sweetness.

And she said:

"If you and I ever do marry, it will be with great

suddenness." Her ^es danced, and she added:

"There are momentsl"

"Thank you," he sdd gravely, and then with a

kind of wistful gallantry: "CouM I kiss the dear for

luck?"

She turned her cheek to him bravely and frankly

like a child. His lips touched it lightly, making no

sound.

Far off in the native jungle the cave-man moaned,

and shut his eyes and turned his face to the wall of

his cave. The medidne-man came, examined him,

and said that he was about to die of a new disease.

He looked very wise and called it "predatory in-

anition."

As f<xr the caytipA, having run and run and run,

she pulled in a flowery glade, looked bdiind, lia-
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tened, saw notbing, heard no sound of painfully pur-

suit^ feet, and called hondf a fool and a siUy for

having run. Sbt wanted to oqdain that she hadn't

meant to run away, that girls never really meant

what they said, and would the cave-man please re-

cover at once from his predatory inanition and take

notice of her again?

"Come," said Barbara, after quite a hmg silence,

"let's go forth and collar a taxL Anywhere I can

take you? I can't ask you to Itmch, because I am
having seven maidens, and afterward Victor Pdideon

to teach us to turkey-trot."

"I wouldn't be afraid of seven devils," Wilmot

urged in his own behalf, ''if you were present."

"There are only two," sIm said jnactically, "and

they are very little devils. But I won't let you come,

because you would have much too good a time."

Then she relented. "Come later, about three, and

teach me to turkey-trot. You do it better than

Polideon. And I hate to have him touch me."

"That's something," he exclaimed trimnphantly.

"What's something?"

"That you d<m't hate for me to touch you."

She laughed and tapped his shoulder in rag-time.

Also she whistled, and did a quiet Mspidon of a

turkey-trot with her feet



VI

One bright morning in May, divinely early, two

persons of very different appearance and nature

came out of two houses of very different a^^ieaiance

and nature at {oedsely the same moment, and

started to move toward each other by methods of

locomotion no less different than were the appear-

ances of the respective persons or the respective

houses from which they emerged.

The house from which the one issued was of speck-

less white marble, and looked from the advantageous

comer of Sixty-something Street and Fifth Avenue

upcm the purple and white lilacs ami the engaghig

q>ring greens of Central Park.

The other came out of a dark house at the angle

of a narrow street in the shadow of Brooklyn Bridge,

whose door, crossed by dingy gilt lettering, violently

danged a bell at q)ening and closing. The first per-

scm stqyped with the long clean strUes of youth and

Uberty. The second person cannot be said to have

stepped at all. The first person, meeting a police-

man, smiled and said: "Good morning, Kelly." The

second, similarly meeting with an officer of the law,

scowled upward, and said: "Do it again, and I'll

httak you." The first person came rnit of the up-

town palace like a fairy from a grotto; the second

36
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emerged from the downtown rookery like tome pre-

historic mootter fxam a cave.

At a ditttncf you might have mistaken him for an

electrician or a sewer-expert coming into view through

one of those round holes in the sidewalk by which

access is provided to the subterranean apparatus of

cities. But, drawing nearer, you perceived that he

was but half a man, who stood ugoa the ^-inch

stubs of idiat had once been a pair of legs. Butwhat

nature could do for what was left of him nature had

done. He had the neck, the arms, and the torso of

a Hercules. His coat, black, threadbare, shining, and

impleasantly spotted, seemed on the point of giving

way here and there to a system of restless and enor-

mous mnsdes. But that these shoukl serve no better

purpose than ceasdessly to turn the handle ci an un-

usually diminutive and tuneless street-organ might

have rovsed in the observer's mind doubts as to

the wisdom and vigilance of that divine providence

which is so much better understood and trusted by

the healthy and fortunate than by the wretched, the

m^tmed, and the diseased.

For the most part the l^ess man went about the

business of begging anumg the business men of the

dty, since from the congested slum into which he

disappeared at night it was no great feat for a man
of his power to reach the more m ti am streets of

that drde in whose midst the finances of the naticm

by turns rimmer, boil, and boil over. It was not

unusual, during the noon-time rudi of sdf-centred
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iiKlividuals, for the legless sum to get hiatt^ itriddm

into and bowled dean over upon Us £ace or back,

rfnce nothing is more loosening to purse-strii^ than

the average man's horror at having injured some

creature already maimed; nor was it unusual for

him at such times to scramble up imi'ing with a kind

of invincible cheerfulness that mure potently stkred

the genomity of the man nho had knocked him iown

than ever groana and oonidaints could have done.

If the weather waa fine and conducive to bodily

comfort, the beggar sometim>^ turned north and

worked his way to Washington Square or the lower

blocks of Fifth Avenue. Sometimes, having agreed

to pose for the head and trunk to aooe yowng art

Btucknt, he left hit hand-organ b^kd, aad pemntted

hfanaeU the extravagance ot riding in a suiiace car.

His boarding of a street-car was a feat of pure gym-

nastics, swift and virile; so, too, was his ascending

or descending of a flight of steps, or the high plat-

form on which he was to pose. Incessant practice,

added to natural skill and balance, enabled him to

accomplish, without legs, feata iHiich might have

balked a man with a capable and energetic pair of

them. He co\M travel upon his crutches for the

length of a city block almost as fast as the average

man can run, and if it came to climbing a rope or a

rain-duct he was more ape than human, la hia own

dweUmg he had kx his own use, instead erf Uie lidbo-

ifons itahra needed by its other iaaatea, a qratem ef

knotted ropea by whk^ he could momi inm ceilaf
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to attic, and poBi^ poles by whose aid he could

accomplish tlw most ligHtning-like descending slldaa.

Marrow Lane, shape iike a dog's hind leg, is one

of those crooked md i arrow tiio? >ngh' wbich the

approaches and anchorings of ihe ' .oocjyn li ridge

hat¥e cait into gloooi and dai^eM. Time are spots

wpm iHiich the mm wiM not shine again tntS tbs

great biidfe has peldbed; there are coi ners !<i whi^b

drafts strong as a 1 ^v«i-b<OT wmd wiusiiir from

year's end to the othe -. here are ho«f=a L f chil-

dren in the re|. an, and in he moif pun *nec it

settlmc&ts to the north, wh > Iiave ^ et to s a r i

fidd or to handle • §ema.
At the veiy craak di^ nog's on the

nde of Marrow La a aarrcj # door M lazed and
sometimes burnisht i by t^ hi^ priMsd aaois it

in dingy gilt k^ters:

Haxs

Chice the door with tht ^ -d gUt kttea had
^osed, ith him insi 'e, i ^ man, who was

e !tii= ir Blii. d, tm noanufacturer of hats,

p I ot ' #• air^ of lelpk: Jiess and humility by
^ kh wmy w -oe attracted into the little

t- ce^ ur 9 liie i - of^ hfiidK»gan, and asramcd
the attitat j& iccu^ to f^nmtMl and to

b* served, rd m u punish. He was no
kar^a a begKiur, but a mojiate. He swelled with
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power, and twenty ^pzb of almost as many national-

ities, plaiting straw hats by the gas-light, cringed in

their hearts, and redoubled the speed of their hands.

About the twenty girls who slaved for Blizzard there

were two peculiarities which at once distinguished

them from any other collection of female factray-

hands on the East Side. They were all strong and

healthy looking, and they were all pretty. He had

collected them much as rich men m a higher station

of life collect paintings or pearls. If some of them

bore the marks of blows and pinchings, it was not

upon any part of them which showed. If some of

them suffered from the fear of torture or even sud-

dok death, it did not {aevent them from showing the

master rows of even yrbitt teeth between ingratiat-

ingly parted lips whoever he deigned to speak to

them. If any girl among them thou^t to escape

him, to find work elsewhere, to betray what she

knew of him, even, and vanish into the slums of some

far dty, she was deterred by the memory of certain

anecdotes coostanUy rdated by her companions.

The most terrible of these anecdotes was that re-

lated of a certain Florence Magrue. She had fled

with her story to the nearest policeman, who had

quietly returned her to the shop, reluctantly, it was

admitted, but with the determinatitHi of a man

whose very eiistence depends up<m the favor of an-

other. The master had welcomed her and smiled

vpoa her as upon an erring child. He had sent her

upon an errand into the cellar under the nhap, him-
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sdf wnlocking the door. And thut WM the last that

any one had ever seen of Florence Magrue.

In addition to fear, the master supplied certain

creature comforts, not lightly to be thrown away.

If a ^1 could make up her mind to accept shame,

bodily injury if she displeased, and a life of toil, she

fared better imda BHzsud's dbectkn than her

sister who worked for Ecbanm, let us say, the lace-

maker, or Laskar, or any of a thousand East Side

employers of labor. The man could be kind upon

impulse, and generous. He paid the highest wages.

He supplied nourishing food at noon, and a complete

hour in which to discuss it. Furthermore, if a gid

pleated him, the wcA of her hands mm mbjected

to Im critical fanpectkw, and if she had any music

in her, he invited her upstairs sometimes to woric

the pedals of his grand piano, while his own power-

ful, hairy hands rippled and thundered upon the

keys. He was of a Godlike kindness when his

mind inclined to music, and the pedaUing was dcSfol

and sure. But kt the unfortunate crondwd under

thekcjMMud, her tfCBdjfing hands taking die {dace

of those feet which the master had lost, respond

stupidly to the signals conveyed to her shoulder by

graduated pressiures from the stump of his right leg,

and punishment of blows, pinchings, and sarcasms

was swift and sure.

The legieBS man was very much at home in hk own
bouse. He had iidiaUted it for many years, sad its

anangeBMBts were the txpnmkta of a creature im-
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meosdy able and ingenious, but maimed both in

body and soul.

The whole building, four stories tall, had once

been a manufactory, but Blizzard had subdivided its

ri£ J lofts into peris, dens, passageways, and rooms

: coiiling to an daborate plan of his own. And it

dS evident to the most casual {^anoe that c^tedi-

coqr akme, untrammelled by any conaderatfon ci

purse, had beeu followed. Those walls, floors, and

cdlings, for instance, through which no sound of

human origin, unaided by mechanical device, could

penetrate, must have cost a mint of money. Nor

could any man who depended for a living upon occa-

riooal pennies drof^wd into a tin ciq> have got to-

gether so extensive a collection of books upon scien-

tific subjects, many of them handsomely bound and

printed in foreign coimtries. Works upon explo-

sives, tunnelling, electricity, and music were especially

abundant, not only in English, but in German. And
there woe bodu upon Uie <»rgai^tion ci armfes,

and upon the chemistry of precious stones. A cur-

soy eiamination of his books would have found the

master of the house to be interested also in obstetrics,

in poisons, and in anesthesia; but of romance, hu-

manity, or poetry his library had but a single ezampk,

the "Monte Cristo" of the ekier Dumas.

Had an Iht dows and windows ci the house been

^rown open, and all its inhabitants tacpdkdi so that

you could have free ingress with a companion or two,

and time and the mood to eqdore the whtde <^ its
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ranuficatkos and arrangements, you must have con-

cluded that the designer of so mudi that was hide-

ously obvious and so much that was mysteriously

obscure was a most extraordinary example of vidous-

ness, ability, purpose, and musidanship. You must

have been staggered at passing from a room contain-

ing a grand piano and a bust d. Beethoven to find

yoursdf in a little opemthig-tfaefttre ndi as any

eminent surgeon might wish to be at work in, to find

beyond this a small but excellently appointed gym-

nasium; above this, to be reached only by climbing

a knotted rope, a long room, lighted from above,

containing dniwing-tables, many cases of drawing-

instnimentSy and a hort d iioikBian4ike daigp» and

qtcdfications. Thence you might pass, still wonder-

ing, into an qMurtii.uit of soft divans, thick rugs, and

open fireplace, a smdl of incense, double windows

and double doors.

Or you might descend by stairs or polished poles

to the cdlar under the hat factory, ? id find yourself,

prying into the most obscnre oocner and Kg^ting

matdm for gaidaDce, ooafronted by the door of a

mistily strong safety vault, the knobs of the com-

bination lock bright and easily turned. And you

might say: "Well, it's either the house of a man

whose scheme of life is utterly b^ond my compre-

hension, or of a madman."



VII

Of the two persons who left their homes this morn-

ing, the legless beggar, owing to having ridden part

of the way in a street-car, was the first to reach the

northeast comer of Fifth Avenue and Washington

Square, v^ience tbe last rear-guaid of faahiim in old

New Yatk retreats hdate the advance-pickets of the

encroaching slums, like a stag before 3 pack of hounds.

Here he ensconced himself, placed his tin cup on the

top of his organ, together with the few pairs of shoe-

laces which proclaimed him a merchant within rather

than a beggar without the law, and proceeded to

enliven the still quiet neighborhood with the dread-

fully strained measure of Verdi's "MiserSre." He

turned the handles of the little organ fitfully, so that

now the strains of sorrow arose at such long intervals

as hardly to be connected with one another, and now

all huddled and jumbled like notes in a barbaric

quickstep, and as he played he addressed his instni-

mmt in a quiet, crud voice.

A hmise-maid opened a window in the servants*

wing of No. I Fifth Avenue. Blizzard turned his

head slowly at the sound, and looked up at her with

agate eyes, coldly interrogative. There was no one

else at the moment within earshot.

Nevertheless before speaking the houaMoaid looked

44



THE PENALTY 4S

nervously into the house bdiind ha; then up the

avenue, and down into Washingtcm Square. She

was a giri of some beauty, but her face was most en-

gaging from a kind of waggidi intelligence that it bad.

*'Tst!" she said.

The organ squeaked and rattled. It was ma-

noeuvring for a position from which to attack the

"Danse Macabre." Blizzard indicated by a lift of

heavy eydbrows that he was all attentkm.

"You can trust Blake," she said.

Blizzard grunted. " Send him to me at six."

"Marrow Lane?"

He nodded, and turned from her with an air of

finality. The house-maid hesitated, drew a long

breath, pulled in hex head, and dosed the window.

A krase-jointed man in ckrical garb came hurry-

ing down die avenue. He made longer swings with

his right arm and longer strides with his right leg

than with his left He had a white, thin face, and

a look of worry and anxiety. He was perhaps dis-

tressed to think that the world contained many souls

to whose sahraticHi he would never be able to attend.

Peiceiving the kgfeie beggar, he stopped hurrying,

sought in his pocket, and f<»md a few pennies. These

he dropped into the tin cup.

"Goid bless you, reverend sir," said the b^;gar in a

voice of deep irony.

"Don't," said the clergyman. He managed to

look the beggar in the eyes. "How many hats have

we?" he asked in a qakk whisper.
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"We're on our fourth thousand."

The clergyman was visibly upset. "Six thousand

to go," he muttered. " I shall be caught."

The beggar smiled. **Coiiic to me at afaNbfrty,"

he said.

The man of God's eyes bi^tcned. "Yail help

me again?"

"Tst," said the beggar. "Move on. Here's a

plain-clothes man."

The shepherd laoved onu if he had been pricked by

an swl, since k ms not uamg the police tiwt he felt

ca^ upcm to sqwcate the fabck sheep from the white.

The plain-dothes man approached loitering. He

might have been a citizen in good standing and with

nothing better to do than hobnob with whatever per-

sons interested him upon his idle saimterings.

"How numy pain €i laces have you sold this

morning?" he asked.

"Nary a pair, charitable sir," returned the beggar.

"Speaking of shoe-laces," said the plain-dothes

man, "what is your opinion of head-gear?"

"Bullish," said the beggar. "Straw hats will be

worn next winter."

The eyes of both men q)arided with a curious ez-

hilaraticm. The i^ain-dothes man drew a deep and

sudden breath, and appeared to shiver. So a soldier

may breathe at the command to charge; so a thor-

oughbred shivers when the barrier is about to fall.

"There will be nice pickings," said the beggar;

"there will be enough geese to feed ten thousand."
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The plain-dothes man dropped a penny into the

tin cup. "By the way," he asked professionally,

"where can I lay hands on Red Monday?"
The beggar diook his strong head curtly. "Hands

off," he said.

"When did he join the church?"

"Last night, with tears and confession. A strong

man Red, now that he has seen the light."

The plala-clothes man laughed and passed on, still

kateriag.

The "Danse Macabre" had come to a timely end,

if that ^lich is without tempo may be said to have

any relation with time, and the trio of Chopin's

"Funeral March" was already in uneven progress.

The legless man sat on the bare pavement, his back

against the handsome am railbig of No. x Fifth

Avenue, and steadily revived the mediaidsm <rf the

<»gan with his hairy, powoful hand.

Passers were now more frequent. Some looked at

him and continued to look after they had passed,

others turned their eyes steadfastly away. Some
ptied him because ht was a cripple; others, upon
siidckiily discovering that he had no Iqpi, were shocked

with a sudden indecent hatred of him. A lassie of

the Salvation Army invited him to rise up and fol-

low Christ; he retorted by urging her to lie down
and take a rest. Then, as if premonition had laid

strong hands upon him and twisted him about, he

turned, and kxdud upward into the fresh, rosy face

<A Barbara Ferris.
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Their eyes met. Always the child of impulse, and

careless of appearance and opinion, she fdt her

thoughts, none too dieerfol or optimistic that mrarn-

ing durix^ her Itmg walk down the avenue, drawn by

the e3q)res^on upon the legless man's face to a sudden

focus of triumph and solution. She struck the palm

of one small workman-like hand with the back of the

other, and exclaimed: "By George!"

The face that was upturned to hers was m> knger

the insolent, heavy face of success which we have

attempted to describe, but <me in which the sudden

tffLping into evidence of a soul dismissed facts of

color, contour, and line as matters of no importance.

If there was wickedness in hb glance, there were also

awe and wonder. He had a tortured look, the look

of a man who has &Uen fram onknowabfe hei|^tsr—

from an Elysium wfaldi he regrets and desires with

all a strong man's strength, but to which the way

back is irrevocably barred by the degradation and

the sin of the descent—and who, all but overwhehned

by the knowledge that he can never return whence

he came, yet bears his eternal loss with an iron cour-

age that has about it a kind ci apkiodx,

Barbsra Ferris fdt that she was looking upon

Satan in that moment whm he first realized thai his

fall from heaven was for eternity and that, against

every torturing passion of conviction, he must turn

his talents and his fearful courage to the needs of hell.

In that first moment of thctr meeting, she realised

nothing about the man but the terribly moving ex-
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pnidoa of hh fact, Notfalng dw mattered. If her

{^Uc training was equal to catching and fiidng that

e]q>ression in day or marble, she would be made ac-

cording to the mould of her ambition. The flame of

art burned white and clear in the inmost shrine of

her being. She saw before her, and beneath her, not

a human being, but an in^iiratioii. And since in-

spiration b a thing swift, dectric, and trebly entidng

from the fact that it presents itself shorn of all those

difficulties which afterward, during execution, so ter-

ribly appear and multiply, her heart beat already

with the exquisite bliss of an immortal achievement.

Jn her vocabulary at that instant it would have been

impossibte to discover under B the aggressive Bat,

or und<y I the Jf, She was hupiied* It

was enough.

Then she, in whose mind strong wings had sud-

denly pouted, perceived that the person directly

Teqx>naible had not even a pair of legs, and fdt

throu^out her whde being a cold gushing of hcnror

and revolt

Thb was not lost upon Blizzard. It was an ordi-

nary enough human sensation, whose reflections had

often enough given the iron that was in his soul

another twist and refreshed in him vengefulness and

hatred. Yet <m the present occadon the knoiriedge

tiiat ht was i^ysically loatiied rmised in ihn man a

feeling rather of that despair which may be e]q)eri-

encod by the drowning at that precise moment when

the straw so eagerly dutched has proved itadf a
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straw, and he winced as beneath a ihoddng blow

between the eyes.

On discovering that the creature was maimed it

had been Barbara's first impulse to pass swiftly on.

But another glance at the face which had arrested

her held her. She took some coins from her purse

and dropped them into the tin 09 whidi the beggar

held out to her. And he looked upward kto her

(ace.

"Did you ever pose for any one?" she asked.

"Yes, miss."

"I should like to make a bust of you. I'll see that

it pays you better thaft—better than eamhig a fiving

this way."

For the first time Blizzard smiled. "Do you want

me to come now?" he asked.

"Yes," she said. "My studio is in No. 1 7 McBur-

ney Place." Here she stopped upon a somewhat em-

barrassing thought But the legless man read what

was in her mind.

"Two fii^ts t^?" he queried. "Three? I can

dimb. Don't trouble about that"

"You will come as soon as you can?"

"I have to meet a man here in half an hour. Then

m come."

"Please," she said, "ask for Miss Ferris."

At the name a tremor went throu|^ the les^
m^n fitnn head to stump. He blanched, and for the

thousandth part of a second all that was devil in

hhn rushed with smouldeEing lights to his eyes. But
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of this Barbara perceived nothing; her repugnance

mastered, she had abeady brightly smiled, nodded,

and was walking swiftly away, her head high, spring

air in her lungs and inspintioii in her heart

The beggar's eyes playing upon her, the pawed
throu^^ the peaceful warm sunshine of the (ptet old

square, and vanished at last into tb still br^ter
sunshine and still older quiet of McBumey Place.

To work with her own hands, at least until she

had made something beautiful, seemed to her a
better aim than any other whidi the irarii offers.

She bad at Snt bees the victin of private leMMy
amusedly approved by her father, and only inter-

mittently attended by herself, since it is not in a day
that a fashionable idler is turned into a steadily tdl-

ing aspirant for eternal honors. Just so long as she

rmained an amateur and occasional potterer in her

lather's boiae she was a{^uded by him and arsutned

by the worid bi general to be a very talented y y inf,

lady; but when, her artistic impulses—if not hei t^di-

nique—having strengthened amazingly, she insJsted

upon the steadier routine of an art school, she met
with an exposition as narrow, it seemed to her, as

it was firm. Her own will in the matter, however,

proved tke stronger. And having paMd w^ ex-

cellent rapidity through those grades of tbe sebool ixi

which the student is taught to make cubes and
spheres, she modelled from the antique, and at last,

upon a day almost sacred in her memory, was pro-

moted to the life class.
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And here, one morning, Dr. Ferris, interested in

^ite of himself in her swift progress, found her, with

a number of otho: young ladies and gentlemen, ear-

nestly at work making, from different angles of vision,

greenish day statuettes of a handsome young Italian

laborer who had upon his person no clothes whatever.

That fastidious surgeon^ to whom naked bodies, and

indeed naked hearts, could have been nothing new,

was shocked almost out of his wits. He had left

only the good sense and the ^xxi manners not to

make a scene. He beat instead a quiet, if substan-

tial, retreat, and put off the hour of reckoning. His

daughter was soiled in his eyes, and when she ex-

plained to him that a naked man was not a naked

man to her, but a "stunning" assemblage of planes,

angles, curves, ligh':s, and shadows, he cmild not un-

derstand. Ai^ they quarrdled as furiously as it is

possible for well-bred persons to quaird. He com-

manded. She denied his right to command. He
threatened. She denied his right first to create a

life, and then to spoil it. He advanced the duty of

children to parents, and she the duty of parents to

children, finally Bazban, tlunooghly incensed at

having her mind and her amUtirai held so cheap,

flung out with: "Have you never made a mistake of

judgment?" And was astounded to see her father

wither, you may say, and all in an instant show the

first tremors she had ever seen in him of age and a

life of immense strain and req>onsibility. From that

moment the activity oi his (^position waned. She
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knew that her wiU had omquered, and the knowledge

distressed her so that she burst into tears.

"My dear," said her father, "I once made a very

terrible mistake of judgment. There isn't a day of

my life altogether free from remorse and regret. I

have given you money and position. It isn't enough,

it seems. My dear, take the benefit of the doubt
into the bargain. If I am w^^^g another terxiUe

mistake, you must bear at lea^ a portum oi the

responsibility."

It is curious, or perhaps only natural, that Barbara

was at the moment more interested to know what
her father's great mistake of judgment had been than

in the fact that her ambition had won his tolerance

and coosoit, if not his approval and siqipogrt. Ji ste

had asked him ttei and there, for he was still greatly

moved, he might have told her, but letioence cauf^t
the question by the wings, and the moment passed.

And they resumed together their life of punctilious

thoughtfulness and good manners. Dr. Ferris con-

tinued to cut vcp famous bodies for famous fees, while

Barbara continued to do what she coukl to reproduce

the bodies of more humble penoos, f<Mr no reward

greater than the voice of her teacher with his variousfy

intonated: 'Go to eet, Meet Barbaral go to eet"



VIII

It was a discouraged but resolute Barbara who

stepped forth from her father's house that bright

morning in May and passed rather than walked down

the quiet xtppa stretches of Fifth Avenue. That

she nu^t faQ in art, and make a mess of her life

generally, sometimes occurred to her. And it was a

thought which immeasurably distressed her. It would

be too dreadful a humiliation to crawl back into the

place which she had so amfidcntly quitted for a bel-

ter; to be pdnted out as a distuiguished anateuriHio

had not succeeded as a professional; aad to take vap

once more the roimds of dinners, dances, and sports

which serve so well to keep the purposeless young

and ignorant.

To society the tragedy of Barbara's back-sliding

into art was very real Dose&s of men said very

frankly that they missed her Hke the very devil

"There is nobody else," they said, "qidHit to 8tn^t»

forward, or quite so good-looking."

Hers was a face not less vivid than a light. It

seemed that in her, the greatest artist of all, abandon-

ing the accepted conveatioM of beauty, had cnated

•B original maateipiece. If she had beai too thin,

her eyes, tranquil, tea-blue, and shining, must have

bantookip. Bm mm iNa WMMtm Giiriti bar

14
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difai, In^ lor an added youtbfiil tcnioiHM, wm
HKMtasqpliaQlMadameDitte's; ftlongvouiidtlumit

etnied mekHf a gallant round head, upon whidi the

hair was of three distinct colors. The brown in the

Master's workshop had not, it seemed, held out; she

had been fimshed with tones of amber and deep red.

The bfOfWB waa straight, the red waved, the amber
ifatad is carii and twidrila. Bdoir thb catqiuiite

massing of iae and color, afainst « lair broad fore-

head, were set, crookedly, short narrow eyebrowa el

an intense black; her eyelashes were of the same
divine inkiness, very warm and long; a mouth level

to Hat world, resolute, at the comers a little smiling,

waticadet againiA a Mmoaih fidd ci gdden-brown.

H ihe kwi a certain admirartnn of far cm boMrty

it waa llw adniraticn of an artist for the bca»l|r of »
stranger. Since she had had neitlwr hand nor si^ in

her own making, the results were neither to her credit

nor against it. For success in her chosen line she

would have exchanged her beauty very willingly for

a plala aaik, her ^oiloiis yo«ik lor a sedate miMb
afk Ae woali iMw i^vM pohapa an^ an ear,

or so at least she thought hi thb ardent and generous

period of early beginnings and insatiable ambition.

In her thoKglMa nothing seemed to matter to her b«l
art.

There was no sustaining {Measure in the fact that

Imt faliMr had gives fai to her. Oppoattkm-^un-

spoken, ft is tme, b«C aet to be mitfifccn iiniiiMd

is Uaat^tiida toward bv. He fomid iMMnct maaaa
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lor oonveying his idea and that of her friendi that

ihewas wasting hendf iqNHi a folly, and waa destined,

if she posisted in it, to only the most mediocre suc-

cess. An exhibition of her works, imdertaken with

the avowed wish to know "just where she stood,"

had been discouraging in its results. The art critics

either refused to take her soiously or expressed the

opiaion that theie were alieady in tht woild too

many sculptocs of distinguished technique and no

imagination whatsoever. Her friends told her that

she was a "wonder." And there were little incidents

of the farce which caused her to bite her lips in

humiliation.

That the critics should be at the pains of tdling

ber that she was without imaf^nation angered her,

since it was a fact abeady better known to hers^.

And kt ene mranent^ would determine at all costs

to prove herself an imaginative artist, and in the

next " to chuck the whole business." But she could

not make up her mind whether it is worse for a cap-

ti^ to wait fm actual defeat or, having percdved its

iKvitab^ty, to sufieadei'. To go down with colors

flying i^peds perhaps to noble sides of man; but it

is a waste of ships, lives, and treasure.

Passing swiftly down the avenue, she did not know

whether, upon arriving at her studio in McBumey
Place, she should get into her working-apron or make

an end, once and for all, of artistic pursdits. But

with tlK lifting ol the beggar's face to hen,

afl dmibts irMiwhwi fram her mind like noke from



THE PENALTY

vlieii the nindoiii and doocs aie opened.

Whatever M» face mii^t have leveakd to another^

to her it was Satan's, newly fallen, and she read mto

it a whole wonder of sin, tragedy, desolation, aad

coiirage; and knew well that if she could reproduce

what she seemed to see, the world would be grateful

to her. She would give it a face which it would

ever make an cad of diiciiiiing, which ahoakl be

in iciilptare ukat^ face of Moaa Lisa ia m paintr

&ig. It wooid be the face of a man whom one jury

would hang upon the merest suspicion; for whom
another would return a verdict of "not guilty" no

matter what the nature of his proved crimes; and

whether the face was beautiful or hideous would be a

mister of (&pate for the ages.

Upon arriviag at No. 17 Mi9mmy Place, and

having dimbed tuo of stairs, the door of her

studio was opened before she could lay hand to the

knob, and a very small boy with very big eyes, and

no more flesh upon his bones than sorved to dktin-

guish him from a living sl^etoa, i^^eaaad on the

threahcdd, aoi^Hng, you may my, fmm head to leot

He waa dressed in a blue wak mUk (bobbed tails and

a double row of bright brass buttons down the front,

and when she had gathered him from the gutter in

which he had reached to his present stunted stature,

a child half gone in pneumonia, he had told her that

his name, his whole name, was "BubUea" mod notii-

ingbttt^BiOrf^"

''Good morning, Miia Barbara," he laid; "the
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plumber's bin and gone, and the fdler from the hard-

ware ttxire has swoce hell be around before noon to

fix the new knobs in the doors."

''GoodI" said Barbara. "WeU done, Bubbles."

And she passed into the studio, wondering why a

little face all knotting with smiles, affection, and the

pleasure of commands lovingly received and well

obeyed, should remind her of HuA other lace, massive,

sardonic, lost, aatanic, wtisk had looked up into hers

acroBS the battered tin cup on the top of a battered

street-organ. She turned to a little day head that

she had made recently and for which Bubbles had

sat; touched it here and there, stepped back from

it, turned her own head to the left, to the right, and

even, sudi was the coiioe&tratioa of her mood,

showed between her red Bps the t^ of a still redder

tongue. But no matter what she did to test and
undo her first impresdon there persisted between the

two faces a certain likeness, though in just what this

resemblance consisted she was unable to say.

"Bubbles," she said, "you mete telling me about

beggars the other day and how mudi they make, and
iMnr rich some of them are. Did you ever run across

one that sells shoe-laces, plays a hand-oigiHi, aad
hasn't got any legs?"

"Sure," said he; "there's half a dozen in the dty.**

And he named them. "Burbage: he's the real

thing, got his legs took off by a cannon-ball fai the

wars. Prior: he ain't no 'count Drunk and USk

under a devated train. He ain't saved withhii
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neither. HedxinksMr. Eduneyer: he's MMBe Jew;

worth evay cent of fifty thousand doDars. They

calls him congencyetul, 'cause he was bom with his

legs lef' off him. Fun Barnheim: he's German, went

asleep in the shade of a steam-roller, and never woke

up till his 1^ was roiled out flat as a pair «f pant*

that's lost bin ironed. Then coone there's Bfis-

xaxd."

Barbara was niling. "What became «l his kp.
Bubbles?"

"God knows," returned the boy. "Blizzard don't

boast about it like the others. But he ain't no com-

mon beggar. He's a man."

"A good man?"
"Good? He ain't got a kinder thought in his

block than settin' fire to houses and kiffin' pecple.

But when he says 'stq>/ U stqjM."

"It?"

"The East Side, Miss Barbara. He's the whole

show."

"What does he look Bke?"

The boy at first thought in vain for a simile, and

then, having found one to his fiking, emitted with

great earnestness that the beggar, Blizzard, looked

exactly like "the wrath of God." Whatever the

boy's simile may convey to the reader, to Barbara,

fffflh from Bfffing the man hiHsdfy it iHid % wssdeii^

ful ^>tneas.

"That's my man," she ezdaimed. "Blizzard 1

He's fot a wondoful face, BnhMet, aad yensili jnst
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what it looks like. I'm going to make a butt of

him."

"He's coming here?"

"Yes. Why not?"

The boy was troubled. "Miss Barbara," he said

earnestly, "I wouldn't go for to touch that man

with a ten-foot pole."

"I shaVt touch him, except with compasses to

take measmementa. He's dvil-spokeii enough."

"He's bad," said Bubbles, "bad. And when I

say bad, I mean millions of things that you never

heard tell of, and never will. If he comes in here—

and, and raises hell, don't blame me."

Barbara laughed. "He will come here, and sit per-

fectly still," die said, "until he wishes he was dead.

then he will receive money, and an invitation

to come to-morrow. And then he will go away."

Bubbles looked unnaturally solemn and dejected.

"Besides," said Barbara, "I have you to protect

me.

Though Bubbles made no boast, a world o£ lesolu-

tion swept into his great eyes, and you knew by the

simultaneous xiting toward his chin of all the buttons

upon the front of his jacket that he had drawn the

long breath of couxage, and stiffened the articulations

of his spine.

Barbara's studio was a large, high-ceiiinged room,

whose north wall was almost entirely compoifd of

glass. It was singularly bare of those hangings,

lanteins, antique cabinets, carved chafes, Bocapa ci
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brocade, brass candle-sticks six or seven feet high,

samovars, pewter porringers, spinning-wheels, etc.,

etc., upon wbkii so many artitts appear to dq>end

for comfort and inqiiratkm. Nmr were there any

notable collections of dust, or fragments of meals, or

dirty plates. There was neither a Winged Victory,

a Venus de Milo, nor a Hermes after Praxiteles. And
except for the bust of Bubbles there was no example

of Baibaxa's own wwk by which to fish for stray

cxwnplhnents from the casual visitor. Of tbe amen-

ities the studio had but a thick carpet, an open fire-

place, and a pair of plain but easy chairs. Upon a

strong tremorless table placed near the one great

window, a huge lump of clay, swathed in damp cloths,

alone served to denote the occupant's avocation.

OS the studio, however, Baiban had a pleasantly

furnished room in wiiidi mig^t loaf, make tea, or

serve a meal, and this in turn was separated from the

tiny room in which Bubbles slept, by a small Irat

practical kitchen.

Barbara having withdrawn to roll up her sleeves

and put on her work-apron, the legless beggar arrived

in alence at the outer dxxa oi the stwfio, and having

drawn a kng breath, knodced, and BubUes, notwiUi-

out an uncomfortable fluttering of the heart, puUed

it open. The boy and the beggar, being about the

same height, lodced each other in the face with level

eyes.

"So" said Blizzard, ''this is what has become <d

you. You were npoxttd dead.*'
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"No, sir," said Bubbles, "I wasn't dead, only sick.

She brought me here, and had hei own father and a

nurse to take care of me. And now I'm Buttons."

And he went on glibly: "Come right in; MteFerrb

h opeeting yoo. I gaem the wanti yoa to lit on

liw pi«tf(Hrm over in the window."

l^izzard, having unslung his hand-organ and slid

it with a show of petulance into a comer, crossed

the room, swinging strongly and easily between his

crutches, like a fine piece of machinery, climbed upon

the model's platform, and Mated hinndf la tlie plain

deeldieirfHiichaiieadyoccnpledit Fkom thb point

ef vantage he turned and looked down at the boy.

"So," he said, "her father is Dr. Ferris."

"He's ike Dr. Ferris," Bubbles returned loyally.

* *'So

—

am—so," said the legless one slowly, and he

closed his eyes for amoment as if he was tired. Then,

opening them, and in abnq^t tones: '*Fftx yon well?"

"Many people come here?"

Bubbles, who had gone to school—not in the

schoob, but in the dty of New York itsdf—could lie

without the least tremor or change of feature, and

with remariuUe suddenness. "Lots and Iota of 'em,"

he said. "She^s weD known."

Blizzard mordy grunted. "Tell her I've come."

But it was not necessary for Bubbles to give the

message at the door of the inner room, since at that

moment Barbara entered, her roimd arms bare to

the elDow and her street dress completely hidden by
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enoe was not required dufiBg muklag bonii at impt
withdrew to his bedroom.

Here he changed his tunic of brass buttons for a
plain gray jacket, snatched his cap from its hook,
gained the street by a back stair, and set off at the
Hrelm itreet-boy trot that eati vp theMocki. Half
an hour Utter he letamed, Ue iaoe ao longer wcei^
ing a look of anxiety, changed back into his many-
buttoned jacket of dependence, and sitting upon his

bed, his back against the pillows, proceeded with
astonishing deftness and precision to figure with the
stump of a pencil, upon the leaves of a small d<^-
OMwl noto4)eQk. llien, ^ipettfaig to hftv« achieved
a satisfactory sdutkm of whatever prablon he had
had occasion to attack, he began to go through a
series of restless fidgetings, which ended with a sigh

of relief and a guilty look, and producing from a
hiding-pkce a cigarette, he smoked it out of the
vindofw, so that Us room might not carry forward
tiM Idntest trace of to tcOtale <idQr.
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When Baibaia at Iragth told the legliim man that he

might rest, he a{^>eared to think that she had in-

vited him to converse. He leaned back as far as

he could in the deal chair. His expression was no

longer that which had struck Barbara so hard in the

imagination, but one (rf easy and alert affability.

He kxdced at her vAun he spoke, at when she spcks,

bat casuaUy and without o&eact. Whatever feelings

surged in him were for the moment carefully con-

trolled and put aside. In his manner was neither

obtrusivoiess nor servility, only a kind of well-

schooled eass and directness. In short, he behaved

and ^ke like a gentleman.

. ''You're the first person I ever sat for," he said,

^'iHio hasn't asked me how I lost my legs."

Barbara, r^arding the rough blocking of his head

which she had made, smiled amiably. That first

impression of him, still vivid and lucid in her mind,

appeared already, almost of its own accord, to have

registered itsdf in the lump of clay. And she could

not but fed that she had laid the groundwuM^ of a

masterpiece. If the beggar wished to converse, she

would converse—anything to keep him in the mood
for returning to pose as often as she should have need

of him. And so, though entirely absorbed by the

face which she had found, and at the moment almost

64
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uncharitably indifferent to the 1^ which he had
loBtf she la&ed her eyes to him, still smiling, and said:

"It wasn't from want ci interest, I assure you.

I'm sorry you lost them, and I shodd like to know
how it happened."

"Bravdy spoken," said the beggar.

"I have been told," said Barbara, "that you are a
great power in the East Side, a sort of overlord."

"Even a beggar has flatterers. They overrate me."
The accompanying shrug of his great shoulders had
an affectation of humility. "Now, if I had a pair of

legs—but I haven't. And if I had I shouldn't be an
East-Sider. For the maimed, the crippled, the dis-

eased, it is pleasantest to be in residence on the East

Side. You have company. You may forget your

own mtsfortunes in omtemplating the greater mis-

fortunes of others."

"Do you mind telling me/* she asked, "mbtn you
learned your English?"

"My father," Blizzard explained, "was rather a
distinguished man—Massachusetts Institute of Tech-

nology man. University of BerUn, d^ee from Har-

vard and Qifoid. He had a prim way of putting

things. I siqypose I caught it"

The usual whine about better days was misnng
from the beggar's voice. If he seemed a little proud
of his high beginnings, he did not seem in the least

perturbed by the contemplation of his fallen estate.

Barbara was by now frankly interested, and proceeded
with characteristic directaess to ask questioas.
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"Is your father living?"

"No. But it would hardly matter. We became

thoroughly inccmpatible after my accident. He had

very h^h ambitions for me, ami a chnmic disgust

for anytiiing abncnrnal—such as little boys who had

had thdr legs snipped off. I didn't like it either. I

suspect it made an unusually vicious child of me, a

"widced, vengeful child."

Blizzard's candid expression implied that he had,

however, soon seen the evil of his youthful ways, and

turned over a whole volume ci new leaves.

"What happened?" Baxbarsi asked.

Blizzard laughed. "I cannot be said to have run

away," he answered, "but I got away as best I could,

and stayed away. My father settled money upon me.

And that was the end of our relations."

"And then," said Barbara, "you, bemg young and

foolish, lost your money."

"Oh, no!" he exdaimed. "I was a very bad little

boy, but much too ambitious to be foolish. And you

know you can't get very far in this w<nld without

money."

"Still," said Barbara, "a hand-oigan and a tin

cup?"

"A Idtercr in the streets of New YoA," the beggar

cqilained, "picks up knowledge not to be had in any

other way. Knowledge is power."

"Then you don't have to beg, don't have to pose,

don't have to do anything you don't want to do?
"

"Oh, yes, I do. I have to crawl while others walk.
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I have to wait and procrastinate, where another

might rush in and dare."

Again that first expression of Satan fallen over-

powered the casual ease and even levity <^ his face.

But he shifted his ^es lest Barbara see into them

and be frightened by that idiich snumldered in their

stony depths.

Without a word, Barbara stepped eagerly forward to

the rough model that she had made of his head, and

once more attacked her inspiration with eager hands.

Hie bqg^ hdd himsdf motionless like a thing of

stcme, only his ^es xoived a little, drinking fai, you

may say, that white lovdbess nHiicfa was Baibara at

sudi moments as her own eyes were upon her work,

and turning swiftly away when she lifted them in

scrutiny of him. Now and then she made measure^

ments of him with a pair of compasses. At such

times it seemed to him that her nearness was more

than his unschooled paanons could bear with any 9^
pearanoe of apathy. Though a child of the nine-

teenth century, he had been enabled for many years

to give way, almost whenever he pleased, to the in-

stincts of primitive man, which, except for the greater

frequency of their occurrence, differ in no essential

way from the Instincts oi wild beasts.

Had she been a |^ of the East ^e he would not

have hesitated upon the present occasion or in the

present surroundings. But she was a girl of wealth

and high position. It was not enough that his hands

could stifle an outcry, or that the policeman upon

the nearest beat was more in his own employ than
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in that oC the dty. Cold reason showed him that

in the present case impunity was for once doubtful.

Her hands dropped from their work to her sides.

"How goes it?" asked the beggar.

"If it goes as it's gone," she said—"if it only doesl"

"It triU" said the b^SEa'i ^^'^ ^ strong

>nbration of faith and enoouragement in his voice.

"May Hook?"
"CM course."

He came down from the platform, and she could

not but admire the almost superhuman facility with

which he moved upon his crutches. Halting at ease,

before the beginning whidi she had made, he re-

mained for a l<»g time silent, nien, tucnhig to her,

he freed his right hand from the cross-piece of his

crutch, and lifted it to his forehead in a sort of salute.

"Master I" he said.

The blood in Barbara's veins tingled with pleasure.

He had thrown into his strong, ridi voice an added

wealth id sincerity, and she knew, or tfaougjit she

knew, that at last the work of her hands had moved

another, who, whatever else he mig>t have been,

was by his own showing no fool, but a man having in

him much that was extraordinary. And bhe felt a

sudden friendlmess for the legless beggar.

His eyes still upon the clay—blowing, considering,

meaaizing, appraising eyes—he said shc^y aikl with

decision: "We must go on with tins."

"To-morrow—cowld you oome UHUomm at the

same time?"

"IiM»,"hesaid.
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^'Good. Are yoo himsiy?**

But the legless man did not i^ipear to liave heard

her. A sound in the adjoining room had arrested

his attention. He listened to it critically and then

smiled.

"A good workman," he said, "is turning a screw

into wood."

"How dever of you," said Baibaia. "There was

a man coming from Schlemmer's to put on some glass

knobs for me. Bubbles has brought him in by the

back stairs."

The faint crunching sound of the screw going into

the wood ceased. There was a knodc on the door.

"Come in," said Baibtnu

Bubbles i^ypeared in -the opedng. "We^re all

through in here."

It did not at once strike Barbara that to have fin-

ished his work in the next room the man from Schlem-

mer's must have arrived upon the scene very much

earlier than he had promised. And she could not by

any po689»Sty have guessed that Bubbles, in a state

of nervous alarm, had dipped down the back stairs

and run aB the way to the hardware store to letch

him.

''He may as well begin in here, then," she said;

"I'm throi^ for this morning." And she turned to

the beggar. "To-morrow—at the same thne?"

He nodded briefly, but did not at oooe turn to go.

He wi^ihed, it seemed, to have a good look at the

yooof worionan yrho now followed BuUbks into the
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studio. And so did Barbara, the moment she saw

him.

To her critical eye he was quite the best-looking

young man she had ever seen "in the world or out of

it." He was tall, broad, round-necked, narrow in the

hips, and of a fine brown coloring. He carried with

easy grace a strong, weU-massed head, to whir^ the

dose adherence of the ears, and the ihortner the

daik-brown shiny hau:, gave an effect of higl* ^«iliza-

tion and finish. Brown, level eyes, neither hard nor

soft, but of a twinkling habit, a nose straight, thick,

finely chiselled, an emphatic chin, and a large mouth

of eztraordinaxy sweetness, were not lost upon Bar-

bara, but that which served most to arrest her atten-

tkm was that resemblance whidi she at once per-

ceived to exist between the young workman and the

legless beggar. Yet between Bubbles, who also re-

sembled Blizzard in her eyes or in her imagination,

and the youth from the hardware store, she was

imable, swiftly comparing them, to find anything in

ff)fin«K»«- To the one nature had denied even

growth and devdopment; upon the other she had

lavished musde, blood, and bone. The small boy

had a ragged, peaked, pathetic face, hair that grouted

every which way, the eyes of an invalid, ears of im-

equd size and different shapes, that stuck straight

out from his head—^all the stampings, in short,

street-birth and gutter-raising. The workman had

an efficient, mmmanding lode, the easy, strong mo-

Hcm <d an athlete trained and [noved. Ndther in
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the least resembled the other, yet both resembled the

legless beggar, who in turn resembled Satan after the

fall—and Barbara was inclined to

"I am so obsessed with one man's fact" she

thouc^t, "that I see something of it in all other

faces."

"Good-morning, Harry." It was the beggar's voioey

cool, and perhaps a little insolent.

" Good-morning, Blizzard." The young man nod-

ded curtly and turned to Barbara. "Do you wish

all the knobs changed?"

"nease."

Without another word, the young man knelt at the

door by which he had entered and began with the aid

of a long screw-driver to remove its ancient lock of

japanned iron and coarse white china.

"What's the best news with you, Harry?"

The young man did not look up from his woA,

"That the waterU soon be warm enoai^ for swim^-

ming," b'

To Ba :

' it answer seemed pleasantly indica-

tive of a li uiy nature and a healthy mind.

"It's a curious thing," observed the beggar, "how

{many more people drown themadves wImii the water

is nice and warm than when it is cold and inhospitable.

And yet it's in the cold months that the most peopb

receive visits from deq>air."

Bubbles looked up, wondering. In his experience

the legless beggar had no manner of language different

from that of the streets to which he belonged. But
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BOW be 9oke as MIm Baibtn ipoke, only, peiiiHM

we may be pennitted to to expcev it, veiy m«di

more so.

Barbara turned to the beggar. "I haven't paid

you."

But he retreated in smiling protest, pidced up his

band-organ, and slung it aaots bis sbooklefs. "The

door, Bubbles."

Bubbles sprang to let the beggar out

"To-morrow," said Barbara, "at the same time.

Good-by, and thank you."

"Good-by, and thank you," said Blizzard.

Bubbles followed him to the head of the stairs and

watdied, not without admfaration, the astounding ease

of the kc^ess one^s descent.

Harry, the workman, having disengaged the old

japanned lock from the door, rose to his feet, and

turned to Barbara with a certain quiet eagerness.

"Look here," he said, "it's none of my business, but

I know, and you don't. Th»t rnan," he waved the

screw-driver toward the door by which BHzsard had

departed, "is poiaon. There's nothing he'd stop at.

Nothing."

"Quite so," said Barbara coldly; "and, as you say,

it's hardly anybody's affair but mine."

The workman was good-nature personified. "If

you must go on with him," he said, "haven't you a

big brother or somebody with nothing better to do

jktm drop in, and," his eyes sought the day head of

Kizsaid, "watch the good woric go on?" He stepped





The young man knelt at the door by
which he had entered and began to

Itmove its ancient lock
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doser to the head, and examined it with real interest.

"It is good work," he said; "it's splendid."

Baibam was moDified. "What," she said, "is so

very wrong about poor Mr. Blizzard?"

"Oh," said the young man, "we know a great deal

about him, and we are trying very hard to gather

the proofs."

"We?"
"I'm a very little wheel in the machinery of the

secret service."

"I knew" said Barbara, "the moment I saw you

that you weren't only a locksmith or a caxpenter.

Does Mr. Blizzard know what you are?"

"He can't prove it, unless you tdl him."
' "Isha'n'tdothat."

"How often wiQ he have to pose for you?"

"Heaven only knows. But I think"—and she

looked the young mar ^ the lace, and smiled, for his

face had charmed her—"I think that if ever I finish

with Mr. Blizzard, I shall ask you to be my next

model."

The admiration with which the young man regarded

Barbara was no less frankly and openly e]q)ressed

than was hers for him. "Until this moment," he

said, "I have never understood the eager desire which

some people have to sit for tiieir pcotraito. When-

ever you say."

She laughed. "And the new door-knobs?"

"Just because a man belongs to the secret service,"

returned the youth, "is no reason why he shouldn't
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attempt once in a while to do something really use-

fill."

And he knelt once more and took up his wori:

where he had left off. Barbara stood by and watched

him at it "I would like to do his hands, too," she

thought, "whai I can get round to it." They were

very strong, square, able hands. She found herself

wishing to touch them. And since this was a wish

that she had never experienced for any other pair of

hands, she wondered at herself with a frank and child«

ish wonder.

"Your tan. Miss Barbara."

"Thank you, Bubbles."

She slipped out of her overall, and with swift touches

adjusted her hat at a small mirror. The secret-service

agent once more rose from his knees.

"Good-by," said Barbara, "and thank you, and

don't foiget"

"Never," said he.

She shocdc hands with him, and his firm strong dasp,

literally swallowing her own little hand, was immensely

pleasant to her and of a fine friendliness.

" Good-by, Bubbles. See you in the morning."

"Good-by, Miss Barbara."

She was gone. The man resumed his work. Tlie

boy watched.

"Harry."

"What?"
"Was I right?"

"Right"
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"A wonder—or not?"

"A wonder."

"Harry."

"What?"
"You won't leave Blizzazd iq> to me all akne, wOl

you? Not tuwt you wai*t?
"

"No, Bubbles, not now. Whenever he's peeing in

this room, you and I won't be far off."

"Because " said Bubbles, smiling with relief, "I'd

do my best, but if it came to a show-down with Idm

there ain't a thing I could do."

"One time or another," said Hany, "well frf him.

You and I wiU."

"I betcher," said Bubbles.

And in his little peaked face there was much that

was threatening to the ultimate welfare of the legless

beggar.



X

Barbara, ordinarily dear-minded and single-minded,

drove tq>town with hor thoughts in a state of chaos.

She wished to think only about her newly begun head

of Satan fallen, since nothing else seemed to her at

the moment of any importance, but the face, hands,

and voice of the young secret-service agent refused to

be banished, and kept suing for kindly notice.

In almost the exact degree in which the legless

beggar was rq>ulsive to her sense ci perfection the

secret-service agent was attractive. She had never

seen a man so agreeable to her eyes. And yet, as a

marine artist might see fame in painting a wreck upon

a sea-shore, rather than a fine new ship imder full sail,

so she felt that, artistically considered, there was no

comparison whatever between the two men. The

face of the dda compelled attenticm and study, and

loosed in the ol»ervar*s mind a whole stream of con-

jecture and unanswerable questions, 'jlie face of the

younger began and endeo p?rhaps in the attractions

of youth and high spirits. It was a face of which,

shoidd the mind back of it prove wanting, you might

tire, and learn to look vapom as ommKHiplace.

In the midst of unguided thinking Barbara laughed

aloud; that small boy whom she had lifted from the

ooki gutter to oonqMtrative affluence and inconqtara-

76
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ble affection for his rescuer came unbidden into the

flurry-scurry of her thoughts, and remained for some

time. And she knew that if all her friends should

fail her, if the beggar retained no more to be modelled,

if the secret-service agent proved but a handsome

empty shell, Bubbles would always show up at the

appointed time and place while life remained in him.

Then, again, as she tried to concentrate upon her

bust of Blizzard, the secret-service agent stepped for-

ward, you may say, and sniled into her eye»» And

she smiled back. Again she seemed to feel the strong

dasp of his hand, and to hear the agreeable and even

musical intonation of his strong voice. Odd, she

thought, that he should come to put on door-knobs,

turn out to be a secret-service agent, and have at the

same time, if not the diaracteiistics of a fine gentle-

those at least of a man of edocatioik and sensi-

bility infinitdy si^erior to the hig^iest type of d^v-

laborer or detective. One of her new acquaintances

talked like a gentleman and claimed to be the son of

a distinguished man; the other, claiming nothing, was

infinitely more presentable; and there was only the

small boy who remained frankly representative of his

riaM. In spite of his coat of brii^t bttttons, he was

of the streets stre^; a valiant little ragamuffin, in

all but the actual rags. He had the morals of his

class and the point of view, and differed only in the

excellence of his heart. This was a heart made for

loving, devotion, and sacrifice. Yet it was crammed

to the brim with knowledge <A evQ, and even toter-
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Slice therefor. That certain men in certain circum-

stances would act in such and such a way was not a

horrible idea to Bubbles, but merely a fact. In the

boy's code stealing from a friend was stealing, but

stealing from an enemy was merely one way of making

a living.

Upon arriving at ha father's house, Barbara met
Wilmot Allen just turning away fxim the door. His

handsome lace brightened at the sight of her, and he

sprang forward hatless to furnish her with quite un-

necessary aid in stepping out of the taxi.

"Oh, there you are!" he said. "Sparker said you

might be home for lunch and again you might not.

Please may I graft a meal?"

"Of course," said Barbara, "but unless somebody

else drops out of the skks well be aU alone."

"Your father off on a case?"

"Yes," said Barbara, as they went in, "he is oper-

ating, but in Wall Street. And what's the best news

with you?"
"That spring's come and summer's coming. When

do your hdtdays begin?"

"That" said Barbara, with a certain air of triumph,

"is a secret of the workshop. Let's sit in the dining-

room. It's the only way to hurry lunch."

To persons used to humbler ways of life Dr. Ferris's

dining-room would have proved too large and sta tely

a place for purposes of intimate conversation. War-

riors and ladies looked down from the tapestried walls

t^KHi a small round table set with heavy diver and
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Bg^t1^ for two, and having the effect, in the midst

of an immense deep-blue rug, of a little island in a

lake. But Barbara and Wilmot Allen, well used to

even larger and more stately rooms, faced each other

across the white linen with its pattern of lotusrplanti

and swans, and duitted as comfOTtably and unam-

cemedly as two childien in their nursery.

"As for holidays," said Barbara, "I have a new

model, Wib jt; a wonderful person, and that means

work. I may stay in town right through the summer."

Allen sighed loudly, and on purpose. "You make

me tired," he said. "Bring a lump of clay down to

Newport, and FU tit lor you."

Barbara affected to study his face critically. Then

she shook her head. "My new model," she explained,

" has got the face of a fallen angel. I think I can do

it. And if I can do it, why, I see all the good things

of sculping coming my way."

"An ordinary every-day angel face wouldn't do?"

her guest insiniiated. **I could go oat and faU."

"I don't doubt it!" she returned somewhat aasfSy,

"1 feel very sure that you could disgrace yourself

without trouble and even with relish. But it wouldn't

show in your face. You see, you couldn't really be

wicked."

"Couldn't I though!" ezdaimed the young man.

"A lot you know about it I could eat you up for

one thing without turning a hair, and that would be

wicked."

"It wouldn't," Barbara laughed. "It would be
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greedy. My new model has the face of a man who

has never stopped at anything that has stood in his

way. I fancy that he has murders up his sleeve and

every other crime in the calendar. And locietimcs

memory of them bffaigi the mort wonderful look of

aonow and lemone into Ik fftce, and at the same

time he looks resolved to go on murdering and burn-

ing and sinning because he can't get back to where

he was when he began to fall, and must go on falling

or perish. Don't you think that if I can cram that

into a lump of day 111 make a reputatkm for myidf?"

"I think," laid Wilmot, "that if you've got that

yinA td a man dtda^ for you, youH need all the repu-

tation you can get You talk of him with the same

sort of enthusiasm that a bird would show in describ-

ing being fascinated by a snake."

Barbara considered this judicially. "Do you

know," she agreed, "it is rather Hke that He fas-

dnatet me, and at the same time I never taw a brute

Ihatedao. He muttbe wicked to deserve tudi pain."

"Oh, he suffers, does he?"

"Of coiirse. Wouldn't you suffer every minute of

your life if you had no legs?"

Barbara, intent upon what was on her plate, did

not perceive the sudden astonished darkening of Wil-

mot Allen's face, nor that the interest which he had

hitherto only feigned in her new model had became

genuine.

"What is he?"

"I was soing to say 'just a beggar,'" said Barbara.
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"But he isn't just a beggar. I've gathered that he's

rather w«a off, and that he's one of the pofwen on the

East Side. And he looks money and power, even if

he doesn't talk them."

"Is his name by any chance Blizzard?"

She looked up in astonishment "How did you

know?"
"Oh," he said cheerfully, "Tvt luiocked ibont the

dty and known aU torts of curioiii people, and heard

about others. So Blizzard's your new model. Now
look here, Barbara, are we old friends, or aren't we?"

"Very old friends," she said.

"Then let me tell you that you're a little fool to

have anything to do with a man like that You can't

touch pitch, yoii knoiw, and
"

"I only touch Urn with a pair of coa^asses," she

interrupted sweetly.

"Don't quibble," said Allen with energy; "it's not

like you. That man is so bad, so unsavory, «> vile,

that you simply mustn't have him about He's dan-

gerous."

"So is a vokano," said Barbara, "bat there's no

reason why the meet innocent bread-and-butter miss

shouldn't paint s picture of a volcano if she felt

inspired."

"I see that there's only one thing to do. I shall

tell your father."

Wilmot Allen was genuinely troubled. And Bar-

bara lat^ied at him.

"I'm not a diikl," she said



82 THE PENALTY

"That's just it," said he; "that's why you ought

to be ashamed of yourself. And anyway you are a

child. All girls say they aren't until they get into a

mess of some sort, and then they excuse themselves

to themselves and everybody else by protesting that

they were. *I was so young. I didn't know,' and

all that rot."

"Blizzard," said Barbara, "is quiet, polite, and a

good talker. He comes, he sits for me, and he goes

away."

The butler having left the room, Wlmot fixed his

rather tired eyes on Barbara's face, and spoke with a

certain earnest tenderness. "Barbs," he said, "take

it from me, happiness doesn't lie where you think it

does. I t^inlt the very highest achievements of the

very greatest artists haven't brought happiness.

Look here, old dear; put a limit to your ambition.

Say that by a certain date youH either succeed and

quit, or fail and quit, and then see if you can't take a

little mate interest in your own peo^, in your own

heart—even in me."

"Wilmot," she said seriously, "if I fail with my

head of Blizzard, I think I shall give up."

"Wouldn't it be better," he pleaded, "to give up

now? And theu, you know, you could always say if

only you'd kqpt on you would have made a ma&Ux-

piece."

"And who would believe that?"

"//" said Wilmot. "It's easy for me to believe

auything wonderful of you. It always has been."
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"And a moment ago," she smiled, "you called me
a little fool and said you'd tell my father on me."

She rose, still smilhig, and he fdlowed hex into the

library.

"Are all the studios in your building occuined?" he

asked.

"They are," said Barbara, "and they aren't.

Kelting, who has the groimd floor, has gone abroad.

And Updyke, who has the third floor, has been in

Bermuda all winter." She sank into a deep leather

chair that half swallowed her.

"There's a janitor?"

"No. There's a janitress, a friendly old lady,

quite deaf. She has seen infinitely better days."

"To all intents and purposes, then," said Wilmot,

and the trouble that he felt snowed in his face, "it's

an empty house, and you shut yourself up in it with

some modd or other that you happm to {ndc vap in

the streets, and you d(m't know enough to be afraid.

You'll get youradf murdered one of these bric^t

mornings."

"Oh, I think not!" said Barbara. "There's Bub-

bles, you know."

"Oh, BubUesl" ezdaimed Wifanot "He doesn't

weigh of^ty pounds. This BHzzard—lode here, get

rid of him. I can't tell you what tiie man is." He
laughed. "I don't know you well enough. But take

my word for it, if a crime appeals to him, he commits

it. And the police can'i touch him, Barbs."

"Why can't they?"
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"He knows too much about them individually and

collectively. They're afraid of him. Get rid of him,

Barbs." _
Wihnot Allen's voice was strongly appeahng. ine

fact that he sat forward in his chair, instead of yield-

ing to its deep and enjoyable embrace, proved that

he was very much in earnest But Barbara shook

her lovely head.
, . .1.

"You ask too much, Wihnot. My heart sm the

beginning I've made. I've got to go on. It's a test

case. If I've got anything in me, now is the chance

for it to show. You see, when I made up my mmd

seriously to try to do worth-whfle things with my

own hands, everybody was agamst me. And the

sympathy that I am gomg to receive if I fail to

make good is of a kind that's ahnost impossible to

face."

"Then do me a favor. It won't interfere with

your work, and it may be very useful at a pinch."

He drew from his hip pocket a small automatic pistol.

"Accept this," he went on, "and keep it somewhere

handy as a scrt of guardian. It's much stwfflgcr than

the strongest man."

"How absurd!" she said. "And what are you

doing carrying concealed weapons? I'm begimung to

think that you're a desperado yourself."

He rose, smilmg imperturbaWy, and laid the ^tol

ui her lap
. , „

"At least," she said, "show me how it works.

He explained the mechanism clearly and with pa-
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tience, not once, but several times. "Point it," he

said, "as you would point your finger, and keep pull-

ing the trigger until the enemy drops."

"One every two hours," Barbara cominented, "un-

til reUeved."

"May you never need it," said Wilmot, earnestly.

"I never shall," said Barbara. "Must I really

keep it?"

"Yes."

"But you," she exclaimed, "you will be quite un-

protected all the way from here to the -nearest shop

where such things are sold."

"I shall be armed again," he smiled, "before I am

threatened. Indeed, to know that you are armed has

heartened me immensely. What are you doing this

afternoon?"

"I don't know," she answered with provoking sub-

missiveness; "you havai't told me."

"It's just possible," he said, "that the turf courts

at the Westchester Country Club have been opened.

I might telephone and find out. Then we could col-

lect some clothes, jump into a taxi, and go out and

open the season."

"You can't afford taxis, ^Ti^ot And you never

let anybody else pay for anything."

"Oh," he pleaded, "I can afford a taxi this once,

believe me."

"In that case," said Barbara, "I surrendtt."

"If you only would. Barbs."

"'Phone if you are going to, and don't be always
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sBpping aentiment into a business proposition." She

affected to look very stem and business-like.

"I shall engage the nuigic taad," he aflSnned.

"The what?"

"Don't you know? There's a magic taxi in the

city—just one. You get in, you ^ve your order, and

lo and bdiold, rivers and seas are crossed, countries

and continents, until finally you fetch up m the place

where you would be, and when you look at the meter

you find tiiat it hasn't registered as much as a penny."

"Time," said Barbara, "flies even faster tiian a

magic taxicab. So if you are going to 'ph<»ie
-"

"Is there no drop of sentiment in tiiat exquisite

shell which the worid knows as Barbara Ferris?

Didn't any man evor mean anything to you, Barbs?"

She flushed slightly, for there had come into her

thoughts quite unbidden the image of a certain young

man in workman's clothes, kneeling at a door, and

removing an old japanned iron lock. .
She shook her

head firmly, and smiled up at him insultinj^y.

"Men, mnot," she said, "are notidng to me but

planes, ai les, curves, masses, lights, and shadows.

They are either suited to sculpture or they aren't."

VTihnot laughed, and while he was busy with the

telephone, Barbara tried to think of the secret-service

agent in cold terms of planes, curves, masses, etc., and

found that she couldn't Which discovery annoyed

and perplexed her.



XI

The gids who plaited hats for Blizzaid had Just fin^

labeA luncheon and were taking their places at the

long work-table. The entrance door having clanged

its bell, twenty heads bent earnestly over twenty hats

in various stages of construction, and twenty pairs of

hands leaped into skilful activity.

The master passed up and doiwn <mi his cratches,

observing progress and despatch with akw-moving,

introspective eyes. Presently he came to a halt and

dapped his hands sharply together. Twenty pairs

of eyes, some cringing, some with vestiges of boldness,

some favor-currying, sought his, and twenty pairs of

hands ceased work as when power is shut off from as

many machines. Mssaid's eyes passed ikmfy over

the giris in a sort of apfoaMng review, oooe, and a

second time.

"lifissRose."

"Yes, SU-."

The speaker was one of those flowers of girlhood

which bloom here and there in the slums. She might

have been a princess in exile and disguise. Even her

hands and feet were fine and ddicate. And if in her

e^resfflon there was a certain nervousness, there was

none of fear.

"Stand up."

87
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She rose in her place; the comers of her mouth

trembled a little, Vut curled steadily upward.

"Stand out where I can see you."

She did so, with a certain defiant grace.

"Turn around, slowly."

She might have been one of those young ladies at a

faBMrtnaMi> die»maker*8 upon whom the effect of the

latest Paiiiian models is continually tried. While she

slowly gyrated, the legless man, looking up at her,

q>oke aloud.

"Muck! Muck!" he said. "And yet she's the

pick of the bunch."

The ^1 kept on turning.

"Stand stiD."

She did as ordered, but it so hi^pened that her

back was squarely turned upon the master.

"No monkey business," he shouted. "Face me!

Face mel"

She faced him, still scornful, but white now, and

bitmg her lips.

"The rest of you,** he said, "will have the test d
the day off. Get out."

Seventy-ax chair-legs squeaked, and Miss Rose's

nineteen companions, with miumurs and occasional

nervous giggles, hurried off to the coat-room. A few

minutes later the bell of the outer door danged once

—they were going; clanged a secood time—tibey were

gooe.

Meanwhile the legless man had not taken his I j.rd,

^l/niiatlng eytt off the girl who remained. Presently
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bespoke. "We're alone," he said. "I'm bctwem

you and the door." He spread his great mm, wtf

to emphasize the impa-abfllty <rf the Unto frtiidi

confronted her. "Are you

"Yes."

The legless man laughed. "Well said," he re-

marked, "and truthfully said. And why are you

afraid?"

"Everybody's afraid of you." »

He regarded her for some mone&ts in fiuoce.

"You needn't be. Have I ever hurt you?"

"No."
^

"How long have yott worked forjne?

"Hve months."

"And you are the cleverest worker I have. You

admit that?"

"I don't know." . _
TOn he laui^ed. "Once," he said, "I thought

^
«
'were the prettiest girl rdew seen. Butlve

seal a prettitf."

"IbeKevcycu." _
"But you've got a certain You dont

cringe."

"Don't I?"
. ^ V

"Nol" he bdlowed, "you don't." And wbm he

saw that she didn't cringe, he laughed once nwfe.

"You live with Minnie Bauer?"

"Yes, sir."

"You have no father—no mother?

"No, sir."
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*'Btimt tKve in a tenement fire, weren't they?"

She answered with a great effort, and teemed upon

the verge of tears. "Yes, sir."

"You will leave Minnie, and come here to live."

"Why?"
"Because I make it my busbeas to leward the

akHful, the lahoiioiis, and the deserving."

She shook her head. ''That's not good enough,"

she said.

"You will keep my house in order," he said; "you

will learn to help me with the piano. You will have

fine clothes to wear, and the spending of plenty of

money."

"Not good enough," she repeated.

''I have read you these five months as if you were

a book. You are loyal to your friends. You can

keep secrets. I admire you. There are many things

that I v»ish to talk about. But I cannot talk about

them except to some one that I can trust Wiflyou

stay?"

She shook her head, but the legless man sndkd, as

he mi|^t have smiled if she had nodded it.

"I am suffering," he said, "the tortures of the

'damned. I ask you for help and for comfort, and you

refuse them."

A look curiously like tenderness swam into the girl's

eyes. The beggar moved sideways upon his crutches.

"If you want to go," he said, "the way's open."

' Can I really go if I want to, and not come back?
"

"You really can," he said. "Most things that I
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want I take, but a man can't take hdp and comfort

unless they are freely given."

She moved slowly forwud as If to discover the

truth of hit statement that the way was open. He
j^mAm not the least gesture of interference. When

she was between him and the outer door and rather

nearer the latter, she turned about sharply.

"What's troubling you?" she asked.

"The fact," he said, and there was a something

really charming in the eqnession of his mouth and

eyes, "that though I can give oxders to very many

peoi^ and be obeyed as a general is obeyed by his

soldiers in war thnes, I have no friend. Fear attracts

this person to me, self-mterest attracts that per-

son, but there's no one thct's heki to me by friend-

ship."

"You're only asking me to be * mur fdend?"

*'Yoa win be as sale in my house as in the looms

of the Geny Society."

"If you want me for a inend why did you call me

muck just now?"

"I don't want the others to know that we are

friends. I want them to think—what they always

think."

"How do I know you trust me?"

"LoA the street door," he said; "you're younger

than I. It's easier for you to move about"

She locked the door and returned.

"Are you staying," he asked, "through curiosity

or friendship?"
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"Look here," she said, **lt'i ndtlier. Ctn't you

guess what ails noe?"

"Tell me."

She took his strong, wicked face between her young

hands, and bending over kissed him on the fordiead.

Then she drew back, flaming.

The legless mm was toudied. "Why?" he asked.

"I don't know. It just came to me," she said.

"God knows I didn't want it to. I guess that's all."

Rose found it hard to control her jumping nerves.

A curious thing had happened to her. Having at last

wormed her way into the master's confidence, and

brought a long piece of play-acting to a successful

conclusion, a certain candor and frankness which were

natural to her made the thought of divulging what

she had already found out, and whatever he might

confide to her in the future, exceedingly repugnant.

And she acknowledged with a shiver of revolt that

the creature's fascination for ha was not altogether

a matter of make-believe. She was going to find it

very hard to keep a pcoper perspective and point of

view; to continue to regard him as just another

"case" and all in the day's work.

"In my house," he said, "you shall do as you

please. You're a dear girl, Rose."

"I feel at home in your house," she said, "and

happy."

A doud gathered in Blizzard's face. "Happiness
!

"

he exclaimed. "There is no such thing—neither for

you, nor for me. The world is a torture-chamber.
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and remember, Rose, we are to be allies; we are to

have no secrets from each other."

She shrugged her shoulders. "That was what you

•aid/' she oonqilained. "But have yoa really shown

me any confidence?*'

He smiled as upon a wayward child. "You shall

know everythmg that there is to kiu>w—when the

time comes."

She pouted.

"And what, by the way," he went on, "have you

"I have told you," she answered with dignity,

"my one secret"

"The way you feel about me?"

She nodded and blushed. It was going to be a

hard lie to keep telling.

"And you've no other secret? Nothing dae that

you ous^t to ten me?"
There was more meaning in his voice than in his

words, so that for a moment Rose was startled. Was

it possible that the man suspected h«.r, and was play-

ing with her as a cat plays with a mouse?

"What else could I possibly have to tdl you of any

importance?"

"I was joking," said the beggar.

Rose sat at the window of her room looking up-

ward into a night of stars. She could not sleq).

Twice she had heard the legless man pass her door

upon his crutches. Each time he had hesitated, and
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once, or so she thought, he had laid his hand upon

the door-knob. She wondered how much of her

wakefuhiess was due to fright, and how much to the

excitement of being well launched upon a case of

tremendous importance, for the secret service knew

that Blizzard was oigaged upon a colossal plot of

some sort, and just what that was Rose had volun-

teered, at the risk of her life, and of her honor, to

find out.
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The next morning, at u;e appointed hour, Blizzard

climbed the stairs to Barbara's studio, knocked, and

was admitted. That he was welcome, if only for his

head's sake, was at once evident.

"Something told me that yim wouldn't fail me,"

said Barbara.

"You can be quite easy about that," said Blizzard.

"I am in the habit of keeping my word."

He climbed to the model's platform and seated

himself as upon the previous morning, with a kind

of business-like directness.

"Ready when you are," he said.

Barbara withdrew the dan^ doths from the day,

looked critically from the bust to the original and

back agam. "My work," she said, "still looks right

to me. But you don't"

Blizzard smiled.

"Yesterday," she said, "you looked as if >ou were

suffering Kke," she laughed, "like the very devil.

To-day you lode wdl fed and contrated. Now that

won't do. Try to ronembar yrhat you were thinking

about when I first saw you."

At once, as a fresh slide is placed in a magic-lantern,

the legless man's expression of well-being vanished,

and that dark tortured look of Satan fallen which had

95
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so fired Barbara's imagination, once more poesened

his features. Barbara's eyes flashed with satisfaction.

"It wasn't hard for you to remember what you

were thinking about, was it?" she said.

"It was not," said Blizzard, and his voice was cold

'

as a well-curb. "When I first saw you, I was think-

ing thoughts that can never be forgotten."

"Lift your chin, please," she said, "just a fraction.

So. Turn your head a fraction more toward me.

Good. And please don't think d anything pleasant

unta I tell you. Anybody can make an exact copy

of a head. Expressions axe the things tliat only

lucky people can catch."

"I believe you are one of them," said Blizzard.

"I believe you will catch mine—if you keep on want-

ing to."

"I must," she said ^ply.

And then for half an hour there was no sound in

the studio but the long-drawn breathmg of the leg-

kssman. Baibaza wodced in a kind of grim, exalted

silence.

Meanwhile Bubbles was climbing the back stair to

his bedroom, where he had left Harry, the secret-

service agent, on guard over Barbara. The boy, all

out of breath with haste, opened his rig^it fist and

disdoied a narrow slip id paper with writing on it.

"The minute he came out of his burrow and started

uptown," said Bubbles, "and was out o' sight, I

begun to spin my top up and down Marrow Lane.

Rose she's moved upstairs, like she said she wouki."
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Hany's eyes spadded mth interest and approbft-

tion. "Good girli" he said.

"I seen her/' Bubbles went on, "at an upper win-

dow, and when she seed me, she winked both eyes,

like as if the sun was too bright for *em. I winked

the same way, and then she lets the paper drop."

Harry took the paper out of the boy's hand, and

read: "Nothing done, much doing."

"She's a grand one," said Bubbles. "If he ever

gets wise to her, hell tear her to pieces."

"I'm not worrying about Rose—yet," said Harry.

"She knows what she's up against, and she can pull

a gun quicker than I can. We used to play getting

the drop on each other by the hour."

"What for?" asked Bubbles, always interested in

the smallest details of ^Mrting proportions.

"Poker-di^" said Harry, and Bubbles looked hit

disgust There was a minute's silence, then:

"Harry," said Bubbles, "what do you think he's

up to?"

"By George," said Harry, "I can't make out

What do you thmk?"

Bttbbles's sensitivemaa& quivered eagerly. "Yoa

tdl me," he said, "what he's making hats for—te

don't sell 'em—and I'll tell you what he's up to."

"Some of the labor leaders in the West are mixed

iq) in it," said TJarry; "we know that."

"Labor leaders, Harry I" The small boy's face was

comic with scorn and facetiousnesB.

"You know the ones I mean, Bub. Notthemea
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who ^ead labor—that's only what they call them-

selves; but the men who betray labor for their own

pockets, the men who find dynamite for half-witted

fanatics to set off. The mrn—" He broke short off,

and listened. "Better butt in to the studio, Bub,

and see what's doing."

"Did you think you heard something?"

"I know that I haven't heard anything for half an

hour."

In a few minutes Bubbles returned. "He's just

sitting there with a hell of a face on him," he said,

"and she's working like a dynamo."

And although Barbara actually was working with

great qpeed and gratitude, the entrance of the small

boy had seemed to disturb the train of her inspira-

tion. Somewhere in the back of her head appeared

to be some brain-cells quite detached from the impor-

tSmt matter in hand, and to these was conveyed the

fact that a doot-knob had been tun^, and at once

they began to busy themsdves upon the suggestion.

Something like this: door-knobs—old door-knobs-

new glass door-knobs—^man to put on new glass door-

knobs—wonderfully prepossessing man—name Harry

—charming name. Harry—charming smile—wonder

if anybody'll ever see him again.

Gradually other cells in Barbara's brain took up

the business, until {msently she was enthrdy occupied

with unasked, and unwdoome, and altogether pleas-

ant thoughts of the yoxmg secret-service agent. It

was almost as if he laid his hand on her shoulder, and





In a few minutes Bubbles wt»>™**j

"He's just sitting there with a hell

of a face on him," he said. '
> I

ghe'a working liiie a dynamc
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said: "You've worked long enough on this dreadful

beggar—come with me for a holiday."

Twice, sternly, she endeavored to go on with her

work, and could not Somethhig of the May-weather

message, that all is futQe except life, had filtered into

her blood. Her hands dropped to her sides, and her

face, very rosy, becrme so wonderfully beautiful that

Blizzard ahnost groaned aloud. Something told him

that his morning was over, his morning filled ^th the

happiness of propinquity and stolen looks, with the

hapi^ess that is half spiritual and half gating.

"Thank you," said Barbara, "ever so much. I

sha'n't do any more to-day. I'm not fit But we

have gotten on. Want to look?"

She turned the revolving-table so that Blizzard

could look upon his likeness. And you may be sure

that he did not kee the4)pportiinity thus presented.

He regarded the day steadily, for • long thne, with-

out q)eaking. Then he drew one very long breath,

and the expresaon upon his face softened.

"That man," he said, "has had a hard life. Miss

Ferris. It is all written in his face. When he was a

little boy, he was the victim of a mistake so atrodous,

so widEed, that the blood in his body turned to gall,

and all his powers of loving turned to hatred. In-

stead of facing disaster like a man, he turned from

it, and fled—down—down—down, and fell down

—

down—grappling with all that he could reach that

was good or beautiful, and dragging it down with him

—to destruction—to the jat—to heil on earth. And
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then he lived a k»ig time, pampering all that was

base in him, prospering materially, recognizing no

moral law. He was contented with his choice—happy

as a well-fed dog is happy in a warm comer. And

then the inevitable happened. An idea came to him,

a dream of peace and beauty, of well-doing and hap-

piness. But that chance was torture, smce, if he was

to live it, he must undo the evil that he had done,

unthink the thoughts that had been meat and drink

to him, and he must get back to where he was before

he feU."

He paused, and extending his right forefinger

pointed at the bust of himsdf and exclaimed:

"That man—there—that you've made in my im-

age—line for lini torture for torture, must go on liv-

ing in the heli v,^ch he has prepared with his own

perverted mind. He can never get back. It is too

late—too late—too late I"

His voice rose to a kind of restxained fury. The

nxan shook with it' strong vibrations.

Then he turned lo Barbara, smiled, all of a sudden,

gayly, ahnost genuinely, and said in a voice of humble

gallantry:

"But I've done you a good turn. If you never

proved it before, you're proving these days that you

are a heaven-bom genius.''

A haider-headed gbl than Barbara must have been

pleased and beguiled. She blushed, and laughed.

"Fve only one thing to wish for," she said.

*'Whatisthat?"
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"I wish," she said, "that you were the greatest art

critic in the world."

He leaned forward, and Ip a confidential whisper:

"A secret/' said he, "between us two. I am."

Then they both laughed, and the beggar, not with-

out reluctance, climbed down from the platform.

Swift and easy as were his motions, he appeared to

terrible disadvantage, and he knew it. So did Bar-

bara, who a moment before had been on the point ot

really liking him. She steeled hersdf agahist the

•iidden disgust which she could not hdp feding, and

tmOed at hfan in a steady, friendly way.

"To-morrow?" she si^
"To-morrow."

"At the same time, please. Good-by, and good

luck to you."

"Good luck to yw. Miss Ferris." And he was gone.

Barbara, q)enii% the door into the next room, sur-

prised a sound of voices. They ceased instantly.

"BubUes," she called.

He came, looking a trifle guilty.

"Who's that with you?"

"Harry," he said simply.

"The man irho was here before?"

"Yes, Miss Barbara."

"What's he doing in my rooms?"

"He was just sitting, and chinning," said Bubbles.

Miss Ferris was displeased. "Tell him," she said,

" that I can't have my apartment turned into a Young

Men's Club."
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"Yes, miss."

Bubbles retired, reluctantly, with the metsage,

only to return in a moment.

"He says will you let him speak to you a moment,

please."

She httitoted. And then, "Yea," ahe aald. "I

wppo&t he wishea to i^logize."

He was even more charming-looking than the

memory of him. She made an effort to look a little

displeased, and a little unfriendly. She failed, be-

cause the May-weather message had gotten Into ha
blood, and becauae certain forcea of wfaidi aa yet ahe

knew little had eatabHahwl connecting linka between

herself and tiie young secret-service agent.

"I am going to scold you," aaid Barbara. "Bub-

bles has hk work to do."

"But I was helping him with it."

"He said you were just sitting and—and chinning."

**When we had finished woridng."

"Have you been here kog?"

The young man looked her steadily in the face,

and said gravely: "Ever since Blizzard came."

Barbara lifted her chin a little. "I am quite able

to take care of myself," she said.

He shook his head sadly.

"Do you make it your buabea"—she had suc-

ceeded in making heradf angry—"to keep an eye on

all young women wbom you fancy unable to take

care of themselves?'

"I only wish to God I could," he saU earnestly.
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*<But of ooune it'i impossible. So I Joit do the b«tt

lorn."

"And why have you chosen me? Surely others

are ev«i wtore helpless than I am." She managed to

convey a good deal of scorn. "Why/' she continued,

"must I be the particular creature sin|^ <w»t ior

your chivalrous notice?"

"I don't know/' he taid sin^y.

An the anger went oat of Barteaa. and a delidoiii

little thrill passed throu{^ her firam head to laat,

leaving in its wake a clear rosy coloring.

"Bubbles," said the young man, "would die for

you; but he is or v a little boy. I am very strong."

Barbara refused to rise at the implir u ^r- that the

strong young man waa alto ivdy and en. - eafv to

die for her. "TcU me moie ahaot Bliazard/' she said.

"He's one of the half fbam men in the dty that

we would like to have an tpe OB mi^t and day. We
want him."

"Oh," she said, "then you are not here entirely on

my account? It is also your buiincM to be here?"

He nodded, not altogite pkaeed with the tarn

the matter had taken.

"In that case," she said, "I have no wish to stand

in your way. But—I don't propose to be a cat's-

paw. You may sit in Bubbles's room if you like, but

I won't have you on your hands and knees at the

jtudio door listening at the key-hole. That must be

unckrstood."

The young man flmhed with lighteoua anger.
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"You don't look," he said, "as if you could say a

thing like that to a fellow."

Insti '.dy, and almost humUyi she begged his par-

don*

"Then I may come to-morrow?" he asked.

"And the next day," said Barbara. "And, by the

way, what is your name?"

"Harry," he said.

"Harry what?"

A look very much Kke pathos came into his hand-

some eyes. "I want to be honest with you," he said.

"I don't own any other name. I call myself West.

But Tve no right to it I don't know who my father

was or what he was."

"You don't have to explain," said Barbara. I

think you would have been quite within your rights

in saying that your name was West and letting it go

at that"

It was not her intention to receive Mr. West s con-

fidences either at this time or any other. And so, of

course, ten minutes later, as she drove uptown, she

was "dying" to know all that there was to be known

about him. He had gone downstairs with her, and

put her mto her cab. He might have been a prince

with a passioii for good manners. He seemed to her

wonderfully graceful and at ease, in all that he did.
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Dr. Ferms smiled tolerantly, and said to the foot-

man who had brought the card: "I shall be very glad

to see Mr. Men." And he kept on smiling after the

footman had gone. The interview which he foresaw

was of that kind which not only did him honor but

amused him. WkoxA Men would not be the first

young man to whom the rich surgeon had had the

pleasure of putting embarrassing questions: "What

can you tell me of your past life and habits?" "Can

you support my daughter in the way to which she

has always been accustomed?" etc., etc.

But Wihnot Men did not at once ask pcnnission

to address Barbara. He entered with that good-

natured air of easy laainess which was rather attrac-

tive in him, and without looking in the least troubled

announced that what he had come to say embarrassed

him greatly.

"And furthermore," he said, "if Barbara hears of

it, she'U be furious. She would take the natural and

even correct point of view that it's none <rf my busi-

ness, and she would select one of the thousand ruth-

less and brutal methods which young women have at

their disposition for tiie disciplining of young men.

So, please, will you consider my visit professional

and, if you like," he grinned mischievously, "charge

me the regular fee for consultation?"
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Dr. Ferris laughed. "I shaU be delighted to play

father confessor," he said, "if you'll sit down, and

smoke a cigar."

Mr. Men would. He lighted one of Dr. Fems's

cigars with the care due to a thing of value, settled

himself in a deep chair, and appeared by slightly paus-

ing to be gathering scattered thoughts into a focus.

"Yes," he said at last, "there's no doubi about it

I am about to be very impertinent If you like you

shall turn me out of your house, with (X without

kicks, as seems best to you. Baibara needs a nurse,

and it seems to me you ou£^t to know it; because in

a way it's a reflection on you.
*

"Quite so," said Dr. Ferris. "I am not at all

pleased with Barbara. What has she done?
"

"Do you suppose it would be possible to get her

interested in anything besides this sculptuxe bittiiiess

—before it's too late?"

"Too late?"

"Before she gets a taste ol success."

"But will she—ever?"

Wihnot Allen nodded eagerly. " She will," he said.

"She is doing a head. It's far from finished; but

even now, in the rough state, it's quite the most

exceptional injured thing yoa ever saw. She wiQ

exhibit it and become famous overnight I can't bet

mudi—as you may perhi^ suspect—but I'll bet all

I've gpt And of course, once she gets recognition

and everybody bqplns to kow-tow to her—why, good-

by, Barbara."
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"Still," said Dr. Ferris, "if she's developing a real

talent, I don't know that I ought to stand in her way.

And, besides, we've fought that aU out, and," he

lau^ied grimly, "I took my lidring like a man."

"Of comae," said Allen. "When a girl that ought

to go in for marriage and that sort of thing takes to

being talented—I call it a tragedy. But, passing that,

the model for the head she's doing isn't a proper per-

son. That's what I'm driving at He's one ol the

wickedest and most unsotqniloiisperMns in thewodd.

Baibaia ou^t not to speak to him, let alone give him

the run of her studio and hobnob with him same as

with one of her friends. He's a man too busy with

villainy to sit as a model for the fun of sitting, The

pay doesn't interest him. And if he shows up every

morning at nine and stays all morning, it's only be-

cause he's got an axe to grind. He talks. He lays

down the law. He appeals to Baibara'i mind and

imaginatioii; and it's all rather horrible—one of those

p(uson snakes that look like an old rubber boot, and

a bird all prettiness, bright colors, innocence, and

admiration of how the world is made. Look at it in

this way. She makes a great hit with the bust

Who's responsible? Wdl, the oeatuie that n^jplied

the inapiratkm, hurgdy. Shell fed gratitude. HeU

take advantage of anything that comes his way.^ And

frankly. Dr. Ferris, I may be making a mountain out

of a mole-hill, but I'm worried to death. Suppose I

told >ou that, say, Duane Carter spent hours every

day in Barbara's studio?"
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Dr. Fenb juii4>ed to his feet, white with anger.

"Do you mean to tell me that my daughter is friendly

with that person?"

"Oh, no," said Allen calmly. "I think Barbara's

new friend is a very much more dangerous person for

her to know. Whatever Duane Carter is he wouldn't

dare. TWs otiier man "

"Look here, Wihnot"—Dr. Ferris began to pace

the room in considerable agitation—"you're an old

friend of Barbara's. Is friendlmess at the root of

your worry, or is it some other feeling, not so disin-

terested as friendship?"

Wihnot Allen rose to his full height, and Dr. Ferris

paused in his padngs. They faced eadi other.

"If I was any good," said the young man slowly,

"if I had any money, if Barbara would have me, I'd

marry her to-morrow. But I'm not any good—never

was. I haven't any money, hardly ever have had,

and Barbara would no more have me of her own free

will than she'd take a hammer and smash the bust

she's makbg. So mudi for motives. Have I dis-

posed of jealousy?"

Dr. Ferris nodded.

"The man," said Allen, "isn't a man. He's a

gutter-dog, a gargoyle, half a man. And his position

in the dty—in the whole country, I think—Is so fortl-

fied that -/itii the best win in Ae worid the law onnot

toudihim. Duane Carter—wdl, he's been a gay boy

with the ladies—a bad man if you like—but at least

he u not accused by gossip d murder, uaaa, abduc-
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tion, and crimes infinitely worse than these. He may

have beguiled women, but at least his worst fenemy

would never suppose that he had trafficked in them.

Baibara's modd is all the things that you can hnag-

ine. And aU of them are written in his horrible face.

To see them together, friendly, reparteeing, chummy,

would turn your stomach—Barbara so exquisite and

high-bom, and the man, his eyes full of evil fires,

sitting like a great toad on the model's chair. And

at that—good God, you might stand it, if he was

a whole man! Bat lie isn't It's honiblel He has

ao 1^—and you want to stamp on him till he's

dead."

Dr. Ferris had turned white as a sheet. "To me,"

he said quietly, "that is the most horrible form of

mutilation. I can't tell you why. It is so. And you

will believe that in my practice I have encountered

all sorts. Bvt vriio is he?"

"He's a man named Blizzard—he passes for a

b^ar, grinds an organ, sells shoe-laces and that

sort of thing. As a matter of fact, he's very well off,

if not rich. Why don't you visit Barbara's studio

to-morrow, look things over, and put a stop to it?

You can say things to Baxbaia that I can't, that no

young man can say to a 91L Go as far as yon Vkt.

Whatever yoa tdl her about him will be true even if

you can't prove it. You can make her see what thin

ice she's skating on. Or if you can't nobody can."

"ni go to the studio to-morrow," said the surgeon.

"I am very much disturbed by what you have told
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me: themon so because as a physician I have leaned

how mai^ impossible things are true. Have you veld

me all you wish to? Or is there more? Do you

think," he spoke very steadily, "that Barbara cares

for this beast? Such things happen in the world, I

know*"
«God forbid,** said Altai, **bttt I think he has a sort

of faadnatkm for her, and that she doesn't realize it.

YottH let your visit appear casual and accidental,

won't you? You won't let Barbara suspect that I

had anything to do with it?"

Dr. Ferris promised, and the two parted with

mutual good-will; but neither the nert nuaning, nor

the moniing after that, was Dr. Fenis at U'oerty to

pay a visit to Barbara in her studio. Nominally re-

tired from active practice, and devoting whatever of

life should remam to surgical experimentation and

theory, the sudden and acute jeopardy of an old friend

caused him to put all other consideratiwis aAJe for

the time bang, and once mote todon the white harness

of his profession. For two days Dr. Ferris hardly left

his friend's side; on the morning of the third day,

quite worn out, his jumping nerves soothed by a small

dose of morphine, he called a taxicab, gave Barbara's

number in McBumey Place, leaned back against the

leather cushions, relaxed his muscles, and fdl asleep.

The taxicab aad the le|^ man reached the curb

in fnmt of Barbara's studio at the same moment.

The driver of the cab lifted one finger to his hat.

The k^ess man nodded, and peering into the cab
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recognized the handsome features of the sleeping

doctor. He smiled, and said to the driver:

"Take him back to his house."

The driver ssid: "HI do hell enter a complaint"

"No," said the legless man; "you will tell him

when he wakes that he gave you the order himself.

He won't know whether he did or not. So-long."

The driver once more lifted one finger to his hat

and obediently drove off.

It was very silent in McBumey Place; thedoaUe

row of aiKMnt stables made over into stndio-build-

ings appeared deserted. The legless man could not

but flatter himself that his actions had been imob-

served. He chuckled, and with even more than his

usual deft alacrity climbed the stairs to Barbara's

studio.

Meanwhile, however, a young man aiul a small boy,

looking through the curtains of the hitter's bedroom

window, had been witnesses of all that passed.

"That was Miss Barbara's father in the taxi," said

Harry West
"Looks like he'd been out all night," said Bubbles.

"He may have been drugged."

"Doubt it The taxi turned north at the comer.

If the de 'un had had the doctor drugged o' purpose

he'd 'a' sent him south where he could use hun. I

guess he'.i sent him home."

"He doesn't want his morning with Miss Barbara

interrupted."

Harry West sighed and said: "I don't smoke, Bub.

Give me a cigarette."
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Bubbles Mcommodatod hit tikad witii etgefaest.

"And now/' said Wetk, "the road's clear to liar-

row Lane; better slip down and see if Rose has any

word for us. IH keep a good ear on Blizzard."

Bubbles changed from his buttons to his street-

jacket, and departed by the back stairs. Harry

West took a small automatic i»stol irom his Ineast

pocket and played with it, but hi the eipfesBon of the

young man's face was nothmg bellicose ox threaten-

ing; only a kind of gentle, patient misery.

He passed fifteen minutes in taking quick aims

with the little automatic pistol at the roses on the

wall-paper. Short of actual target-practice, he knew

by experience that this was the best way to keep the

hand and eye hi tondi with eadi other. He let his

thou^ts run as they would. And presently he heard

the sound of Bubbles's feet upon the back stairs.

"All serene here," said West.

"All serene there," said Bubbles, and he produced

a slip of paper upon which Rose had written:

"Don't come so often. You've been noticed.

Hell ten me thhigi before long--or wrhig my neck."

"She woiked her hands some," said Bubbles, and

he made letters of the deaf and dumb alphabet upon

his fingers. "She said O'Hagan's in the dty. They

had him to eat with them last night. He's growed a

beard, and tramed off twenty pounds, so's not to be

knowed."

The air of rcvery had left Harry West. "CyHagan

in the Eastl" he exclaimed, rather with exhilaration

tKim excitement "ThhigB are commg to a head."
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"Yep/' said Bubbles, "and we don't know

things b "

"Bubbles! Oh, Bubbln!"

The boy disappeared in the direction of the itudio.

''Mr.BHaacd has gone," said Baxbaia. "AAUt.

West if he win spesik to me a moment."

Mr. West would; and he, the athlete, the man of

trained poise, actually overturned a chair in his will-

ingness.

"Mr. West," she said, "you know all sorts of thingi

about pe<^, don't you? And if you don't know

thftt, you can find them out, can't you?"

**Soaietinies, Iifiss Barbara."

"I want to know about the man who comes here to

pose—not vague things, but facts; who his people

were, what turned him a^^unst the world."

"You're troubled. Miss Barbara?"

"I am terribly troubled. He has told me a ter-

rible story. But how do I know if it's true or not?

If it's true, he ought not to be hounded and hunted,

Mr. West; he ought to be pitied."

"Then I'm sure it's not true," West smiled quietly.

"What did he tell you?"

"No matter. But will you find out whtX you can

about him?"

"Why, yes, of course. But b^eve me, it's not his

begMngs that are of importance. It's his subse-

quent achievements and Ids schemes for the future."

"Another thing," she said, "I'm sure he means no

harm where I'm concerned. He has never known
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that I have a protector within caU, and yet his whole

attitude toward me has been gentie, humorous, and

even chivalrous. I Uunk," and the color came into

her cheeks, "that he feels a fatherly sort of affection

for me. So thank you for att the trouble youvc

taken."

"I too have reason to think that he means no

hannV' 8iii West, "and if that is true, I am wasting

my time." , ^

There was a look of bitterness in his eyes that was

not lost upon Barbara. And she was troubled.

"Of course," she said, "if you Uke to waste your

time
"

He looked her strwght in the eyes. "I do," he

said, "I love to. No man's life would ever be com-

plete if he didn't waste the best part of it—throw it

away on something or other-^ an ambition-on an

ideal—on a woman."

Barbara returned his glance. "Just what, Mr.

West," she said, "is the idea?"

And here, Mr. Harry West might have found the

sudden courage to sg^ out what was in his heart,

had he not remembered that to all intents and pur-

poses he had no father, and consequently in the eyes

of the great world to which Barbara belonged could

not be conadered to have any exbtence.

"Oh," he said, "I was just talking through my

hat"
'

. ,

Barbara, who, you may say, had been unconsaously

patting out tentades of affection toward Hairy West,
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at once wlthdiew then, and said cooUy: "So I sup-

posed."

"May I look at the bust?"

"Certainly."

She removed the damp dotha Irom her work, and

Harry found Umsdf looking into the legless man's

face. The features at once attracted and repelled

hun, and these sensations mingled with them feelings

of wonder. Some subconscious knowledge told the

young man authoritatively that he waa looking on

a master work. Barbara noticed this, and her heart

warmed, and her pride was gratified.

**Tm going to hurt your feelings," she said.

"Mine? Don't. Please don't."

"If you," she said, "devoted the next twenty years

of your life to wickedness and vengeful thoughts you

would get to look like my friend, Mr. BHsaid."

Now that same thou^t had occurred, and not for

the first time, to Harry West, but he did not care to

admit it So he laughed gentiy, and said

:

"In that case I shall devote the next twenty years

of my life to philanthropy and—loving thoughts,"

He turned toward her, all smiling. And she

avoided his eyes without appearing to do so.
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The next moming Blizzard was fifteen minutes late

to his appointment with Barbara. He had ttt aU

mghtwith O'Hagan, talking enetgetfca^,and lor once

in hb lie fdt tired. To this feeling was added

|]ie fear—almost ridiculous under the circumstances

—that Barbara would scold him for aeing late. Un-

scrupulous brute that he was, his infatuation for her

was himianizing him. And in he whole wchW be

dreaded nothing so nuidi, at iM» time, at « took of

di^leasoce in a g^'a face.

& bad left off the threadbare dotbes in which be

usaaliy vent begging, and had ^'ttired himself in

clean linen and iminaculate gray broadcloth. His

face was exquisitely shaved; his nails trimmed and

clean. And there bimg about hun a iamt odw of

violets. In short, the male ol tke qwdes bad begun

to change his plumage, as is cmloaarsr in the ipting

of the year.

His mouth full of apology, he hurried up the stairs

to the studio, only to find that Barbara herself had

not yet arrived. Upon the seat of the c.^ in which

he sdways posed, the legless man peronved an Ok-

velope addressed to l&Ds^ Thb eo^idBiaA a dufft

siS
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Dbaa Ma. Bluzaw):

I csfit be at the 8twfio titt d«vm Tkmemmm^'
where ai out you the kindness to wait, or at least to oone

at tiiat tune. You ^ greatly oblige,

" Yours sincerely,

BaibabaFuui.

BHzz:vrd rciu' hi r jte three times; it was v ry

friendly. The sin rel} ' uched his imagi-

natir n. ' -per tlr •
" Yo -rs,

"Your he sal "m.- aiid with awddoi idlocy

of passion . e cnishsd the & *e ^ Hps. And then,

M if wfth ^efflonc at Ksvi: b* ougl withahelp-

thbig, heMttoo^ ed ^ amp sheet, and

pfau»l it, teethe H i^s envelope, in hat pocket

V ch was rarest as jart. Then he seated him-

st on -it dg the model's platform, laid Im

crutci es aaif e, o^.d his eyes, and for perhaps five

minutt^ sU^t, lOlioiiMB as a statue, ewept A«*

mm md tei ears tvitdied. At the end of

TTtfmnTTi he - d, greatly refreshed, and ready,

the need arise, to sit up the whole of tt

fofiowinfT
^

lere v a ^ound of a man's steps mounting

the airs, md then a brisk knoddng on the studfc)

ioo

**c<^ in," said Bfizzaid.

f^. ^«r^ entered, hesitated, and then dosed the

"Yov pardon me,** said Blizzard cooUy, "if I

don't get vapV*
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««Yes—yes," said Dr. Ferris, and in his handsome

eyes was a look of pain and pity.

"It isn't easy for me to get up," Blizzard continued

in the same cool, emotioiiless voice, "you can sec for

yourself. I can't q>ring to my feet—like other men.

Do you know who I am?"

"Yes," said Dr. Ferris, "I'm afraid I do. But

they told me the name of the man who has been pos-

ing for Miss Ferris was Blizzard. Your name "

"My name," said Blizzard, " is forgotten."

Dr. Ferris bowed gravely. "Quite so, Mr. Blia-

zard," he said.

"Miss Barbara," said Blizzard, watching closely

the effect upon the older man of the familiarity, "will

not be here till eleven. And as you and I cannot pos-

Rbly have anything pleasant to say to each other, and

as you, although the older man, are far better off than

I am for xauaa of looomotiaii, and as even Unnking of

yoa has fiff«»»M«g the effect vpoa my stomadi that

mustard and warm water would have
"

**If you have any mercy in your heart," said Dr.

Ferris, his mouth distorted with emotion, "don't talk

to me that way. What made a hell of your life has

made a hell of mine."

The look of cold hatred in BUasard's face dianged

at once to curiosity. "Realty?" be said; "you meui

that?"

"It is the truth."

Blizzard considered, and then shook his head.

"No," he said, "it couldn't be the same. It may
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have stretched you on the hot grid now and then,

but between times of remorse you've had long, long

stretto of success and happiness. I haven't I

have burned in hell fires from that day to this."

"I told you on that day," said the surgeon, "that

if there was ever anything under heaven that I

could do for you, I would do it You've never called

upon me for anythmg—money—or service."

**rve not forgotten," said Blizzard, "and some

day I may hold you to your word. Right here and

now i will ask somethmg of you—«n absolutely truth-

ful answer to a question. Do you hate me?"
^

Dr. Ferris turned the question over in his conscience,

and presentiy said: "I am sorry. Y«."

"Thank you, ' said Blisaid, who was not in tiie

Iffift ^Brtmbed. "Tvt often wondered, and even»

pattbg a hypothetical case, thrashed the matter out

with my friends. You would hate me. It's thor-

oughly human. With me, for instance—I fed non-

committal about a man. I decide to injure him. I

do so. Andthmlhattldm. Now, if you have any

message for Miss Barbara—or perhaps you came to

see the bust I will call Bubbles. He and Miss

Baifaaia are the only persons allowed to touch the

doths. I think she'd let me uncover the thmg, but,

as you and I know so well, I am not tall enough."
^

"My business with my daughter," said Dr. Ferris,

"concerned you."

Blizzard chttdded. "Her friends," said he, "have

been at you to interfere. They have persuaded you

that her model shoukl be ptnmta mm grata in the
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best studios. They have, in short, begged yoo to

take me by the scruff of the netk and kkk me out

mto the gutter idiere I belong. Wdl, kick me.

You know as wdl as I do, that I can't kick back."

"You hurt me very much," said Dr. Ferris simply^

"if that is any pleasure to you."

"It is," said Blizzard.

"What your intuition has told you," continued

Barbara's father, "is the truth. I had made up my
mind to intorfere."

"WeU, why should you?"

"I have heard terrible things about you, Mr.

Blizzard."

"That I have done things which the world regards

as terrible is true," returned the legless man impcr-

turbably. "What of it? Haven't you?"

Dr. Ferris tamed away and slowly paced the length

of the studio and back. "I owe you," he then said,

"anything you choose to ask. But that is not the

whole of my obligation to this world as I see it"

"You will oblige me," said Blizzard, "by spitting

cut the moral homily into which you are trying to

get your teeth. It is very simple. I do not wish to

be sent away. I ask you not to send me. If your

statement that you owe me anything I choose to ask

ammmts to two pins' worth, I tUnk that I shall con-

tinue to pose for your daughter as long as she needs

me."

"Oh, I'm quite helpless," said Dr. Fenis; "I

realize that"

"Spoken like a man," said Biimvd. "And to
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•how that my nature isn't entirely crad, IH tell you

for your comfort that in Miss Barbara's presence the

bad man is a very decent sort. We are ahnost

friends, Doctor, she and I. She taJks to me as if I

were her equal. As for me, m this studio I have

learned the habit of innocent thought Only y«iter-

day I took pleasure in the idea that In the nodd th«e

are Inids, and flowers, and green fiekb."

The be^'.s eyes fettered with a sardonic look.

He watched the surgeon as a tiger might watch a

stag. There was quite a long silence. Dr. Ferris

broke it.

"For God's sake," he said with great energy, tdl

me one troth. Is it part d your tdienie el Mfe to

levtnge yoocadf on me through my daughter?"

r^xzard raised a soothing hand. "Dr. Ferris," he

said, "what would cause you suffering would cause

her si'flFering. So, you see, I am tied hand and—

Pardon me! I shouldn't now think of hurting ^ou

through her unless it might be for her own happiness."

"I don't understand."

"Then yon don't tmderstand the hearts of women.

Then you know nothing of the hei^ to i*idi even

fallen men can raise thdr eyes.^'

"What are you telling me?"

"Very little—very much. Perhaps I tove your

daughter."
^

Horror and loathing swept into the sufieon s eyes,

but h^ strolled hfansdf. "Mr. Maaaid," said he

pnser. V 'IfiaditbaidtotakeyoaMrioiiii^. ^
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you joLIng? Whether you axt or not, the thing k «
jolDe. If you reaUy care for my dau^^ter, I am very,

very sorry for you. I can't say more. If nothi^
worse threatens her than the possibility of her heart

being touched by you, there is no need for me to be
anxious about her. As for telling her the truth about

you and me, why not?"

"Fwtdlher."
"IwilL To-ni^t"
"Won't you be playing into my hands?"

"No," said the anigeoa curtly, "she has too much
common-sense."

"But you won't teli her what I've said?" The
beggar was suddenly anxious.

"No/' and Dr. Ferris smiled, "I may safely leave

thattoyott."

"Damnation/* cried Uiasard, "you are laus^iing

at me."

Dr. Ferris's face became serious at once. "God
forbid that!" he said. "If you have spoken sin-

cerely I feel only sorrow for you and pi^—more
sorrow and pity for you evm than I ever felt before."

"S^-Spi-t," frrfitimffd the beggar, and his ears

twitched. "She's commg."

"I shall wait," said Dr. Ferris, "and take her vp-

town, when she has finished working."

"Well," said Blizzard, with a kind of humorous
resignation, "I'd kick you out if I could; but I can't."

And he added: "Yoa haven't got an' extra pair of

Iqp about ymi, htyt you?"
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"Why!" said Barbara when she saw her father.

"Art i5 looking up. FMiinastodio!''

Secretly his presenoe pkaaed her iamensely. She

had always hoped that some day he would take

enough interest in her work to come to see it unin-

vited. And she now felt that this had happened.

And she thanked Blizzard with sincerity for having

waited.

"Mr. Blizzard and I,'* as^ told her iather, "are

doing a bust And whatever anybody die thinks,

^ »wfait it's an afiair of great importance. Mr.

Bfizzard even gives me his time and his judgment

for nothing."

"WeU," Dr. Ferris smiled, "I am willmg to give

you the latter, on the same terms. May I see irhst

you've done?"

Baifaaia removed tiie dotlif fnm the bust, and so

Bfe-Bke and tragic was the face which suddoUy con-

fronted him that Dr. Ferris, instead of stepinng for-

ward to examme it closely, stepped backward as if

he had been struck. And then:

"My dear," he said gravely, "the thing's alhrc."

He looked from the bust to his draf^ter, and fdt

as if he was meethig ame very gifted and m^rtant

pefSQB for the &it time. Barbara bniM^
pleasure.

"What do you think of it?"

"I will buy it as it stands," said her father, "on

yova own terms."

"If you think it's good now," said B&Esaid quietly,
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"If I had done it," said Dr. Ferris, "I wouldn't

dare touch it."

"Yes, you would," said Barbara, "if you kaew that

you could mdce it better. It't a ImiaiBg.''

"Whm do you eq>ect to fiiaah?"

"I'm going to keep on working until I know that

I've done the best I can. We may be months on it."

Blizzard smiled secretly, and Dc Ferris vam^^
to conceal his annoyance.

"I wish, my dear," he said, "that I had takn you

nuMe MBously in tiie beginning. Bst it is aot too

late t» grt some advantage by stud^mg in Pans and

Rome."

"I don't believe it's ever too late for that," said

Barbara, "and of course I've always been crazy for

the chance, but knowing how you felt
"

"Say the word," said her father, "and you shall go

to-m<UTOw.

BHzzaid's face was like stone; he felt that his hi^

hopes were on a more precaiious footing than ever.

If she had the whim, Barbara would go abroad, far

beyond the reach of even his long arms.

"You could finish your bust any tune," said Dr.

Ferris persuasively.

But Barbara shook her head with ooraiilete de-

dsioa. "A bird in the hand," she said, "is worth

two in the bush. And—I hope I'm wrong—but I

have the conviction that this head is going to be the

best thing I shall ever do. I can look at it quite im-

personally, because half the time it seems to model

itself. / think it's going to be good. If it is good, it
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will be one of those lucky series of accSdents that

sometimes happen to undeserving but luAy people."

Dr. Ferris sighed inwardly, but the expression of

his face did not change. "Do you mind if 1 stay?"

he asked. "I think it's tune I knew what you look

like when you are at work, don't you?"

"High time!" exclaimed Barbara. "I'll just get

into my apron." She went into the next mm and

closed the door.

«Yonr imioceats al»oad," said the kgfess man,

**wma*t a ncoeiB." ffis face was a ieer.
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"Barbara," said her father when they had finished

dinner, "I made a threat this morning, and I'm going

to keep it. If you have no especial objection, will

you come into the library?"

Her face was radiant; he had been praising her

work for the tenth time. "It sounds," she said, "as

if IwasgoingtobeiK^pped. That wasn't iRiiat you

threatened to do, was it?"

"No," said he. "/'m to be punished. I'm going

to tell you about a mistake of judgment I once made.

But not as a warning, or a moral leswMir-mercly, my

dear, that you and I may learn to know each other

better. First, though I want to talk to you tboat

your modd."

"He's rather fascinating, don't you think?"

"He is very clever," said her father, "and when he

chooses he can talk very well. He proved that this

morning. To me, personally, he is most repugnant,

but I admit that yrtaa he once laundied out, I listened

as a school-boy listens to stories of trc sure and pirates.

He's lived and observed and suffered. There is no

doubt about that. But I shall be greatly relieved to

hear that your bust is finished. I don't like the idea

of such a man being in the same block with you. I

hope that you will not feet in^ed to do another

head oi him."
ia6
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"He's a splendid modd," said Barbara. " Of course

this morning he didn't keep still—and he did talk.

But then I wasn't really working. When I wish he

keept afanottM stffl as the day IwA with."

"Doesn't kxddng at him ever give you—oh, a di»*

agreeable creepy feeling?"

"Not any more. I'm so used to him now. No, I

fed a genuine friendliness for him."

''I thought," said her father, "that to you artists,

modds were absdutdy impersonal—just planes and

ang^ aach-^iHuit was it you used to sqr?"

Baibara flushed sUc^tly, remembering a focmer and

very disagreeable conversation. "Your memocy is

much too good," she said.

Dr. Ferris frowned. "I'm not trying to interfere,"

he said; "you're old enough to know what's best for

you, but if I couhl instil in yon a proper distaste lor

your friend, Mr. BMssard, I siwakl be ddig^ted.

Beauty and the beast do not go wdl together."

"Please" said Barbara, "don't bother your head

about me. When the bust is finished, you and I go

abroad for to look, for to see, for to learn. That's

agreed. We shall not invite Mr. Blizzard to go with

us, and all win be wdL There's my hand on itI"

She lani^ nsily, and they diook hands,

"Until recentiy," said Dr. Ferris, "I have taken,

as you know, very little interest in your career as a

sculptor. Haven't you thought that rather an un-

natural attitude?"

"Why, yes," said Barbara, "I have."
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She took a box of safety matches from a cigar-table,

and kneeling, lighted the fire in the big chimney-pieoe.

"Ihopeyoudfla'tnM'' the said; **I'msliivtry.*'

She kndt on, watching the little flames grow into

big flames, and spreading her hands to the warmth.

Her face, arms, throat, and the front of her white

dress became golden. She looked more like some

lovely vestal of fire-worship than an ambitious Ameri-

can girl, determined to achieve fame ia the battfe-

groand of tibe woild*

**Why, yes," siw repeated, "it has seemed strange

tome. When I've thought that I wanted to do things,

you always took a lot of interest and trouble, but

when I knew that I wanted to do one thmg, you gave

me a dreadfully cold shoulder." She smiled whimsi-

cally. " I shall do an allegory in Uuidi-wliite marble

—The Cold Sbmilder."

She retreated a little from the fire, and lat at her

father's feet He laid hit haad on hermaay-colored

hair.

From childhood Barbara had resented parental ca-

resses. On the present occasion, she fdt a sudden

tenderness for her father, and leaned a little against

hbn, ia sBmer ta the toudi of Us hand.

"Did it ever," said he, **stfike you as strange that

you never took any interest in my career?"

"I've always been tremendously proud of you,"

she said. "You know that."

"You liked my results," he said, "the show pieces

—newspaper notmiety—^)eedi-iaaking—the races fai
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gptdal tninf against deatlL But yoa don't even

know idiat has chiefly interested me during the last

thirty years; nor the goal which I have fdt I must

reach before I could be resigned to parting with this

life."

"No/' she said gently, "I don't TeUme. Iwani

to be inteieirted."

"You kooWf of caant, that I eipeiiBMBt with

animals."

"Yes. I have seen crates of guinea-pigs and mon-

keys at the laboratory door. I'm afraid it always

made me a little unhappy. But I suppose it's the

only way to get certain results. And you always give

than toam^tdag, don't you?"

"Always. They don't suffer moie than a man
would while healing a deep clean cut. In other

words, they don't suffer at all. And they're not un-

happy, and they don't bear malice. And still I

wovddn't do it, if I could help myself. I think, my
dear, that I have been chosen for my sins to introduce

a peat benefit to mankind. It wemm nam onty a
question of perfecting the tfrhniqnr Fve already

had extraordinary results."

"What's the idea?"

"You know, of course, that a piece of skin from

one man can be successfully grafted on another man.
Well, so can a liver, a finger, a hand, a foot, an arm,

a leg. I have two mookeys now: a blade and a
gray. Tkt Uuk monkey has tiie gray haadi and
lofeaxms, the gray monkey baa the Uacfc. I made
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the exchange eighteen months ago. Aid they have

developed the Mune ttrength and skiU itfth the

grafted members that they had with thdr own. I

have a monk^ who had only one eye when he came.

Now he has two—they aren't a good color match,

but he sees as wen with one as the other. When these

ideas are perfected it will be possible, perhaps, t©

make old people young. The secretk absolute dMa-

liness and the accuracy in joinmg of a Chippeiidalf or

an Adams. So you see," he smikd, "that in a way

yott and I are chaang the same ambition—how to

egress the thing imagined thzou|^ perfection of

technique."

"Are you the only man working along these hnes?

'•Heavens, nol Aristotle probably bdieved in an-

imal graltbg. Bat I tUttk that, owing to a natural

taknt for doing dose and acaaate work with my

hands, I have gone farther than anybody else. What

gave you the impulse to be a sculptor, Barbs?"

She laughed gayly. "The statues in the Metro-

politan that have lost their anns and heads and legs.

I felt very sorry for them. I was very young and

fooUih, andliavei^aiMMtopiay. Fdsiiecta

sutue that needed w aim, say, and then I'd hunt

among the other sUtues for an arm that would fit,

or for a head or whatever else was missing. Through

pUiying that game I got the idea of makmg whole

statues from the beginning and not bothering with

fragments."

"Aad to thhk." tM Dr. Ms, "Itat m bwt
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failed to understand each other. Why, Barbs, your

ambition i% a direct lineal descendant of mine. It

wm a inaiiiwd mMit that ihawid you your Itfe's

It seems diat at heart we are both meadm.''
''I began on doUs," said Barbara.

''And I began on guinea-pigs."

A footman entered with whiskey and soda on a
tray. Barbara roie.

^'Shafilpouryovadffnk?''

"A ¥eiy Bt^ one, pktw."
She poured him kb M/kt and ob» smk Hated

benelf at his feet.

"After I graduated from the P. & S.," said Dr.

Ferris, "I did ambulance work for two years, acci-

dents, births, fires. I was ambitious to learn, and

night bringiiif a moat whchmt ytMUf PtoiadL

tlw worid, I was called to the house of a worid4HM«i
man in East Thirty-fourth Street The house was
full of servants mad with grief and fright. The man
and his wife had gone out of town, and their son, a
beautiful boy about ten years old, had got himself

run over by a track. Bii fOfWMM, I gatead, •
German fool, had been k attne way MipMi-
sible. But that is the small end of the matter. The
boy's legs were horribly crushed and mangled. It

seemed to me that if his life was to be saved, they
must come off at once. The family's physician was
the famous old Doctor Watson Bell. I sent for him.
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He didn't come at once, and when I had waited as

long as I dared, I took upon my own shoulders the

very heavy responsibility of operating. I put the

chUd under ether, and wiA tbe oC OM udftant

took his legKJff jurtbdow the h^jdnts. Then Dr.

Bdl came. He was a very old friend of my father's,

and he had always been very good to me. First he

looked to see that what had been done had been well

done. Then he examined the legs that I had taken

off. Then he sent the nurse out of HtMt nam. Then

he turned and looked at ne, and Us face«m gray and

cddasaitme. He said: 'You fool! You imbecile!'

And he showed me, clear as a flash of lightning, that

the legs never should have been amputated. Then he

said, more gently: 'For your father's sake I will save

your face, young man. I shall set my approval to this

catastrophe. For your father's sake, «id for your

mother's. I tawdways looked on yoa as an adopted

•on. Are yoB drunk?' I toU him that I had been

«p afl «^e^, and had had no sleep smce five o'clock

Hie morning before. He shrugged his shoulders, and

said: 'In your right mind, you couldn't have done

it,' and I knew that I couldn't. 'Horrible!' he said,

'horrible! This poor baby to be a wntk of a thing

aU his life, because m healthy and hearty young man

amiot get al<mg oa a Mttle sleep. But, thank God,

^e dM wffl never know that the opemta wasn't

"By common accord, we turned to look at the

fittle b<^. His eyes were open. He had come out
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of the ether with miraculous mrMaimMi. And we
saw by the eii»ession of his face that he had heard

—

and that he had understood."

Barbara took her father's hand in both hen and

pressed it hard. "Poor old dad," she said.

"Of course," Dr. Ferris went on, "the child told

his parents. But Dr. Bell lied up and down to save

mv face. H# tiH thfft Trhat thr fhiM thoMtit hn \m\

hmd was part of an ethor draaaL Aad 1 8ed. Aad
nobody believed the little boy. I had told him, be-

fore Dr. Bell could stop me—I was hysterical and

crazy—that if there was ever anything imder heaven

that I could do for him, I would do it—no matter

what it was. And the boy told his parents that I

had said Aat, but it was only taken by them as evi-

4enee thiit X fete teiftiy sorry for iriuit I IwilMd to

do, and that I had a tender heart."

"Poor old dad!" said Ba^m. "And what be-

came of the little boy?"

"He grew vidous," said Dr. Ferris. "I don't

blame him. Quarrelled fearfully with his father,

dropped krto di tmM of evil wqv and oonpniBii-

ah^--aB ay iaiM, wmf Mt of it—md db-

appeared completely out oi die station to which kt
had been bom. I had reason until the other day
believe that he was dead. Then I saw him."

There was quite a long silence. The fire burned

brightly. Dr. Ferris, greatly agitated by tragic mem-
ories, dosed Us tym very tightly, as if to dwt tbaa
out
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*'And of course/' said Barbara at last, "the small

boy is my Mr. Blizzard. Wdl, idiat can we do for

him?"
" 7ou owe liiin notUng,** Mid her father sharply.

"Oh, yes," Mid Barbara gently, "oh, yes. Your

obligations are mine. I shall tdl him. It's like

owing a frightful sum of money. We can't be happy

till we've paid up, can we? You and I?"

"It seems," said Dr. Fends, "that I have made two

temUemiBtakei. And fhe leoood ii having told yon

about the fixat My God, but this Hie it haxd to

bcarl"

"But—why—what have I said? If there is <my-

Mng we can do for him, we ought to do it."

"Are you going to say that to him?"

"Of course," she said.

"Siq)po8e," aaid her lather, "that in all tUt worid

he wanted only one thbg—you?"
This suggestion was most unexpected to Barbara

and odious. And she said coldly: "I hope he it not

quite such a fool."

"But if he is?"

"My dear father," said Barbara, " I have been told

that iOMeiHiere akng the MiOyWay theitba bridge

betweenitan. LefscroM that when w« come to it"

A footman entered canyhig a large pasteboard

box on which, in gilt letters, was the name of a Third

Avenue florist But the jonquils in the box were very

fresh and lovely. They were, however, unaccompa-

nied by a card.



"Some unknown penon," Hid Bar-
bara, "has fotowd Uw bMt ol
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"Soma unkiumn penon," Mid Baiban, "has

formed the habit of sending me flowers." She smiled.

"I shaU ask my friend, Mr. Hany West," she said,

"to find out who it is."

And then, suddenly, she turned away, so that her

lather should not see that she was blushing. The
thought, not in the least disagreeable, had occurred

to her for the first time, that perhaps Mr. Harry
West himself was anonymoitfly going down into hit
twwirof for her nnet aakA.



XVI

The legless man was not in the habit of waiting for

things that he wanted, when the chance to take Uiem

had come. And he did not propose to endure the

tortnre of fitting perfectly still boiir alter hour, morn-

ing after morning, ividle any young woman made a

bust of him. Yet he allowed a number of morning!

to ptM without taking any definite steps toward the

vengeance which he felt to be so dear to him.

That Barbara was a high-bom lady was the chief

obstacle in his plans. If she were to disappear sud-

denly oat of tlw wodd iHiidi knew and bved hcr»

there would be raited a hue and outcry greater, per-

haps, than his utmost powers and resources could

check. He would be run to earth without much

doubt and put where even the sweet memory of ven-

geance would taste bitter in his mouth. It is perhaps

pleasant to pluck the fruits of vengeance, but a man
requires time in fHiich to eat and digest them. V
they are snatched from his hand the moment th^
are picked, hia vengeance laib of all aweetncaa aad

justification.

On the other hand, Blizzard, in order to revenge

himself on the man who had maimed him, waa willing

to give, if not his liberty, his life.
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If he could not abduct Barbara and |o free, he

wouid kill M**— iHmb they came to take Ub* But

he <ttd not wish to km himadf. He vfahed to Hve a
long time after, gloating on his memories. He had

also on foot a scheme irfiich, starting almost as a

pleasantry, had devel<^>ed in his mind, and was still

developing, until its latent possibilitiea staggered his

own imagination.

A certain Jew, prapcletor of a pawnshop, was in

reaUty a receiver of stofea goods. It was common
knowledge among certain crooks in the dty, that the

recently stolen Bland diamonds had come into this

man's hands. Blizzard thought that it would be

funny to take these diamonds away from the Jew,

hdd them for a while, and then, since the fcikyw was
afteraO a&icnd,rHum them. To break faito Rddb-
man's store at would be dangerous. Bfirhman

himself was no coward, and he employed a savage

night-watchman, just out of Sing Sing. So Blizzard

planned a robber>' in a spirit of farce, and in the

broad and aowded Ught of day.

Six stalwart young fdhywa entered Rcidnnan'a

pawnshop at devcn-tUrty in die moning. Each one
had a watch or an overcoat to pawn. Tl^ aowded
about Rdchman, all talking at once. They were

strangers to him. At exactly the same time the atten-

tion of the six policemen on the six nearest beats was
attracted by the drunken and disorderly behavior of

wtg more stalwart young fdhma—ooe to each poUoe-

man. In the end six aneita were ma^ the riz
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young drunkards were marched off to the station

house, and the beats of the six policemen were for

the time bong deserted.

Sharp at darm-thirty-seven, five of the six young

men in Rdchman's shop flung an overcoat over his

head and rushed him into a dark comer, choking

him so that he could not scream. A person in the

street, however, saw the struggle, and rushed off to

find the nearest policeman, who of course could not

be found. Meanwhile the sixth young man ran

lightly iqpstaiis, lodked vmdtx the mattress of the

palatial Rdchman bed, where he had been told to

look, and secured the stolen diamonds. The farce

came to a proper conclusion. Reichman could not

complain to the police that he had been robbed of

stolen goods. And he went about for many days

with a sour face.

Blizzard came every day to condde with him, and

finally to return the diamonds. Then he told Reich-

man, a man he could trust, how the robbery had been

worked, and the two put their heads together.

If six policemen coidd be so easily put out of com-

mission at a given moment, why not many? If a

pawnshop could be so easily looted, why not Tiffany's,

or one of the great ididesale jew^os in Maiden

Lane? Why not the Sub-Treasury?

Li Blizzard's mind the idea became an obsession;

and he worked out schemes, in all their details; only

to think of something bigger and more engaging.

One or two details were present in all his plans: a
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hiding-place for the treasure when he should get it,

and a large number of lieutenants whom he could

trust. He could, he believed, at the least throw the

whole dty into a state of chaos for a few hours—for

half a day—for a whole day. And during that period

of la^idess confusion anything might happm to any-

body^to Barbaza for instance. But Ids plans were

not ripe, nor his trusted lieutenants as yet sufficient

in niunber. He must therefore either put off his

vengeance indefinitely, or run the risk of having his

own career as a criminal come to a very sudden

end. For once in his life he vacillated. But it was

something more than the desire for voigeance

which decided him to i&k everything <m inrniediate

action.

His plan was very simple. Sometimes a messenger-

boy brought a note to her studio. And Blizzard had

observed that Barbara's invariable habit with notes

was first to read them, and then to bum them. She

nevor tore them into ^eoes and thzew them into the

firqdace. She strode a match, lighted them at one

comer, and saw to it that they were entirely caar

sumed. When Barbara had finished with a note, or

a circular, or a letter, Sherlock Holmes himself could

not have recovered the contents or the name of the

sender. Banking on this habit, Blizzard wrote Bar-

bara a note and sent it to her filler's house by a man
he could trust She received tiie ncAt at six o'dodt»

while she was resting prior to dressing aad (Kninf out.

It read as folkms:
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_ 8z Marrow Lane.
Deax Bfiss Feuis:
My affairs don't seem to be prospering here, so I am

going away. I am sorry the Bust isn't finished. You will

be disappointed. ' I am leaving at 8 o'clock for the West.
I lia>w enjoyed sitting £(» you. I wish you all the success
and lu^jfrfneas you deserve.

Very truly yours,

BUZZAKD.

Her mind working very rapidly, Barbara rose at

<mce, and quite unconsciously, so strong was habit

in her, struck a match, set the beggar's note on fire,

threw it into the fireplace, and watched it bum to

ashes. On the way to the fireplace she pressed a
button to summon her maid. When this one came,
Barbara, already out of her dressing-gown, spoke

imperatively:

"I am going out I want a taxi called at once.

Then come back and hd^ me dress."

But when the maid returned there was little for

her to do. Barbara was in a hurry.

She found a taxi waiting at the door. She glanced

at the driver^he was not one of those who usually

drove her.

"Do you knofw wbett Marrow Lane is?"

"Ts it near the Brooklyn Bridge, miss?"

"I think so. Marrow Lane, No. 8x. You can
make inquiries. Hurry."

The strange driver drove skilfully and swiftly down
the avenue. Two thoughts occupied him: the beauty
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of hk fare, and the dodlity with •vthkh the came to

the master's hand when he called.

In Barbara's mind there was but one thought: not

that she was going to visit a disreputable man in a

disreputable part of the dty, but that she was going

to keq> that man in the dty and finish her bust of

him, or know the reason -why. Fame was in her

graq>. She felt aston&hingfy sure of that She was

not going to let it escape for a mere matter of conven-

tion. It had been her first idea to send Blizzard a

note by messenger. But she had more confidence in

her personal powers of persuasion. If her modd
needed money or was ia some Krape thai could be

righted by money and infiuoice, she bdieved that

she could keep him in New York.

It was not yet dark, but all the dty lamps were

lighted, and the East Side had that atmosphere of

care-free gayety habitual to it after business hours

when the weather is rainless and warm. The taxi-

cab moved abiHy, because tl» dilTdren had over-

flowed the sidewalks and played games iriiidi kept

them in blissful danger of thdr lives. Twice the taxi

stopped. Instantly a crowd gathered about it, and

Barbara became an embarrassed but amused centre

of critidsm and admiration.

It became dark. The streets were less crowded.

There were fewer Bc^ts. Ttee was an unpleasant

smeU of dd fish and garbage. Hie people Barbara

now observed seemed eadi and all intent upon some-

thing or other. They were not merdy loafing in the
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pure evening air, but hurrying. There were no mote
children. The taxi passed slowly (because of the un-

even pavement) through a short, narrow street The
few lights in this street were nearly all red.

Save i<x the light in Blizzard's manufactory, Mar-
row Lane was dark and deserted. For some reason

or other the dty lights had go/at out, or had been

passed over by the lamplighter.

Through the glazed door Barbara saw the vast

black shadow of Blizzarci's profile on the white wall

of his office. There was no bell. She turned the

knob and pushed open the door. A bell clanged al-

most in her ear with fierce suddenness. It was Uke
an alarm. Her heart beat the quicker for it; the

number of her respiradons increased. She was sorry

that she had come. She was frightened; still she

stepped through the door-way, and called in her clear,

resolute voice:

*'Mr. Blizzard! It's Miss Ferris."

His vast shadow remained motkoless like a stain

on the wall. And for a moment he did not answer.

Could she have seen his face itself, instead of only its

shadow, she must have turned with a cry of fear and
found that the door which had closed behind her,

dangiug its bell, was locked, and that there was no
escape that way.

If she had turned her head she must have seen that

her taxi had gone quietly away.

In the dim light she looked wonderfully yotmg

and beautiful. The parted opera-cloak disclosed her
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round straight throat and the broad smooth modeUing

of the neck from which it rose. She seemed taller

and more stately than in street-dress, and at once

younger, mofe defencdeM, more virginal There was

not enouc^ Ught in the place to bring oat the con-

trasting colors of her hair. She looked like a black-

haired beauty with ivory-white skin, instead of an

amber, red, and brown beauty, with rosy, brown skin.

Her head, small, round, and carried very high, lent

her an air of extraordinary breeding and distinction.

She had no thought for the short roie4»ocade trabi

of her dinner-dress, and let it trail over tiie dirty

floor.

"Mr. Blizzard!"

This time he answered. It sounded less like a

voice than the hoarse bass croak of a very enormous

bull-frog.

"Please stq> this way.**

Her head, if anything, a little big^ than ever, she

1 swiftfy fixrward rig^t into the lef^m man's

His face was very white, swollen, it looked, and

blotched with purple. The veins in his forehead

looked like mountain ranges on a topographical map.
"Fve cmly a minute," said Barbara.

He lowered his head now over his ledger, but said

nothing. Then he looked up and into her face

steadily, and one by one the purple blotches in his

own face paled, and vanished, like the extinguishing

of as many hellish lights. And then to Barbara's hor-



Z44 THE PENALTY

ror a low groan, more like a dog's than a man's,

passed his tightly pressed lips, came ou*:, and was

cut short off, as if with a keen knife.

"Are you ikk?" the aiked, not kindly, but im-

peiativdy and with a tone, periiapa, of ^igaat
"Yes" laid the le^^ess man briefly, but without

going into any e^qplanation of his ailment. "You
came to tell me that I mustn't go away till the bust

is finished. Is that it?"

Barbara felt more at her ease. "Yes," she said,

"I am sdfish about it It meant to mudi to me."

"Wdl, you needn't have oone," said Blimzd, and

it was ahnost as if he was angry with her for having

done so. "I've changed my plans. I've liad to

change them. I stay."

Barbara was immensely pleased. "I wish I could

tell you how glad I am," she said.

"The thing now," said Bfiiaid, "is to get you

back to your house. You sboukin't have oome to

this part of the city at all; and «q)edally not dressed

like that. But you didn't stop to think. You had

an idea in your head. And you came. Did anybody

know where you were going when you left home?"

She shook her head.

"Something dreadful might have hi^jpened to you,"

he said, and a curious smile played about his mouth
for a moment, "and no one the wiser. Suppose you
hadn't foimd me here to look after you? Suppose

you'd found some dnmken crook just out of Sing

Sing, or something worse?"
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"But I iti find you," wid Barbara, "and all is

wcU."

"Yes—yes," he said, "all is well. And you may
thank your stars for that Why didn't you teU your

taxi to wait?"

"But I did."

Again the curious smile flickered about the lefkia

man's mouth. "Well, he's gone."

Barbara followed the lead of Blizzard's eyes, and

saw that the street in front of his manufactory was

empty. He readied l<a his crutdies, and swung hhn-

sdf down from his chair.

"Perhaps he's dropped down to Jake's sikN».

Wait here. I'U see."

The bell of the outer door clanged with horrid sud-

denness. And then she heard a piercing loud whistle

twice repeated. And a few moments later the soimd

<rfamotor.

"All rii^t, Miss Fenis, Fve got him.*'

She drew her cloak together, and joined the

man on the sidewalk.

"Thank you very much," she said, "and good-by

till to-morrow."

The taxicab driver's face had no expression what-

ever. He who understood driving so well could not

make out what the master was driving at
Blizzard held open the door of the taxi, and Bar-

bara got in. But he did not at once close the door.

Instead he turned his head and looked up the street

Then he called out sharply:
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"Hurry up! Can't you sec the lady's waiting."

One came, rupning; a tall well-built youth, with an

expression on his face of cool, cynical courage and
good Itumof

•

"MiM Fenfit," Mid BHiittd, "thb young fellow wfll

ride in with you if you don't mind. You can drop
him when you get out of the East Side, and reach your

own part of the dty. He will see that no harm comes

to you. If you ask him questions he will answer

them. Otherwise he will not speak tmless you wish."

The youth grinned a little sheepishly, and Bafbum
made room for him on the seat beside her.

"He win answer for your safety," continued the

legless man, " with his ears. Where to?
"

She gave the number of the house at which she was
to dine, and the legless man repeated it to the driver.

"Good-night, Mr. Blizzard, and thank you."

"Good-night, Miai Fenii, and wdcome."
The lei^ man watched the tazicab until it had

rounded the comer of Marrow Lane. Then he looked
upward at the stars for a while. Then he swung
slowly and wearily back into his rookery, and having

extinguished the light, sat for a long time in the dark.

What was it that had come over the man to let his

victim escape vrhea she was so mercilessly in his

power? Ask the stars to which he turned. Ask the

darkness in which he sits, alone, thinking. Better,

perhaps, ask the man's warped and tormented soul.

It seems that while he sat in his office waiting for

her, a champion rose up to defend her, a c**i^»"pion in
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his own beart. A champion who made such head-

way against the brute's lawleas and beastly intention

as to ovorthrow it

Blizzard was in the power of that which all his

mature life he had feared more than hanging or the
electric chair, more even than prisons. He had fallen

quietly, even gently, in love.

"I'm not going to ask you any questions/' said

Barbara, "because I don't think of any. But if yoa
like to talk, please do."

Without comment or preamble the youth who was
to answer fox her safety with his eaxs, began to
talk.

"Might have knocked me over with a feather," he
said, "to find a hdy Hke you sitting in a cab in frotit

o' Blizzard's place. At first look I says to n^adf

:

'One o' these nigh-fliers I've heard talk abmit
likes to fly low.' Then I flings your eyes one pene-
trating peep, and says to myself: "Spect she ain't

one o' that kind.' And I make out just this about
you that you're 0. K. from A to Xylophone, and I
takes this opportunity to remaik abud to myself that
I don't know ^Hiat your game is, and it's none o' my
haterogeneotts busmess, but if I was you Td cat
Marrow Lane out o' my itenerary, and stay home
nights playin' a quiet rubber o' tiddle winks-the-

barber."

Barbara laughed gayly. "Everybody," she said,

"thinks that my fnead, Mr. BHnaxd, h a very bad
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man. But he does nothing to prove it. He has
been very considerate of me in every way."
"Did I say anything against Blizzaid? You'll tell

him I did? Not you. And I did not If it wasn't
for him, I says, Marrow Lane would be hell's kitchen,
and on the chanct that he ain't always going to be
on the spot, nor me, cut it out, I says. But," con-
tinued the talkative youth, "in case you don't cut it

out, in case you're ever in trouble down our way you
take this/' bfaintly he handed her a small, dark metal
whistle, "and blow her good. I knows the note, and
if my ears is on the job, you gets help. You gets it

sudden. You gets it good. And here, without fear
or comment, I leaves you."

He signalled to the driver to stop. They had
reached the southern boundary of Washington Square.
BaiiMua held out her hand. She was greatly tdcen
with her escort.

"And whom," she said, "am I thanking for the
whistle?"

"Kid Shannon."

"Don't tell me," said Barbara, "that you're the
man lAo put Hodi Hanunersley out in the third!"

"A rig^t to the sdar fkxm," said Kid Shannon
shnply, "to bring him m range and a left to the jaw.
Even his friends admits that he begun to take his
gloves off while he was still m the ak. But I'm in the
saloon busmess now, if it's all the same to you, having
been light-weight champion, and spoke a monologue
over three drcuitft—ni(»-behaved ladies ?nd gentle-



Wilmot Allen took her into dinner,

and looked mucli love at her, and
talked much nonaenie
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men o' both sexes always welcome, pay as you con-

sume; but for you or any friends o' yours the drinks

will be on the house."

He turned with one foot on the sidewalk, and one

in the cab.

"Lady," he said, "what I've poured in jest, drink

in earnest. All that's yellow isn't butter. But if

anybody was to ask you—say, a man who shaU be as

nameless as he is le^es»—what I says to you during

our discursive promenaid, you amer bade and say,

'Kid Rhannnm, whenever I speaks to him, merely says,

"Hal HumI"—0f words to thai effect: Here I wishes

you salutations, and may your life contain nothing

but times when you looks and feels your best."

Barbara shook hands with him again. "Come to

17 McBumey Place," she said, "some moming. Ask

for Ifisa Fenis, and see what you think of the bust

she's makhog of Mr. BUzzaid." She smiled mis-

chievously. "He's supposed to rqnesent the devil

just after falling into hell."

Shannon nodded with complete understanding.

"Then," said he, "I bet he looks a rirxger for Hook

Hammersley that time he hit the i-esiin."

"Tliaak you for protecting me," said Baitwia,

"and for the whistle. Will you tell the man to

hurry, please? Thank you! Good-by."

She was very late to her dinner, but much too

amused with recent events to care. And nobody

could have made her believe that her going to Bliz-

zard's place had beoi fraught with toril^ peril
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She piiied the wbkQit that Kid Shaanoa had given
her, and resolved that some time she would advent-
ure again into his part of the dty, and see if she
could bring him running to her side.

"I am sorry I am late," said Barbara, "but I
couldn't help it." She vouchsafed no further ex-

planation, and because she was so yoimg and beauti-

ful an those who had been kept waitmg forgave her.

Wihnot Allen took her in to dmner, and looked
much love at her, and talked much nonsense. He
was, indeed, so gay and foolish that she imaginf^j tbfit

he must have got himself into trouble «fl«"'n-
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BuzzABD was an acute student of human nature.

And a certain softening in Barbara's manner toward

him was proof that she had learned his story from

her father, and no longer regarded him as a stranger

off the streets, but as a human bemg definitely con-

nected with her outlook upon life. StiU, the sugges-

tion that their relatkas had dumged did not come

from him, for he knew tiiat pity or tsympaUby ghren

by request lades the potency of that which is spon-

taneoi^y offered. So he hdd Lis peace in order that

Barbara might be the first to speak, and during those

days his heart became filled witn mau hopes for the

future.

Upon one thing he was detennined, that when in

the course of events Barbara should touch upoa her

father's criminal mistake, he would conceal, as some-

thing predous from a thief, the hatred and vengeful-

ness that were in him, and unroll for her benefit a

character noble and forgiving. He was content, or

appeared content, day after day, for a number of

hours, to be with ha, and to play the hypocrite so

ably as to defy detecticm.

And Barbara, knowing how the man had been

abused, guesdng how he must have suffered, ami still
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tnBatd, came to look upon him, not indeed u upon
a person wholly noble, but as upaa one who, with an
impulse m the right dlrectJan, had in him poHibiHtiei
of great nobility.

Just as a fine motor-car, perfect in mechanism,
punctures a tire and is stalled by the side of the road,

0 wodcs (rf genius like Barbara's head of Blizzard do
not progreas hi one awift mah from atart to
There were whole mornings during whidi it wwifd
that things went backward mstead of forward, and
when she was so discouraged that, had it not been for
the legless man's ahnost fiery confidence in her ability

to overcome all obstacles, she must have taken a
hammer and ponnded her fine sketch back into the
hmp of day from iHiich it had been evolved.

Blizzard's eyes had undergone ft most thoiou^
schooling. They had learned, to the flicker of an
eyelid, when Barbara was going to look their way,
and at such times were careful not to meet her eyes.

)Vhen, however, they knew her to be intent for a
period upon Hbt work and not the modd, they studied
her always with zest, and always with more and more
understanding.

Suddenly, one day, after he had been sittmg mo-
tionless for half an hour, the beggar broke his pose.
"Please don't," she said. "I'm not through."
In his eyes, soft and full of anderstanding, there

was ft gentie, if masterful, smiling. "Yes, you are,"
he said, "for now. I hftven't wfttdied you ftt work
all these mondngs without learning g*w«M*M«*g about



THE PENALTY 153

the way you go at it Do you know what a blind

aOeyis?"

"Yes," the said petulantly, <'aad Tm b one."

"Quite to," taid Blizzard. "And you're not taidng

the right way out. First you tried to climb up the

house on the right, then the house on the left, and

when I interrupted you, you were making a sixth

effort to shin up the lightning-rod of the house that

blocks the aOey.**

Barbara kms^wd. "But," she objected, "Fve got

to get out somehow—or lake--or call the thing a

fiasco, and give it up."

"Of course you've got to get out," said Blizzaxd,

"and it's very simple."

"Simple!" she ezdaimed; "a lot you know about

it"

''Quite sinqile," he repeated; "you merdy face

about and walk out In other words, remove that

lump of mud which one day is going to be more like

my ear than my ear itself, and begin over."

And it came home to Barbara that the man was

right "Thank you," she said simply. "You're a

great help. Thai is precisely what I shall do."

"But don't do it now."

"Why not?"

"Because you've wasted the freshness of your

early-morning zeal with vain efforts. Destroy what

you've done—there's always satisfaction in that; but

either leave the re-doing alone for to-day, or try some-

thing cise.'
»>
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"When," said Barbara, b^giniiing to fed toothed
and confident again, "did I put myidf in your huidi
lor guidance?"

"The moment you lost your presence of mind,"
said the beggar; "that's when a woman always puts

hendi in a man's hands. Put a doth over his satanic

ma^ty's portrait, and sit down and rckx your mui-
des, and talk to the devil himself."

Barbara did as he commanded with the expression

of a biddable child. She flung herself into a deep
chair, and drew a long, care-free breath.

"There," she said, "I knew I wasn't fit."

"You can't spend the night at a Country Qub,
dance till 4 a. m., catch the 7 a. m. for town, and
do good work—not always."

"How did you know all that?"

Blizzard laughed. "From a man," said he, "who
had planned to rob the Meadowbrook Club last night.

There is a fine haul of scarf-pins, and sleeve-links, and
watches and mon^ in the badidom' quarters. He
came to me in great dejection and «^lfttn<i^ y/f^t

very hard luck he had had. He said the whole place

was lit up and full of people and music, and no chance
for an honest man to earn a cent. I happened to ask
if you were there, and he said you were. The train

was a guess, and so of course was the 4 a. m. Will
you take a piece of well-meant advice? Either be a
sodety girl or a sculptor. But don't bum the candle
at both ends. You even lode tired, and that's non-
sense at your age."
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He laughed like a boy.

"They tcO me," he taid, "that I could do the new
danoei. They tdl me th^ are just Hke dbches in a

prize-fi^t, and that only the novices move their feet."

Barbara's brows contracted. "I'm going to ask

you a favor," she said. "If you want to talk about

your misfortune, God knows I'm ready to listen. I

fed some of the reqwnsiUlity. But flkmtt don't joke

about it We're friends, I think. And lUke to for-

get that you're not exactfy like other peofde. And
sometimes I do."

"Truly? " His eyes were full of sqipmsed eager-

ness and elation.

"Yes," she said, ''when you talk high-mindedly

and generously, as you can, when you want to, I

enjoy being with you, in toadi with a ndnd so ntudi

moxt knowing and able than my own. But, now
we've made a beginning, I'd really like to talk about
—^all this dreadful mess that's been made of your life,

and how things can be made easier for you, and for

my father."

Figuratively, Blizzard's tongue went into his cheek

at the mention of Dr. Ferris, but Hbt expttadon of his

face underwent no change. "Of course," he said

simply, as if it was the most natural thing in the

world, "I have forgiven your father. He was very

young—very excitable—inexperienced."

"Actually," she said, "in your heart, you've for-

ffvea him? And you're not saying things just to

make me comftKrtaUe?"
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un afraid," he confesied, "that I am too tdiih
to say or do thinga Juit to make other people com-
fortable. Did you ever hate anybody?"
"I think so."

"Did youUke it?"

"For a while it was rather fun to think up things to

do to the perKm, and then it got to be disagreeable,

and feveiiih, Uke a cut that's festered, and then
*

made a strong effort, and found that hating was very
poor company and led nowhere."

"Exactly," said the beggar. "Do you mind if I

talk frankly? My hatred for your father persisted

a great many years, until I found that going to bed
with it every night and getting up with it every morn-
ing was a slow poison that was affecting all the rest

of me—my power to think out a Une of action, my
power to stick to it, even my power to like people

that were good to me and faithful to my interests.

I found that I was beginning to hate everybody and
everything in the world and the world itself. Mean-
while, Miss Barbara, I did things that can never be
undone."

He was silent, and appeared to be turning over the
leaves in the books of his memory. Suddenly he
spokt again.

"And it was all so silly," he said, "so futUe. The
cure was in my head all the time—just longing to be
used. And fool that I was, I didn't know it"
"What was the cure?"

"It was the sovneign cure for all our troubles,
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Miss Barbara—reason, and crowds. Stand morning

or evening at the entranoe to the Brooklyn Bridge-
stand there with your trouble, and oooiider that

among the passers, better carried than yours, are

troubles, far, far greater than yours, more pcrfgnant,

lives lived in dungeons deeper and more dark. Your
father has lived a life of most admirable utility: should

he be hated for one mistake? Suppose that it had
been fone other gnudl boy's legs that he wasted,

histead <d ndne? Would I hate him for it? Why,
no. I'd say it's too bad. But since it was I that loet

the legs I lost all sense of proportion and justice and
was a long time—a long time coming back to it"

"May I know what brought you roimd?"

The beggar felt that he might dare a little. He
smiled. "OC course. What brought me around was
the discovery that he had created somethfag far, far

more important than what he had destroyed. At
first I thought you were like so many ott jr girls of

your class—well dressed, and good to look af Then
that you had a very genuine talent, and were going

to count in the world. Then, and this is best, it came
over me that you were one gh^l hi a million—that you
would do wbatevet seemed xi^t to you, not without
fear of criticism, and pain and sacrifice, but regard-

less of them. And so, you see, the reparation is made.
The father hurt, and the daughter cured."

Barbara's face had become very grave. "However
wrong you are about my character," she said, "the

reparation is not yet made. And you may be sure of
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this—that, whatever the criticism, I owe you friend-

ship and you shall have it."

The beggar trembled inwardly, but he shook his

head. "You could hardly pull me iq> to a levd," he
said, "upon wlich friendshq> betwera us would be
possible. Imagine that I have sunk to the chin in

mud, and that at the last time of calling I have been
pulled out. Still the mud clings to me.**

"Nonsense," said Barbara, "you can be washed."

They both laughed, and at once became grave

again.

"You don't know," he said, "what Fve been or
what I've done. You can't even imagine."

"That is not the point," said Barbara, "and this

is: Are you sorry? If you really have been rotten,

do you want to be soimd and fine? If you do I'm
yoiu: fiwnd, and whatever help I can give you, you
shall have."

"If you knew," he said humbly, "how I dread the

bust being finished ! I'll be like a child stealing a ride

by the strength of his arms, I'll have to drop off

then—won't I?—back into the mud.

"

"I'm not offering you friendship," she said, "merely
while you are usdul to me. Do well, Mr. Blizzard,

and do good, and I wHI always be your frioid."

"Do you believe that I want to do well, that I

want to do good? That I want to wipe the past from
the slate?"

"You have only to tell me," she said loyally, "and
I shall believe."
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"Then I tell you," he said, and Barbara jumped

impulsively to her feet and shook hands with him.

"And I may come to you," he pleaded, "^ox advice,

andhdp? Old habits aie hard to shake. Myfijeods

are thieves, crooks, and grafters. My sources of in-

come are not clean. Even now I have dishonest ircmi

in the fire. Shalll pull them out?"

"Of course."

"But people who have trusted me will be hurt"

"You must work those problems out in your own
conscience."

To Blizzard, IxJieving that he was actually making

progress into the fastnesses of her heart, and that he

might in time gain his ends by propinquity and his

own undeniable force and personality, a sudden,

cheeky knocking upon the door proved intensely irri-

tating. It was a very small messenger-boy with a
box. of jonquils. BHoard watdied very dosdy the

e]q>ression of Barbara's face while she opened the

box. She held up the flowers for him to see.

"Aren't they pretty?" she said.

"They are very pretty," said Blizzard, and he

found it difficult to control his voice. "And it was
vary sweet of him to send tbxm. bn't that the rest

of Uie wpeechf"

"Of course," said Barbara gayly.

She lifted the flowers until tl» lowor half of ha
face was hidden.

"Mr. Allen, I suppose," said the beggar.

"Why should you suppose that?" said Barbara, a

HtUe coldly. "There is no card."
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Blizzard felt his mistake. And Barbara felt that

he fdt it She went into Hbe next xoom for a vase of

water, and returned imsently with heigJitcDed cdat.

She had heard Harry West's slow grave voice ex-

plaining something to Bubbles. Her heart told her

that West had sent the flowers, and she meant to get

rid of Blizzard and ^d out. So, the vase of flowers

in one hand, she held out the other to him, and said:

"To-morrow."

Blizzard was loath to go, but he fdt that there was
a certain finality in her voice, and he swung out of

the studio, his heart gnawed with jealou^.
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Through Bubbles, Harry West received the happy

news that Miss Ferris wished to speak with him.

But when he saw her with the vase of jonquils in

her hand, and the empty box in which they had come

at bar feet, his stout heart failed bim a Uttle.

"Mr. West," said BariMtfft, "some person b aniu^'

ing me."

"Annoying you?"
" I am continually receiving flowers without card or

comment."

"Is it the flowers which annoy you or the lack of

comment?"

"I love the flowers, but anything in the shape oi

anonymity is unfair, and I resent it."

"I can think of cases," said West, "in which a

man might properly send flowers without ciisclosing

his identity—just as I may pass a fine statue and

praise it, without telling the statue who I am." He
smiled.

"Flowen don't resemble statues in tlw least, and

your comparison b unnaturally far-fetcfaed. ' Another

thing, and this annoys me even more: my secretive

friend sends flowers from the cheapest florist he can

find. I argue from this that he is poor, and cannot

afford to send me flowers at alL"
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"Peiliaps hb home and business in the dty are too
far from die Fifth Avenue shops."

"You are not saying gallant things, Mr. West. I
—an unprotected young woman—tell you that I am
being annoyed by a strange man. Instead of flying

into a chivalrous rage and threatening to wring his

neck when you catch him, you stand up for him.
Very weU. I shall set Bubbtes to find out who the
man is, and take my own stqn in the matter.''

Her expression was grave and unruflled, though a
certain look of amusement might have been detected
in her eyes, by a youth less embarrassed than Mr.
West was.

"Don't do that," he said; "Bubbles could never
find out You woh to know yrho is sending you
flowers?"

"Very much. Can you find out?
"

"I think so. I mean, I'm sure I can."

"And when you have found him will you point out
to him that in the futiure he must be open and above-
board, or something disagreeable wiU be done to
him?"

Mr. West bowed humbly.

"How long," she asked, "wiU it take you to run
the creature down?"
"WeU," said Mr. West, "I could go to the florist

whose name is on the box, show my badge, and exact
a desci^tion of the man who bought the flowers.

Then I could give you the description, and if you
knew any such man "
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"The florist," said Barbara, her expression Sphinx-
like, "ii just 'round the comer."
"I hear," said Mr. West, "and I obqr."
"I win read a book till you come back," said Bar-

bara.

But she didn't read a book; she leaned instead
from a window and watched for Mr. West to come
out of the studio-building. He came presently, but
did not turn east in search of the florist. Neither
did he descend the steps. Instead, he took out his
watch and sat down, and wjdted. Barbara in great
glee watched him for ten minutes. She was possessed
of a devilish longing to fashion out of paper a small
water-bomb and drop it on his head. Memories of
water-bombs brought up memories of Wihnot Allen
and old days. She drew back from the wmdow and
was no longer gleeful Why shouhl men trouUe her
heart, since she wished and had dected to live, not a
woman's life but a man's? She paced the studio,
her soul at odds with the rest of her.

Had she ever encouraged Wihnot? Yes. West?
Yes. And about a dozen others. And here she
struck her left pahn with her right fist She had even
encouraged a man who bad comniitted aU the crunes
in the calendar and was <mly half a man at thati
Half a man? She was not sure. There was a <»r-
tain compelling force about him which at times made
him seem more of a man to her than all the rest of
them put together. "I can't imagine him in love,"

she thought "It's really too revolting. But if he
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was, I can imagine nothing that he would let stand

in his way. I wonder if he is married. And if he is

I pity her. And yet she could say to otlwr women,
'My husband is a man/ and most of the womm I

know can't say that."

And she remembered her father's perfectly ridic-

ulous suggestion that perhaps the man so wronged by
him had lifted his eyes to herself. The idea no longer

seemed ridiculous; but quite possible and equally

dreadful. She made up her mind that she would

sacrifice her immediate chances of recognition and
fame and tell the beggar to discontinue his visits.

Then she withdrew the cloth from her work, and it

seemed to her that what she had made was alive and

had about it a ctrtaia sublimity, and that to siurender

now was b^ond her strength. Sbt had a mmnent of

exultation, and she thought: "In a hundred years my
body will be dust. It doesn't matter what become-

of it now or hereafter; but people will gather in front

of this head, and artists will come from all over the

world to see it. And there will be plaster casts of it

in city museums and village libraries. And I suppose

I'm the most omceited idiot in the wrarld, bat—-but
it's good. 1 know Wsgpodl"

She had forgotten West, and Allen, and Blizzard,

so that when the first-named knocked, she had some

ado to come out of the clouds and recall what they

had been talking about. Then, not wishing to drive

West into a lie, she said only:

"Have you the man's description?"
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"He is not," said West gravely, "a man in your

station in life. He is, I imaghie, some young fdlow

to whom, in passing, you have been ourdessly gia-

cious."

"Is he handsome?" Mischief had returned to her

mind.

"He is only bigger and stronger than usual"

"Dark or light?"

"Medium."

"And how long did it take you to find out all these

interesting items?"

"Twelve minutes," said West gravely.

"By the clock?"

"By a dollar watch. . . . Miss Ferris, I haven't

done ri^^t I'm no^ doing right."

This came very suddenly. He had lowered his fine

head and was frowning.

"I'm the man who's been sending you flowers. I

didn't know it was wrong. I'm not a gentleman.

But once I'd seen you, I could never see flowers with-

out thinking of you, so I kept sending them, hoping

that th^ would give you pleasure for ihtk own sake.

I had no buaness even to look at you. To win the

kind of race I'm up against, a man ought to keep his

eyes in the boat, and not look right or left till his race

is won or lost. And even then it ought to be right

or left that he looks, and not up, and certainly not

down. I didn't keep my eyes in the boat I looked

up, 'way up, and saw you, and cauj^t a crab that

threw the yrrbxAt boat out of trim. Fve no enuse.
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only tUi^-tliat I hava't ever before even looked

right or left or down. But it'e all right now. No-
body's hurt. I won't come any more to watdi over

you. The lines are dosmg round Blizzard, and he
knows it. His claws are pulled. He's got to toe a

chalk-line, and you're as safe with him as with the

Bishop of London."

Barbara laid nothing. She felt very unhappy.

"One thing more. As long as I did foiget the

work in hand, as long as I did look up, why, Td Ukt
to thank God, in your presence, that it was you I

saw. Because in all the whole world there is nobody
so beautiful or so blind."

He thrust out his hand almost roughly, caught hers,

said good-by, and turned to go.

'Tlease wait," said BartMra. And she said it quite

contrary to reason, which told her that it would be
kinder to let the young man go without comments.
"You've done nothing wrong," she went on, "and

I can't help being pleased by the flowers .ind knowing
that you think I am all sorts of things ti^at I'm not.

If you really like me a good deal, don't go away look-

ing as if the w<ujd had come to an ei^ I think you
are a fine person, and I shall always be ^ad to be
your friend."

There was agony in West's tyes. "My friendship,"

he said, "can never be any special pleasure to you.

And seeing you—even once a year—^would keep alive

things that hurt me, and that never ought to have
been bom, and that were better dead."
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"'Faint heart—'" BariMura bcfaa, and coaU have

bitten out her tongue, aince she had 10 oftn promised

herself that she would never again encourage anybody.

The agony died in Harry West's eyes, and there

came instead a look of great gentleness, compassion,

and understanding.

"May I say things to you that are none of buii-

ness?" he adied. She nodded briefly, and he went

<m: "You mustn't say tUngi like that Youha^ven
race to row, too, but your beautiful tyn are all over

the place!"

"I knew I was a rotter,'* said Barbara, "but I

didn't know it was obvious to everybody."

"To eyes," aaid Wett gently, "in a certain coodi-

ti<m lots of things are obvious that <rther people

wouldn't see. May I stOl say things?"

"Don't spare me."

"You love to attract men. And if you happen to

hurt them, you think you are a rotter. That isn't

true. You're being pulled two ways. Art pulls you

one—the way you think yoc want to go—and nature

pulls you the ^^way you reaSy want to go. Men at«

tract you to a certain extent I can almost fed that

—and you tire of them, and think it's because you
haven't got the capacity for really caring. That isn't

true either. You have infinite cs^adties for caring,

but as yet you havoi't been attracted to the man
you are rea^ going to care for."

Barbara looked him strai^t in the eyes. "How
do you know I havoi't?"
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He returned the look, as if doubting what he shoukl

say or do. Then he drew a deep breath to steady

himself.

"Perhaps you have. But I know very well that

it is not the man you think, at this moment. You
are in the hunting stage, and you didn't know it.

Now that you do know—unless I am greatly mistaken

—I think you will try very hard not to hurt people,

not to let them have wild dreams of something doing

in the future."

"But if I reaUy think
"

"Then be secret until you know."

"And if everything that is me seems to be going

out to a certain man "

"Then be secret imtil it has really gone out to him."
"I don't know why I let you talk to me like this."

"There you go again," he said, and she bit her lips.

"It is very awful for rae," he said, "to think that I

have raised my voice in any criticism or disparage-

ment of you."

"Oh, it's all true, and it's all deserved."

"But you are like that. And aU at the same time
it's your greatest strength and yoiu: greatest weakness,

and for the right man, when he comes along, it will

be his greatest treasure. ... I don't like to say
good-by. It comes hard."

"If I said, 'Don't say good-by,' would I be break-

ing the rules?"

"Yes," he said, "for I could never be the right

man."
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"Not even if
"

"Not even if—and you wiU have forgotten any

kindness thatyou fdtfor me,while Iam stOl wondering

why the dty is sc empty, that once seemed so full."

The tears sprang into Barbara's eyes. "Is there

anything about me that you don't know?" she asked

bitterly.

"Oh, yes," he said.

"Do you know that if you asked me to many you,

I sh(nild say yes?"

"And I know that I am not going to ask you.

There are two reasons. You don't love me. And I

do love you."

Her arms dropped limply to her sides.

"And it shall never be said of me," he said proudly,

"that I dragged any (me down. . . . Will you promise

me something?"

"If you care to trust me to keep promises (HT to do
anything that's right and honest."

"Only promise to keep your eyes in the boat.

Don't help a poor dog of a man into love with you.

And don't h^ yoursdf into love with him. Whoi
the n^t man comes along, he wiU nu^ you love him,

and then you will be sure."

" I will promise," said Barbara simply, " and I never

knew how rotten I was. And I'm glad you've told

me. If it's any comfort to you—^you've helped.

And nobody ever helped before. I shall always be

proud to remembor that you loved mte. And 111

ke^ my eyea in the boat"
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"And that," said Mr. West, "Is where lU keep

mine, only, if it's nothing to you, 111 remember namt'

times how the moon looked that time I looked up."

She stood uncertain.

"It's kind of awkward," he said, "sometimes to

make a clean break. Good iuck to you. And don't

feel sorry about me. And be true to yourself. And
if you wer really need me for anything tell Bubbles.

He knows where to find me, when anybody does."

A few minutes later Barbara was asking Bubble if

he happened to know Mr. Harry West's address.

"He won't be coming back here," she said, "and I

want to send him a book."

"I'll deUver it," said Bubbles. "He don't keep

no regular address. You have to catch him on the

*un."

"Very weU," she said, "take him this, with my
very best thanks and my very best wishes."

And she gave Bubbles a charmingly boimd copy of

Rostand's "Far-Away Princess," and when Bubbles

had trotted off, she dropped into her chair and cried

because she thou^t die had broken poor West's

heart. But there was stem stuff in his heart, and
exultation, for he knew that in the siq^neme test of

his life, he had thought only of—her.
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"There, eveiything is understood," said Blizzaxd;

"we are agreed upon the 15th of next January. And
you can bring enough men on from Uie West to do
the work?"

OUagan, thidc-set, black, bristling, nodded across

the table. "You have guanmteed the money and
the hats," he said; "I will guarantee the men.
What's behind that door?"

"Nothing but a junk-closet," said Blizzard.

"Drink something."

OUagrn poured three fingers of dark whiskey into

a short glass and drank it at one gulp. "After that

one," he said, "the wagas until the X5th."

"Yes,'' said Blizzard with some grimness. "There
must be no frolicking. And mind this, Jimmie: the

more good American citizens who don't speak Eng-
lish that you can corral the better. We don't want
intelligence. We want blind obedience with a hope
of gain. And they mustn't know what they are to

do tin it's tfane to do it They shodd begm to come
into the dty by the middle of December, a few at a
time. Let 'em come to me half a dfoea at <mce for

money, weapons, and orders."

Again O'Hagan nodded. This time he rose, and
the two shook hands across the table. O'Hagan

m
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seemed to labor under a cotain emotion; but Bliz-

zard was calm.

"Keep me posted," he said, "and for God's sake,

Jimmie, cut out the little things. You're in big now.

Forget your troubles and your wrongs. Leave liquor

alone and dynamite. Remember that on the 15th

of next January you and I'll be square at last with

law and order and oppression. Good luck to you!"

Whoi O'Hagan had gone Blizzard moved his chair

so that it faced the door of the junk-doset. And he

smiled occasionally as if he were one of an audience

at some diverting play. From time to time he took

a drink of whiskey and licked his lips. An hour

passed, two hours, and always the legless man kept

his agate eyes upon the closet door.

When two hours and fifteen minutes had gone, he

drew an aut(nnatic pistol item, his podcet, and held

it ready for instant use. A few minutes later, find-

ing his original plan of humor a little tedious in the

working out, he spoke in a clear, incisive voice:

"Better come out of that now or I shall begin to

shoot."

The door opened, and Rose staggered into the

room. Aitet a short pause, during which she swajred

and gasped for breath, an automatic pistol fell with

a clatter from her nerveless fingers. She sank to the

floor all in a heap and began to cry hysterically.

Blizzard slid from his chair and secured her pistol.

His face wore an expression of amused tolerance.

"Teil me all about it," he said. "Crying can't do
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any good, and talking may. You hid in the doaet

to listen. It's not the first time. I found one of

your combs, and saw where you'd brushed away the

dirt so's not to spool your dress. Now I'd like to

know how much you know, and whom you've toki it

to?"

"What's the user" said Rose with sudden despera-

tion. "You've got me—nobody'11 ever know from

me what I've heard to-night You're going to kill

me."

"I doubt it," said Blizzard. "Now look iq> and

tell me all about everything."

"Well," she said, "I've been spying on you."

"I know that. I knew that the day you came.

When you said you loved me I knew you were lying."

"At first," she said, "I passed over everything I

could find out about you. It wasn't much."

"I took care of that"

"Then I made up things—just to keep the others

from knowing I wasn't playing fair. I wanted to put

that ofif as long as I could. Anything I really found

out—like your first talk with O'Hagan—I just kept

to myself. I know I lied to you the first day. But

I'm not lying now."

The legless man smiled tolerantly. "Why did you

keep on trying to find out thing»-4f you didn't mean

to use them?"

"Because I wanted to know all about you, what

you were doing, what your interests were. I thought

I could be more useful to you that way."
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"It's a good thing for you, Rose," said Blizzard,

" that I guessed all this. If I hadn't you wouldn't be

alive now. And so, now that you've gotten to knpw
me pretty wdl, there's Homething about me, is there,

that's knocked your ambitions galley-west?"

"I had friends that trusted me," she said, "and
I've played double with them. And now I've got

only you."

"Tell me one thing," and Blizzard asked the ques-

tion with some eagemeu, "what particular quality of

mine got you to feding this way about me?"
"I guess it's every quality now," said Rose, "but

it started with me the first time I heard you play,

and knew that, whatever you'd been and done, and
were i ^ning to do, you had a soul above it all.

And I ^ew that if your soul had ever had a fair

chance you'd have ben moie like a god than a man."
"Well, weU," said BHzzaid after a long silence,

"perhaps. Who knows I And so it was the music
that char d yoiu: heart? Well, why not? Nchody
makes bttter music—^unless it's Hofman."
The idea of appealing to the heart of quite another

gurl through his music filled the legless man with a
wild hoping. Why not? If he could play himself

clean out of hell whenever he pleased, why not an-

other? He would not tell her the possibilities of no-

bility that yet remained in him. He would play them
to her.

"Rose," he said, "you're the best pedaller I ever

had. You've got music in you. We'U practise up
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and give a concert. I'll ask some nobs in. We'll turn

the piano lo that lediig lioir the pedalling is doae

w<ni't distract their '*te&tkm from the mmic. But
they won't hear our music, Rose. It will be better

than that. They shall roU in it, Uthe in it, see

heaven!"

"That's what I saw."

Blizzard's agate eyes glinted with a strange light.

It was as if the beait in him was fighting with the

God. But gradually all mercifulness, all pity, went
out, and the fires which remained were not good to see.

He kissed her and she kissed him back.
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FttUNG that she had been working too hard, being

in much distress about Harry West, and in some for

herself, and learning that Wilmot Allen was to be of

the party, Barbara told Blizzard, at the end of his

sitting on Friday, that he need not come Saturday,

M the was going to spend the week-end with the

Bnioes at Meadowbrook.

'Tm dog-tired," she said, "and that's the same as

being discouraged. We both need a rest. Things

have been at a stand-still nearly all the week."

"I think you are right about yourself," said Bliz-

said, "but won't your gay friends keep you up till

«U hours?"

"They wiU not,** said Baibu», '*and it won't be
gay. During a falling market there are never more
than two happy people at the largest Long Island

house-party. The men will sit by tiiemselves and
drink very solemnly. The women will sit by them-

sdves and yawn tiU ten o'clock. It will be very bor-

ing and very restful"

"Speaking of falling maricets, is my fiiend Mr.
Allen to be among those present? I undeistand that

he has been very hard hit."

"I don\ .now about that," said Barbara. "He
often is. Yes, he is to be among those present, and

176
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I'm really going just to have a chance to talk to him."

"With him or to him?" asked Blizzard with one of

hh sudden, dazzling smiles.

'*T0 Urn," said Bvrbtfs, d» nOif. too,

have listened to tales out el trhmi, mmI tkm ht h
my oldest friend, and probtk^ Um, imwmUt be
ftraightened out."

"A little absence from New York, perhaps," sug-

gested Blizzard, and watched her face closely.

"Do yoa think 10? It deen't seem to me neces-

laiy to nm awsy kk mdet to itniiUliM e«f
"Mr. AUen," said Wkaud, "shouki mmv eC

fltock-gambiing, and marry a ric> -M "

"He's not that kind," said Bt^ : i simply. And
this swift, loyal statemoit did not please the bq;gar,

since it argued more to his miad of the faith that goes

with kfve Hub el fkU ^ppertdning to friendship.

He fdt a dUBp itob ef imimmy, and had Mne ado
to keep the pain of it from showfaig in hli iMe.

"Well," he said, "if anybody can help him, you
can. And if you can't, send him to me. Oh, we've

had dealings bef(»e now. I was even of real service

to him once."

"H^ ii tree,"Mm thought, "it's father

rotten ef T^^haot to keep naming this poor soul

down."

Blizzard left with obvious reluctance. Two whole
days without a sight of Miss Ferris seemed a very
long time to him. "I shall miss these mnrning loaf-

ings."



178 THE PENALTY

"Is that what you call posing?"

"What else? You loaf now. Good hu^ to the

tired eye and hand."

"Thank you," said Baxbara. "Next wedc well

see if we can't really get somewhere."

"We shall try," said Blizzard. He turned at the

door. " I want to play for you some time," he said.

"May I?"

"Why, yes—<rf course."

"At my place," he said. "I have a new piano in;

it's very good. You see, I pound four or five of them

to pieces in the course of a year. I thought perhaps

you'd bring two or three or more of your friends who
like music. I know you do. I'll give you supper.

Your friends mi^t think it was a good slumming

spree to come to a a»cert at my house. And I

particularly want to play for you. I go for weeks

without playing, and then the wish comes."

She longed to ask him how he worked the pedals,

and had to bite the question back.

He laughed, reading her mind. "If you come,"

he said, "I will try to make you forget nhat I am

—

even what I look Hke. I should Hke you to know
yirbat I mig^t have been—what I still might be."

He went out abruptly and closed the door after him.

Barbara mused for a minute and then rang for

Bubbles. "I'm going out of town for over Sunday,"

she said. "What will you do?"

"Me and Harry," said he, "is going down to the

tea w^imning."
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"Please give Harry my best wishes, Bubbles."

The great eyes held hers for a minute and were

tiuned away. He was sharp enough to know that

throu{^ (me of his idols the oCher had been hurt
And he foui^ the knowtodge sorrowful and heavy.

"I'll do that," he said solemnly.

That afternoon Wilmot Allen drove Barbara down
to Meadowbrook. He had borrowed a sixty-horse-

power runabout for the occasion, but displayed no
anxiety to put the machine through its hi^er paces.

'Tve had a rough week/' he said, "and my nerves

axe shaky. Do you mind if we take our time?"

"No," said Barbara, "my nerves are shaky, too.

And I want to talk to you without having the words
blown out of my mouth and scattered all ova Long
Island."

He bowed over the steering-wheel, and said: "It's

good to know that yon watU to talk to me. Is it to

be about you, about mt—<x us?"

Barbara leaned luxuriously against the scientifi-

cally placed cushion, all her muscles relaxed. "You,"
she said, "are to play several parts, Wilmot"
"And always one," he answered softly.

"Not now," she said, "please. First you are to

play priest, and listen to confessioa. Then you are

to ccmfess, or I am to do it iat you, and receive

poiance."

"While I'm priest," he said, "do I impose any
penance on you?"

'1
11 listen to suggestions," said she, "that point

toward absolution."
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"I am now clothed in my priestly outfit," said

IK^ot; "yo.u have entered the confessional. I
Hsten."

Very simply, without preamble, she plunged into

her affair with Harry West. And Wilmot listened,

his head bent forward over the steering-wheel. It

was not pleasant for him to learn that she had thought

herself seriously in love with another man, and was
not now in the least sure of her feelings toward him.

''I died afanost all ni^t," she said; "it didn't

seem as if I could bear it."

"How about the next night, Barbs?"

"Oh, I slept " she said, "or thought about work."

"And he told you that you mustn't see each other

any more?"

"Yes."

"I think he was lig^t, Baibs. I don't bdieve you
really love him, dear. If you did you would have
cried for many nights and days—felt like it, I mean,
all the time. Men attract you—they drop out for

some reason or other—and so on. I know pretty

weU."

"That's just what he said," said Barbara, "and it's

true, l^bot I'm ahnost sure now that I don't

really love him. And that's ugly enou^. But it's

worse to think that he reaUy loves me, and tihat it's

my fault."

Wilmot Allen did not make the mistake of saying

that it was not her fault. "It just shows, Barbs
dear," he said, "that it's time to pull up. You've
got more danied tempetammt than anybody I ever
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saw. It's a great weapon, but you've got to learn to

control it, and not swing it wild and hurt people."

"That's what he said."

"WeD, he seems to be a sensible fellow, and a fine

fellow, and to have thought of you rathor than him-

self. You told him you'd marry him if he asked

you? Now, Barbs, listen to me. That was a fod

thing to say."

"I know it."

"Do you realize how lucky you are to have said it

to West instead of to some other fellow who happened

to be on the make? You've come through your

young fife almost entirdy good lud- not by good

management. You've run up against hcmorable mra,

instead of rotters. That's tlie answer."

"I should think, feeling this way, you'd hate and

despise me."

His hand kft the steering-whed and gave hers a

swift pat
"Well, it's over," she said, "and I wanted you to

know. I'm going to pull back in my shell and be

very dignified and honorable. If anybody wants to

get hurt through me, they've got to hurt themselves."

"YouH not try to see West any more?"

"No," she taid rather wearily, "that's over. And
it's tar the best Fve had a good lesMm. No man
ought ever to take me seriously until I've told him

every day f<»r a year that I love him. Maybe two
years."

"Just tell me once—" he began
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"Don't," she said, "please. Now you confess."

"Well, Barbs," he said, "this week-end is a sort of

good-by. rm in very deep, and I'm going to a new
place to live a new life."

"Well!" she exclaimed, "you're not running away?*'

"Only from temptation," he said. "I have spolLcn

to all my creditors but one, and they have behaved

decently and kindly. Wherever I go I take my obli-

gations with me, and, God willing, they shall all be

paid."

"Oh," she said, "I think a man ous^t to make
good in the midst of hb temptations."

"Might just as well say that you ought to finish

your bust of Blizzard with one hand tied behind your

back, since it's a constant temptation to you to use

both. You ought also to be blindfolded and to work
in the dark, since you are constantly tenq>ted to look

at your model and see what you are doing."

"I shall miss you," she Mul abnfdy, "like eveiy-

thing. Why "

"Why what?"

"It fills the future with blanks that can't be filled

in."

"That may or may not be, Barbs. If they can't

be filled in, you will write to me, and I wiU come
back."

"But I don't mean "

"I don't believe you know what you mean. But
you aren't Barbs now; you are my confessor. I con-

fess to you, then, that I am in pretty much the >%me
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boat with Harry West. I am going away, partly, to

get over yoit—if I can. Love is a fixe. Feed it, and

it grows. Let it akme, and it dies. Confesses, there

is a certain girl—one Barbara Ferris. I love her with

all my heart and soul and have so done for many
years. Since this leads to happiness for neither of

us, I am going to cut her out of my life."

"Wilmot! Are you spealung seriously? You're

not going to write to me? m have iu> news di you?

Not know how you are getting oaf Not know if you

are sick or well?"

"The first night," said Wihnot, "you cried. The
second you slept and thought about work."

"But you are my oldest friend and my best. What-

ever we are to each other, we are that—^best friends.

We have our roots so deep in the happenings of years

and years that we can't be nioved~~iuid ^t away
with it."

"We shall see," said Wilmot almost solemnly. " It

isn't going to be easy for me, either. But time will

soon show. If after a year we find that we cannot

do without each other's friendship—^why, then we
must see each other again. That's all tbest is to it."

"At least youll write?"

He shook his head.

"But I will."

"No, Barbs. The sight of your writing would be

too much fuel for the fire."

She was silent for a quarter of a mile. She did not

enjoy the idead hdag dd&erately cut out of lH^hiMt
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Allen's life and heart. " Suppose/ she ^ai<l, " that at

the end of the year the fiie is still bumirg brgbt? "

He dowed the car down so that he could turn and

look at her. His face looked very strong and stem.

" In that case," he said, "I will come back and marry

you."

"And supposing that meanwhile, in a fit of loneli-

ness and mistaken zeal, I shall have married some one

else?"

"If I fed about you as I do now," said Allen, "I

will take you away from him."

Once more the car began to run swiftly, so swiftly

that Wilmot could not take his eyes from the road to

look at Barbara's face. If he had, he would have

seen in her eyes an extraordinary look of trouble and

tendmiesB.
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DuMNG the week-end Barbara and AUen were much

together, to the amusement of the other guests, who

said: "It's on again." But it was not reaBy.

If Wihnot was going away, Bailwn wiAed lam to

have good manwies <rf last time* together to carry

^thhim. And Whnot, like a foolish fellow who IS

going to wear off Monday, and in the me^while

drinks to excess, saw no reason why he should dress

his wounds in the present, since, in time to save his

Ufe, he was going to give them every attention pw-

sible. That he was going to "get om" BaiUra in

ayearhedidnotbdieve. But olwrvation and com-

moMnae told bim that lift Idthout her must become

easier and saner as time passed, and that to be for-

ever caught up or thrown down by her varymg moods

toward him had ceased to be a self-respecting way
^

life This is what common-sense and experience told

hiii; but his heart told him that he would love her

always, and that if he could not have her he must

simply die. ,

Sunday night, after she had gone to bed, Barbara

lay in the darkness and asked herself questions.

Wihnot's life had not been fine, but lus love had been

very fine, and for longer than she could renwmber.

Would it not be well to trust herself to such a love as

xSs
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Aat? HW she the right to send it away begging?
Would It not be better, smce marriage is a lottery to
grasp some things that in this case wouW be sure, in-
stead of leaving cvaything to chance? If he kq)t
away from her long enough, his love would probably
die, or at least reduce itself to a state of occasional
melancholy agitation. But if she belonged to him it
would never die. Of this their whole past seemed a
wire proof. If she married him he would always love
her and be faithful to her; for her part she was won-
derfully fond of him, and she believed that if she once
actuaUy committed herself to his care, she would be
a good wife to him, and a loving. Then why not?
She tried the effect of pretending that she had prom-
ised to many him and meant to keep her word, and
she found that the position, if only mentaUy, was
strategicaUy strong and secure. She would make him
happy; she herself would cease from troubling bim
and other men. For her sake he would turn otct
new leaves and be everything that was fine. She
would be obedient and have no more difficult knots
to untangle for herself. Wihnot would sunply cutthm for her with a sure word, one way or the other.
She had not for a long time enjoyed so peaceful amght Hours passed, and she found that, without

sleepmg, she was becoming wonderfully rested. For
it is true that nothmg so rests the thmker as unselfish
thmkmg.

^
She had breakfast in her room, but was down in

tmic to catch the business men's train for torn, or
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to be driven in Wilmot's borrowed runabout, if he

should ask her. He did, and amid shouts of fare-

well and invitations to come again soon, they drove

.

away together into the cod bright morning.

"Wkaot,** Baxban said, mbm they had passed

the last outpost of the Bruces' shmbbery and whirled

into the turnpike, "I tipcat most of last ni|^t think-

ing."

"You look fresh as a rosebud."

She shook her head as if to shake off the dew, and

said: "I feel more rested than if I had slept soundly.

If you win marry me, Wilmot, I will make you a good

wife."

\^teofs heart leaped into his throat with joy, and

then dropped as if into a deep abyss of doubt. For

all her confe-aons to him, and for all her promises of

amendment, here was his darling Barbs unable to

resist the temptation of hurting him again. "One

of her impulses," he thought, and at once he was

angry with her, and his heart yearned over her.

"Are you gomg to be abk to say that. Barbs," he

said gently, "a year from now, after we've been out

of dght and hearing of each other all that time?"

"Wihnot," she said, "I'm not up to my old bad

tricks. I am ready to give you my word this time,

and to keep faith. Only Td like everything to be

dme as soon as possible. Fve been a very foolish

prl, and perplexed ind tired, and I want to lean on

you, if youll let me. We'll have a good life tc^cther,

and I will keqp my eyes in the boat"
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"A few days ago, Barbs," he said, "you thought
that you were seriously in love with another man."
"I know," she said, "but I wam't"
"Are you inkive with me now?" he asked wist-

fuUy.

"I know that you will always be good to me, and
love me. And that is what I know that I want"
"Poor UtUe Barbs," he said.

"It seems to me rather," she said, "that I am now
rich with chances of happiness for us both. I want
to make my oldest and most deserving friend happy,
and I tnist him to make me happy."

"It isn't love, dear?"

"It's so much affection and friendship that per-
haps it's better." She turned her face away a little.

"The best that marriage can end in is affectionate

companionship; why not begin with that, and so be
sure of it for always?"

"If I had ever dreamed," said Wihnot unsteadily,
"that you were going to say things like this to me,
I'd have dreamed that I went wild with happiness,
and drove you to the nearest clergyman. But now
that you have actually said what you have said, in
real life, I find that I love you more than ever, and
that it is not compatible with so much love to take
you on a basis of friendship. You fed that you have
hurt me more than is possible for your conscience to
bear, and you wish to make up for it. Is that right?

"

"That's not all there is to it, Wilmot, by any
means. But for heaven's sake believe that I'm
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being altogether unselfish: but you know me too wdl

to believe anything so ridiculoiift."

"I know you wdl enou^" said Wlmot, "to wor-

ship the ground you walk on. Not because my heart

urges me, but my undcrstandmg. And I kno ;y you

would play the game, once you had given your word,

and make me a splendid wife. But what I have for

you cannot be given to mere friendship and fubmis-

sion. I should feel that I had sinned against my love

for you too greatly to be forgiven. Yon are deter to

me than you have ever been, my dear—and yet so

far away that I can only look upward as to a star,

and despair of the distance. If there has been any-

thing fine in my life, it has been my love for you.

And behold, you, with every opposite intentiim, are

tempting me to let that go rotten, too. But, O my

Barbs, if you could only love mel"

Barbara drew a long breath. "I tbenght I was

doing right."
^

"You have done right It Lj for me to do right.

"Well," she said, "I'm bitterly disappointed, and

that's all there is to it. Ought I to thank you for

lettmgmeoff?"

"Yes, dear."

"Then I thank you."

Neither spoke for a long time. At last Barbara said:

"When do J ago West?"

"In a very few days."

"Then you wiU be able to go to Mr. Blizzard's

party and hear him play."
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"Are you still detennined on that?"
"Wky.yvs. ItwObefun. And besidet, I haven't

•1^ tetbftnd to forbid me."
Wflmot's temper rose a Httle. "Ill go," be said

shortiy. "WhenwiUthebuitbefiiashed? Aad^
whde Blizzu'd < pisode?

"

^
''I'm sur. I don't know," said Barbara patienU^
But I think the Blizzard episode—as you call it-

18 rather a permanent friendship. I find asons to
like him, and to adi^ Um."
Wihnot made no comment. He longed to ncak

eva of Blizzard, but ihe f.ict of his financial ohUga-
tion to the man kept him sileut. He contented him-
self with saying; "I'm that I haven't vour artis-
te judgment of characier. One of these days youwm kam, to your cost, that mm's judgment of a
man is usually cone^"
"I wish he had legs," said Barbara. "Fd Hke to

do Prometheus bound to tbe rock."
Wilmot's disgust was intense. "Do you mean to

say—" he began, and then checked himself. "WI
,

not have ywir father graft a pair on him? He suc-
ceeded, by afl accoiBits, m doing so for aU sor ol
beasts."

^
"Do you know," said Barbara sweetb% **tlte h

just what my father would try to do for Mr. Bfe; rd
if some interested peratm wouW oidy sts> ianmxd and
supply the legs."

"I dare s^ BUaaacd would find a oair quir v
enoii^, if he ttoiig^ tiiey oDaid be i^tached."
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"But how t juld he?

"Ob, I'm juat joiung, Ifiat Imioonce. But, leri-

ously, he ooidd }my a pair ior a piloe. You can bay

anytiii^ in t d& V9«dd—exoi|it lorn"

Blkzard, attii^ in the sun on tbe 8t^ ci ij Mc-
Buroey Place, watched the pair i^proaching in the

runabo- 1, uuif i a they drew near the . Tectionatc

s< nousn of iJien itd toward each other—^for

1' y hr^ tapped t %mg td him and returned to

tiffmielves -and s being bamed aaddenly

wit^ a ragt of 'yM^ Controfling the ez| ''sdon

of am face, Ik os 'k cn ches and daaoided

thcstepi" Teet xvik at th urb.

*' lad :
' >u!" said she. "And how about

VVt tesda .or the party? Mr. Allen L comings

Lad . ha- adwd three or four other people."

The I^less OMHi bowed and said: *'ThnA yon.

Wedaiid, y at half-past nine."

E.e w sed affably to Allen, who retume( salute

wifh , c farming ease and courtesy. \ ^t
ha .akea them iat two men who reaL^ ^ed

ea er.

mm ^enk/" said BHzsaid, ihall be ready for

waA as soon as yoo. I wish to ask Mr. AUcn a
qucbtion."

Wilmot winced, ance he noted a tone of com-

11 i in Blizzard's voice, and it jarred on him,

c said good-by to Barbara and watched

ii iiisappear into the studio-building with a feel-

ing ol strong resentment against tbt man iHm> had
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to an intents and poipoaes dismissed her bom the
scene.

"WeU?" he said curtly.

But Blizzard, enjoying the chUdish satisfaction of
having separated the pair, was no longer in the mood
to take ofifence. "I wish to make a proposition to
you," he said, "but at some length. WiU you come
to my place at thiee o'clock this afternoon? It is
easier for you to get about than for me.*'
"I am very busy," saki Wibnot; "I am gettbg

ready to go West."

"So I have gathered. Have you anything definite
in view?"

"Not very," saki Wibnot "Nor any money to
put it thiougk with. About the kian yon were so
kind as to make me, I can only say that I am going
to turn over a new leaf, and to work very hard at
something or other. If I have any luck you fcftH be
paid."

The legless man dismissed the matter of the loan
withabM:kwaidtOHofh&head. "H you've noth-
ing definite in view," saki he, "please cxne at three
o'dock. I have interests in the Wesfr-kglttaate in-
terests, and influence. Perhaps I can put yon hi a
way to dear up your debts."

"Well, by George," said Wihnot, his good nature
letmmng. "if that's the idea, I'll turn up at three
ihatp. Suretiih^.''
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Buzzard had upon hb desk a spedmen. of the straw

hats which the young ladies of his establishment were

kept so busy plaiting. At exactly three o'clock he

thrust it to one side, and at exactly the same moment

the bell of his street door danged, and Wifanot Alleii

came bk oat of the aiinli^t.

**0a time," said BBnid, *'tiiaiik you. Are you

a judge of hats? Try that one."

Obedie tly Wilmot removed his own heavy yellow-

ish straw, and substituted the soft and pliant article

indicated. It fitted him to perfection, and the leg-

less man smiled.

''It's yours," he nid; "fold it 19» pat it in

your pod^" *

"It'll break it"

"Here. Let me show you." And Blizzard folded

the hat as if it had been a linen handkerchief. "Very

handy thing," he said, "and only to be obtained as a

gift. Sit down." ^I^mot thmrt the btt into hb

inside podset and nt down on^ bcnur't kft, fac-

ing the li^t The famt hum of glris tafldng et their

work came from the back of the establishment A
whirling fan buzzed and bumped. The weather had

turned very hot.

"Young man," the b^ar hegjUOi abruptly, "if I
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had your Ugt I'd engage in something more active

and adventurous than the manufacture d straw hats.

Have you ever had the wish to be a soldier of fortune?
To go about the world redressing wrcmg, fighting upon
the side of the oppressed?"

"Of course," said Wilmot simply.

"You are heavily in debt?"

"Very."

"Whatever I may say to you win go no further?"
"No further."

The legless man stroked his chin strongly with his

thick fingers. " I am engineering a little revolution,"

he said. "My own morals are negligible. Any revo-

lution that offered a profit would look good to me.
But in this case the revohitimiary party is oppressed,

<kywii-tradden, roUbed, starved, smd murdered by con-
ditions created by tlw party in power. I am not yet
at liberty to name you the part of the world in which
this state of affairs exists, that will be for later.

Meanwhile, if my proposition interests you, will you
take my word for the place and for the abuse of
power? lodeed, the latter smeOs to heaven."
"South America," said Wifanot, "is fun <tf just such

rottenness as you describe. I mxppotit you're vptttk-
ing of some South American republic?"

"Maybe I am," said Blizzard, "and maybe I'm
not That will be for later—for January 15th. On
that date my soldiers of fortune wiU be gathered in

New York and told their destiny. I am hoping that
you win be one ol the kacten."
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"I know nothing of soldiering."

"Your lecoid proves that you are a great hand

with a rifle. It stands to reason that you can teach

the trick to others."

"Possibly," said Wihnot, "to a certain extent."

"I have," said Blizzard, "a number of scattered

mining interests in Utah. I wish you to travel among

them teaching the mm in relays to shoot accurately

and fast This can be done without greatly Inter-

foing with the wwking <A the mines. You would

be nominally imder the command of a man named

O'Hagan, to whom I have written a letter introduc-

ing you, on the chance that you might care to use it."

"Where," said Wihnot smiling, "does the business

end of the affau: begin? Fm rotten with debts."

"For tokdiing my men to shoot," said Blizsaxd,

"I win pay you the money that yoii owe me. That's

<me debt written off."

"And how shall I live in the meanwhile?"

"I have empowered O'Hagan to pay you five hun-

dred dollars a month."

"And the rest of my debts? How about them?"

"You win fight for downr-trodden people," said

BUazaid gravdy. "If you win, you will find them

grateful—possibly beyond the dreams of avarice. In

the republic of which we are speaking there is wealth

enough for all. It is one of the richest little earners

< f God's footstool—gold, diamonds, silver. If you

cceed you win be on Easy Street If you faS, you

wOl very Hkely get a buUet thraa^ your head."
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Wilmot's face brightened. "If I got killed trying

to pay 'em," said he, "my creditois couldn't feel very
nasty toward me, could they?"

A look of strong admiratioD came into BEzzard's
hard eyes. "I like the way your mind works," said

he. "If you get killed in my service, I'll pay your
debts myself."

"I owe nearly a hundred thousand," said Wihnot.
"I've been worse stung," said Blizzard.

"Where the devil do you get all your money, Bliz-

zard?"

" I've lived for money and power. I've been huky,
clever—and unscrupulous."

"I like your frankness. But you are not letting

me in for anything rotten?"

"Your Revolntionary ancestors fought a^^unst just

such forces as you are to fight against—unjust taxa-
tion, abuse of power, and comipticm in hig^ p|<iryg.
Are you going to serve?"

"I'm going it pretty blind, but I think so. I like

the idea of fighting. I like the idea of paying my
debts. And at times I think a bullet in the head
would be a mattn for self-omgratulaticm."

"That," said BHzzard, "is the feeiing of two daaset
of yoimg men—those who are tangled vtp witk womoi
and those who aren't."

Wihnot laughed, though the legless man's words
brought the ache into his heart.

"You will return to New York," Blizzard went on,
"duxing the first half of January."
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"I had rather promised myself to keq> out of New

York for a year."

" It will be for only a few days. If you don't wish

your presence in the city known, Fll put you up in

my house. Parts of it are as secret as the grave."

"All right But supposing the revolution falls

through before it ever gets started?"

"I'll make you a bet," said Blizzard, smiling.

"Please reach me that black check-book." He wrote

a check, blotted it, and showed it to Wihnot "This,"

he said, "against a penny! It wiU pay your debts.

It's payable at the Qty Bank on January x6th. Put

it in your pocket."

"When do I start for Utah?"

"Wednesday afternoon."

"I hoped to come to your concert that night"

Blizzard shook his head. "You will hear better

music," he said, "in the Weit-fiflcs en the ranges.

And by the way, don't lose that hat I gave you. It

must be where you can get it on the isth of January."

To Wihnot a straw hat suggested the paJm-groves

of a South American republic rather than the streets

of New York in midwinter, and he said so; but the

legless man only smiled.



During those last days Barbara and Wilmot were to-
gether a great deal. Tuesday morning, by invitation,
he watched her at work upon her bust of Blizzard;
rtiimil he took hor to lunch and for a long drive
tlunq^ Westchester Coimty. That night they dined
with Mr. Ferris, who, inunediatdy after diimer, ex-
cused hunself, and withdrew to his laboratoiy.
Wednesday mormng Barbara did no work, but drove
about in a taricab with Wihnot and helped hun shop.
They lunched together, and she went to the Grand
Cfeatnltoseehimoff. Where Wihnot found the time
to pa(^ the things whidi they had bought in the
morning was always aomething of a mysteiy to them
both.

As train-time approached the hearts of both these
young people began to beat very fast. Each felt that
the good-bys presently to be said might be forever.
In his resdtttioii not even to write to Barbara, Wihnot
wasweakeningpitiably. He wished thathe had taken
her at herword and married herMondaywhen she was
m the mood. Better Barbara unloving, he thought,
than this terrible emptmess and achmg. His heart
was proving stronger than his mind. Short, more or
less conventional phrases were torn from him. Bar-

19>



THE PENALTY 199

ban, her heart beating faster and faster, said very

little.

The attention of her wonderful eyes was divided

between the crowds and the station clock. She could

see the mmute-hand move. Once in a while she

snatched, as it were, a look at Wilmot. His eyes wt .

never lifted from her face.

The gate for llinimot's train was suddenly slid wide

open with a horrid, rasfnng noise, and people began

to press upon the man who examined the tickets. It

was then that Barbara's roving and troubled eyes

came to rest, you may say, in >&iot's, with a look

so sweet, so confiding, so trusting, that it seemed to

the young man that the pain of sqwratiaa was going

to be greater than he could bear. He lifted his hands

as if to take her in his arms, and stood there like a

study in arrested motion.

"Best friend in the world," she said, the great eyes

still in his, "most charming companion in the world

—man I've hurt so much and so often—only say the

word."

"What word? That I love yourHove you—love

lyou?"

They spoke in whispers.

"Stay with me," she said, "and for me—or take

me with you. I cau't bear this. I can't bear it."

"You'd come—now—just as you we?"

"Yes."

"Do you love me?"

Slowly, like two things m anguish, her ^yes turned



aoo THE PENALTY

from their steady gazing into his. And, "I dare not
say it," she said, "but I will go with you—and try."

They were aware of something pressing toward
them, and turning with a common resentment against

intemq>tion, th^ found themselves looking down
upon the legless man.

"Just dropped in to say good-by and wish you
good luck," he said. His face wore a good-natured
smile, and, quite innocent of self-consciousness,

brought confusion upon their last moments together.

The tentacles of unreasoning pasaon that each had
been putting forth were beaten down by it and aside.

"Better get a move on—time's up."
" Good-by, Wihnot," said Barbara swiftly. "Every-

thing's all light Good luck to you and God bksa
you."

She turned, her lovely head drooping, and walked
swiftly away.

A young man took <^ his hat and held it in !
hands until she had passed. He had been watchii^
her and Wihnot, and incidentally the legless man, for

the last ten minutes. He hoped that she would look
up and speak to him, but her mind was given singly

to sorrow. And she went through the station to the
street without knowing if it was crowded or deserted.
Harry West's sad eyes fdkmed her until she was out
of sight. Then with a sort of wrench he turned once
more to observe the actions of the legless man. This
one, however, having said cheerful good-bys to the
sulky and heartsick Wihnot, and having at the same
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time noted the obtrusive nearness of the secret-service

agent, had made swift use of his crutches and stumps

and was at the moment climbing into a waiting

taxicab.

Whatever West's opinion may have been, Blimrd

was making a sufficiently innocent di^Kwition of time.

He had prevented an elopement, perhaps. And he

was on his way to a prominent florist to fill his cab

with flowers for the evening's entertainment

He was in a curiously shy and nervous state of

mind. There was perhaps no man living whose hands

wot more neariy at home vpm the key-board of a

piano, or whose mind was more disdainful of other

people's opinions. But of the fact that he was suf-

fering from incipient stage fright there could be no

doubt whatever. Would this inoculate his playing,

keep the soul out of it? Or worse, would it cause

him to strike wrong notes, and even to foig^ whde

passages, so that his guests, and of oonne Baibara,

would go away in the imiicesaioii that they had heard

a boastful person make an ass of himself? He was

almost minded to begin his concert with an imitation

of a virtuoso suffering from stage fright If there

was going to be laughter, let it be thought that he

was not the irresponsible cause of it, but the ddiber-

ate and responsible. What shoukl he play? \^olent

things to get his hands in and his courage up, and then

Chopin? Let Chopin speak up on his behalf to Bar-

bara; tell her how he had suffered; how you must

not judge him until you understood the suffering;
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how there was still in him a soul that looked up from
the depths, and aspired to beautiful things? Yes,

let Chopin speak to her, plead with her, teaioii with
her, show her, lead her.

He descended from the cab, and entered the iiorist's.
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Babbaia paid Blixsard the compHment of inviting

only people who were really fond of music to hear

him play. The Bruces, Adrian Savage, Blythe the

architect, yoimg Morton Haddon, and Barbara her-

self, composed the party. They dined on a roof, and

then, occupying two taadcabs, started for Manow
Lane in the highest spirits. Birt the East Side had

its way with them, and they readied their destina-

tion in a serious mood, ashamed, perhaps, of being

rich and fortxmate, xmhappy at feeling themselves

envied and hated. Bruce, Adrian Savage, and Bar-

bara were in the leading cab, a brand-new one smell-

ing of leather, and of the gardenia which Barbara waa

wearing. The filth of the East Side came no nearer

to them than the tires of tiie cab. They irare, you

may say, insulated, enfortressed against squalor, pov-

erty, crime, and discontent. They were almost free

to do as they pleased, as indeed their exp>edition

proved, and yet, such is the natural charity of the

hmnan heart, they could not look from the windowa

of the cab aiid remahi witroubled, or Idl tc under^

stand a littte ci those motives whidi torn tiie mhida

of the imfortunate to thoughts of anardiy. There

was no whole tragedy unrolled before thdr eyes, not

even a confuted episode in one. It so haiyened

m
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tliat they saw no one in tears or in liquor; on the
contrary, they saw many who laughed, many chil-
dren pUying games with and tricks upon one another.
Yet in its mirth the region was mlrtUess; its energy
was not physical, but nervous. It had an air of
living intensely m the present, for fear of remember-
ing, for fear of looking ahead. And it needed but a
misunderstanding or a catchword to turn in a moment
from recreation to violoioe. Indeed, the mere fact
of their own passing in the highly polished cab with
its wake of burned gas and Havana tobacco turned
many a smile into a scowl or a jeer.

Often the driver throttled his car to a snail's pace
or brought it to a full stop to avoid running over one
of those children who, so far as self-preservation goes,
appear to be deaf, dumb, blind, and without powers
of locomotieB; and during one of these halts aMe
girl, walking slowly backwaid, her eyes iqwn another
little girl who for rj apparent cause was making a
series of malevolent faces at her, collided with one of
the tires and fell on her back directly in front of the
stationary car. Instantly she began to screech, and
the street, hitherto but scatteringly occupied, filled
with raging people.

The driver from his seat, Bruce from one window,
Savage from the other, attempted to explain to deaf
ears. Their voices were drowned in a torrent of
abuse.

Barbara, at first only exasperated by the stupidity
of the crowd, sitting very still and erect, had upon
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her face that expressicm of bored contempt with which

aristocrats in the French Revolution are said to kftve

gone to the gniaotiBe. Then that wat ilioiited fan her

car whidi, thongh but half understood, turned her

scarlet with anger. Unfortunately Savafe, hitherto

patiently self-controlled, had heard the compounded

epithet hurlf <^ at Barbara, and in a moment his fight-

ing blood was beyond control, and he was out of the

cab raining l^vy blows upon a bloated chalky-white

face, ud receiving wone than he gave from a doMB

fistaaadfeet Stm^aaa bull, always in training, hb

atrengft was beaten and kicked from him in twenty

beconds, and with Bruce and the drivei^who, bravely

enough, if reluctantly, had leaped to his assistance-

things were no better.

A whistling, shrill and metallic, brought tlM fi^t

to a aaddea cad. Thu crowd drew back sullen and

rdoctaat, BO knger shoutfeg and coiriBgt hot matter-

ing, explaining, and d< reet,

Barbara took fro^ . Ut)S the whistle which Kid

Shann(»i had given h^i. She was very yAa*^c, but

her eyes blazed with the light of success . rd y . r..{.

The bringing of the \diistle had been aa moddetii, the

bMag it an act eC desperation; but peroeivhig the

sodden effect d dat Ucm.^ig she covlO not but fed

that she had done sometlJng strategically good and

in the nick of time. Savage began to straighten his

collar and necktie, Bruce to nurse a sprained thumb.

The second cab came i^>. Blylhe and Morton Had-

don got out and, full of perplexity bat not unamused.
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fdl to asking questions of their dishevelled friends.

These, winded and braised, could give but an ejacu-
latory explanation, mostly of what they wouhl do to
such and such a one if they could isolate him from
his fellow cutthroats for five minutes; and Blythe
and Haddon, not bruised and winded, told them to
pull themselves together. Meanwhile the crowd had
disintegrated before the possible arrival of Kid Shan-
non; had vanished like a lunq> of sugar in a cup of
tea. Even the little chUd who had been the cause
of the uproar had disappeared. So a colony of prairie-
dogs vanishes into its burrows at the shadow <rf a
hawk.

The short street was deserted save for the figure of
a rapidly approaching policeman. Why this guardian
of the peace had not been upm his beat during the
fracas could have bees best exfUaiaiod perhaps by the
proprietor of a disorderly house, from whom at the
time he had been levying a w:eekly stipend of lust
money and a glass of beer. For his lapse of duty,
however, he made such amends as were possible, in
short, he took the numbers of both taxicabs, the
names of their occupants, and toki them, with stem
condescension, that they were now at liberty to pur-
sue their interrupted way.

But first Barbara received praise for having blown
the whistle, and Bruce and Savage were made to say
repeatedly that they insisted on going on with de
evening's entertainment; that tiiey were not reaUy
hurt, and that they wouMn't think of being driven
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to a doctor. Everybody wanted to know more about

Kid Shannon, and in just what fonriiitfd the tenor

aodeikacy df htiname. But Bazbara could only say

that he was a biend of hers, and a sort of henchman of

their host for the evening. Then she said, smiling:

"I'm sorry he didn't come himself, but anyway his

whistle is a perfectly good whistle, and another time

I'll know enough to blow it before anybody gets hurt."

Mrs. Bruce insbted on having her husband ride

with her, so Btytfae took Ik place in Baibaia'i cab»

and th^ readied Manow Lane without further mo-

lestation. Indeed, it seemed as if rumor had gone

ahead of them, saying that they were not as other

swells, but East-Siders in disguise, integral parts of

the master's organization, armed with the whistle of

his lieutenant They were itared at, it is true, and

OM»m«*ti»«»H upon, Imt widi awe nam and childiati

admliatioa.

The door ol BUasard's house was opened for then

by Kid Shannon.

"Why, Mr. Shannon," exclaimed Barbara, "I

blew your whistle, and you never came."

"And wasn't the iddstling enough?"

"Why, yet."

He nJled the amik of a general who knows that

his troops are in a state of perfect discipline. "The

boss is expecting you," he said. "Pkaie step tight

In."

A faint odor of roses greeted them.
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Qnb Uglrt, not stroBg, iUtiininated h0tn mm'*
face. Barbaia and her friendi Mt in ItttMaikness.
Kid Shannon went out of the room on tq>toe, closing

the door softly behind him. Of Rose, crouched under
the key-board of the grand piano, her hands on the
pedals, nothing could be seen, owing to a grouping of

maU palms and flowen ia p<^ The ttuii^ of Bliz-

zard's right kg toncM her shoulder. She was
trembling. So was Blizzard. He was tremfafing

with stage fright; she with Blizzard fright. His
hands, thick with agile muscles and heavy as hams,
though he had just been soaking them in hot water,

seemed poworless to him, and stiff.

He itnKrk a chord, and it sounded to him not like

the voices of a mnsical instrument, but &e a clatter-

ing together of tin dishes. This enraged him. Hit
sdf-consdousness vanished. Those ivory keys and
well-tempered wires had fooled him. He hated his

piano. And he began to punish it. The heavy hands,
rismg and faUkig with the speed and strength of light-

ly strakes, prodaoed a vohaw of tone which per-
haps no other [dayw in tito world eooid have ecpsfied.

Blythe, a great amateur oi anisic, had comt bk a
sceptical mood. He now sat more erect, his face, eye-
brows raised, turned to Bii/zard, hb ears recalling to
him certain moments of Rubinsteia's p?aying.
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But Blizzard no longer hated his piano. It had

stood vp noUy to his vmniL It was a Inrave instni-

mmt, wiii Wid, a fricBd full of laie qualities—for a

friend to show off. And, the swollen veins in his

forehead flattening, he began to make his peace with

his piano. It could do more than shout and rage. It

could sing like an angel in all languages; it could be

witty, humorous, heart-rending, heart-healing, chaste,

pnarifTHBtfj helpful, mischievous. And it could be

wise and doquent It eodd stand vp lot a Mend,

and explain his sins awigr» aad f0t Mm fomlvw k
high places.

And even as Blizzard thought, so he played. He
was no longer conscious of himself or his guests, not

even of Barbara. As for Rose, she was morely a

set of podab in piffect machanical a#Mtmcnt He
was not •venesnodoBSof Ms tkewghts ThssrcMse

md wmt vfifcout deliberaticm, and were upitisid

as Iktf came and dismissed as they went in tiMUmm
of his extraordinary improvisati<ni.

But it came to this at last, that he thought only of

beautiful things, so that even his face was stripped oi

wickedness, and Us fingen looisi one by one

voices of anfds, it wemmi as M Iht wlHliMn
was fuD of thea—«i s&ging. Aai the sivgiiig dfad

away to silence.

The legless man looked straight ahead of him into

the dim room. Then, smiling, his head a little on one

side, he caressed his piano so that it gave out Chopin's

7th Pxdudte, wUdi, as all the work! knows, is a Iftde
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girl who smiles because she is happy; and she is happy
because so many of the flowers in the garden are blue.

It is not known why thu makes ker happy, mty that

it does.

And forthwith he played Chopin and only Chopin:

brooks and pools of sound to which you did not listen,

but in which you bathed. And in his soul the legless

man was playing only for Barbara, and only to Bar-

ban. And so powoful was das obsession that it

stde outd him Vkt some hypnotic infhifnce, affected

the others, and gave him away. First Bly^ looked

toward Barbara, not realismg why, then ITiiMon

looked, then Mrs. Bruce.

Barbara felt the warm blood in her cheeks. She
was troubled, imhappy, touched. A man, his face

fuB <d unhappy yearning, his soul quick with genius,

was making love to her; asking her to forget his

shivtcomings, to forgive his sins, to give him a hand
upward out of the dark places into the light. He
followed her, always pleading, by brooks, into valleys,

through flowery meadows in the early morning, into

solemn churches, into groves of cypress flooded with

^rthe coidd have sworn that a wcnnan sobbed, but
Us eymj used by now to the obscurity, told him that

it was neither Mrs. Bruce nor Barbara. The piano

burst into a storm of sound, under cover of which
Rose, still at her post, torn with jealousy, continued

to pedal at the direction of her lord and master, and
sobbed as if her heart woukl break. Devils filled the
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room, whirling m mad dances; they screamed and

ydled; the tmib of the damned screeched in tocment;

and the face of him who invoked the inferno, swollen,

streaming with sweat, the ^es leased, inotruding,

was the face of a madman.
Rose, for whom her master's playing had the elo-

quence and precision of speech, forgot her jealousy in

fear of those consequences which her ill-timed sob-

bing must Imng iq>on her. Her tears dried as in a
desert whid; her sdbs ceased, and in a moment or

two the madness was going out of Blizzard's music

and out of his face. He rested, preluded, and then

began to play Beethoven, quietly, with a pure sing-

ing tone, music of a heavenly sanity.

The jarred feeUngs <tf his audience were soothed.

Into his own face there stole a high-priest look. And
when he had finished playing, this look remained tor

a few moments. Then he laughed quietly and, speak-

ing for the first time, expressed the hope that he had
not made them listen too long.

He reached for the wall behind him, and turned a

switch so that the room became brightly lighted.

Then, rductantly, he came out from behind the

piano, swinging between his crutches, wad leaving

Rose to escape at the first favorable opportunity.

His descent from colossus to cripple had an unpleas-

ant effect. And the question, "How the deuce do
you work the pedals?" was jerked from Blythe,

usually a most tactful penon.

"Why," said Blizzard 8iapfy,**Ikwean assistant."



3S3 THE PENALTY

He caught Barbara's eye and reddened a little. "A
young nuin who is musical and intelligent. We have

a ^iteni of signals, and—but I tfaii^ there it a lort

of thoi^^t cntrniHiiiiotiBtt roHWi of wwirh re*

hearing together. And in our best moments we do

pretty well. But sometimes when our minds are not

tuned together we make a dreadful hash of things."

He might have added: "At such times I drag her

about by the hair and beat her." But he didn't.

He looked intteed the pktnie of a veiy patient man
who makes the best of tkingB.

"Whatever you do at times," said Barbara gently,

"you have done wcnulers to-night. But you know
better than we do how good your playing b. So

what b the use of praising it—to you?"

She felt that he was her own private discovery

—

almost lier property. And knoiving tiiat her bioids

were stiB furafoundty affected by his idaying, she was

filled with honest pride. Her eyes flashed, her diedu
glowed.

"What did I tell you?" she exclaimed. "Was I

right? Didn't I promise that he would make good?

Did he?"

She was delighted with BHnaid, d^^ted with her-

sdf
, delif^ted with the whole party. She had for-

gotten the madman face that he had showed. She

forgot that he was a cripple, a thing soured and

wicked. She thought of him only as a great genius,

which she herself had discovered.

The childlike pleasure which she felt communicated
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itself to the others, and Blizzard, escaping an ovation

of honest praise, led them into the next room, wlMn»

among pahns and lOMi, ndi a npper was iftmd u
gambkn, the big men ol the pcoMoii, tptmd for

their victims.

The mere sight of the champagne-glasses loosened

the men's tongues. Talk flowed. Mrs. Bruce and

Barbara, seated right and left of their host, made

much of his music and his hofpitality. For onoe in

hb life he was genuindy happy. He kwked very

handsome, very hii^Mninded, very modest, a man'a

man. Sitting, he was much taller than the others.

You forgot that, standmg, he was but a dwarf. He

towered at the head of hb table, his mind working in

swift, good-natured, hospitable flashes. It was ob-

vious that he had been bom a gentleman, and that

he had never **!of8(rtten bow.'' It waa obvious, too,

that he was a man of power and poritkm, who when

he wbhed could spend money like a gnat k»d, and

who was accustomed to give orders.

In his manner to Barbara there was (perhaps no-

ticeable only to herself) an air of long-proved friend-

ship and a kind of guardianly tendoneii, and be

managed somdiow to convey to her that she had an

immenw influence over bim; that be looked to ber

for help—^for in^iration.

The dedre to make a great man of him invaded her

mind. Her heart warmed toward him.

"I wonder," said Bruce suddenly, "where our wan-

dering Wihnot is to-nifb^"
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"I drink to him," said the beggar qakkfy, "whet'
ever he is, and wish him luck."

But the poison had been spilled on Barbara's even-

ing. For three hours she had not once thought of

the manwhom twelve hours ago she had really wanted
to many. And her heart meanwhile had warmed and
expanded toward one who at best was a prod^ously
successful crook and rascal, and she was ashamed.
But for all that neither the warmth nor the triumphant
sense of influence and conquest went out of her heart.

And later, when Mrs. Bruce said: "I really thinlr we
ought to go," Barbara, outwardly all sweetness and
agreement, was inwardty annoyed. She wanted very
much to stay, for rJie knew that the moment she was
alone her conscience would give her no peace, and that

she would make resolutions which she would not,

judging from past experiences, be able to keep. She
would resolve to abtindon her bust of Blizzard, re-

solve never to see the creature again, since it seemed
that he had in him power iqxm her emotitms—dan-
gerous powa.
"Do we work to-morrow. Miss Ferris?"

The words, "No, I'm afraid not to-morrow," rose

to her lips. The words, "Pkase^ at the usual time,"

came out

And she fdt as if his will, not her own, had caused

her to say those wwds. Her heart gave a sudden
leap of fear.
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Baebasa knew very well that she was doing wrong.

Summer had descended, blazing, upon the dty.

Without exception her friends had gone to the coun-

try. Her father had gone to Colorado upon an

errand of which for the present he chose to make a

mystery. She made a habit U hinching at the

Cdoay Ctabf and omwlfwially saw lome fnend <Mr

other lAto had run into town for a face massage, a
hair wave, a gown, or a hat. But the afternoons and

evenings hung very heavily upon her hands. So that

she got to living in and for her mornings at the studio.

With ibt appeaxmct of Blizzard, dean, thoughtful,

and UttoeM, her fe^ngi of lotteHnesi aiMl dcpresrioa

vanisteL niiervitafitywasatlowdbb,hiBwasnot.

The heat wppeutd to brace him, and he had the

faculty of communicating something of his own en-

ergy, so that it was not until she had finished working

and dismissed him that she was sensible of fatigue

and discouragement.

The man was on his best bdiavior. He oodd not

but reaHae that he had estabfished an influence over

her; that she was beginning to take him at his own
estimate of himself, and to bdieve in his pretended

aspirations. And while he credited her with no affec-

tion for himself, he had the presumption to imagine
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that his maimed condition and his low station in life

no longer made the slightest difference to her, and

that finally her friendliness would turn into a warmer

feeling. But if not, he had but to wait until the

maturity of TaSs plans sboiild throw the dty into

chaos, lAuea she would be st his mercy.

The hand which he had dealt himself was so full of

high cards that the occasional losing of a trick did not

disturb him in the slightest. He had through her

father's hideous mistake a hold on Barbara's con-

science. As a personage whose power over certain

sectioiis ol die dty was stronger than the law, be had

a hfM upon her imaginatioii. As the inapber hex

best work, he had a hold upon her gratitude. He had,

or thought he had, a chance to win her affection in

open and equal competition. And, highest card of

all—^ace of trumps—^he had persuaded her that her

influence upon him was sudi^t with all the strength

of remorse he was diaping his Hfe toward h{g^ ^eals.

In his Iwart she was usually, but not always, the

first oooaderation. Sometimes the passion of ambi-

tion overlapped the pasaon of love. And sometimes

he felt that he would forego the fruition of all his

plans if only by some miracle his 1^ could be re-

stMed tohim.

But on the whole, he had readrni a hig^water

maik fd self-satisfaction. He had found it easy to

carry corruption into high places. A list of those

who were in his power—willing or unwilling—^would

have horrified the whole nation. From O'Hagan in
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the West came reports that all went well with the

organization, and that Wilmot Allen was displaying

genius in teaching inexperienced Polacks to shoot.

On his walks through the city the legless man car-

ried a hi^ head, and kwked about him with the eye

of a landlord. His imaghuttion was so strong that

he had already the feelings of a genuine conqueror,

and not of a man confronted by the awful possibilities

of failure. And by some subtlety of mental com-

munication Barbara was coming more and more into

this same opinion of him. And in realising this, and

in allowing their xda^ms to ooatinue^ she knew that

she was doing wrong.

9ie oon^Moed her model with all the men she had

known, always to conclude that there is in him a

sort of greatness utterly wanting in the others. If

he had revealed his plans to her, she would have be-

lieved him not only capable of carrying them out, but

sure to do so—if he wished. He a^^t be Satan

faDen, bat he was still a god. In the early days ol

their association she had felt herself the important

person of the two, and her bust of him the most im-

portant thing in the world. He and she would surely

die, but the bust had a chance to live. But now she

had the feelmg that the work was of less inqnurtance

than the man; and that die hentH was an insig-

nificant ^Milled pcnon of no importance whatever.

When Blizzard entered the studio she had the feding

that a great and busy man was, out of pure good

nature, wasting his time upon an unknown artist.
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But she knew very well that such was not the case.

She knew that he came to the studio because she at-

tracted him, and for no other reason. And at times

she felt keenly curious to know just how much she

attracted him, and the morbid wish, for which she

hated herself, of leading him into some sort of a

dfcifiTntiffiii
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However unnecessary the hot waves of the New
Yoik summer may appear to some people, they wore

never wasted (m Bubbles. He had a passum fmr the

water, and to his love of swimming was added a pas-

sion for the underworld gossip with which the piers

of the East River reek in bathing weather. For just

as mice are more intimate with the details of houses

than landlords are, so the smsU boj's of a dty have

the best opportunities for bebg acquainted with its

woddn0^ ai^ w5th the intimate fives d. its inhabi-

tants. The street-boy's mind matures while his body

is still that of a child. Births and deaths are familiar

spectacles to him. He knows and holds of high im-

port hundreds of things which men have forgotten.

He can see in the dark. He can hide in a handful of

shadofw. And iHien be m't overhearing on Us own
hook, he b listening to frbMt somebody dse lias over-

heard. Second-story men fear him, lovers loathe

him, and nature, who has been thwarted in her in-

tention that he should run in sweet meadows, sleep

in frc ih air, and bathe in dean water, sighs over him.

It was so hot that the policeman whose duty and

piivilqp it was to see that no small boy coofed liim-

sdf ftran Pier ^zA, disappeared tactfi^ into tiie
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iandty entrance of a wator-front sakxm. The dty

had many lavi which to thb particular officer ap-

peared iinreasonable and which he enforced only

when he couldn't help himself. In men there b the

need of gambling and some other things. As for

small boys, they must play baseball and they must

swim.

Bubbles went ovoboard at abo > Jtxee o'clock.

There were twenty or thirty boys oi all sizes already

in the water, and the addition of one to the struggling

group of wet heads was not to be noticed. Nor was

the ' "sappearance of that head noticed, nor the far*-

that it appeared to remain imder water for nea^.^

three-^piarters of an hour, mx that idien it finaUy

did emerge it lodud on the whole as if it had seen a

ghost.

Bubbles, it seems, was less interested in the waters

around Pier 31A than in the waters underneath. And

for this reason: on the previous night, while stripping

for a swim, he bad heard a muffled amind of voices

from directly under the pier, followed by a

long subdued roaring as of a load of earth bang emp-

tied into the water. Now, imder Harry West's tu-

ition Bubbles had formed the habit of investigating

whatever he did not imderstand. And he wished

very much to find out why people should talk under

piers at night, how they could get under Pier 3xA

except by swimming, and if they were throwing earth

overboard why they were doing so, and wbtn they

got the earth.
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His head filled with vague and colored no-

tions of a smugglers' cave, his narrow lungs filled

with air, Bubbles dove, swam between two slimy bar-

nacled piles, and came up presently in a dark, dank,

stale, gurgling region, wonderfully cod after the bias-

ing sunlit iriiicfa he had jmfc left

Toward the shore the Hght that filtered between

the supporting piles of Pier 31A became less and kit,

until completely shut off by walls of solid masonry.

Into this darkness Bubbles swam with great caution,

accustoming his ^es to the obscurity and holding

himsdf ready to dive in retreat at the first alarm.

The diore cod ol Fler 3xA had origfaMlly I «& a
dean wall of lolkl masomy. The removal of IM a

dozen great blocks of stone had made a jagged open-

ing in the midst of this, and into this opening, pulling

himself a little out of the water. Bubbles strained and

strained his eyes and saw nothing but the b^lnning

of f *)Mnigeway and then pitch dafkneas.

^ '^ t beat very hard and laat Hke the heart of

a x^f .ibird. Here, kading into the dty fiton tiie

shore of the East River, was a mysterious passage-

way. Who had made it and why? There were two

ways of finding out. One was to wait patiently until

some one entered the passage or emerged Irom it

The aOux way, and the better, was to f<aget how
voy mmSk the &iea of so doing frij^tened you, cHmb
into the opening, and follow the passage to its other

end. Bubbles compromised. He waited patiently for

half an hour. Nothing happened. Tl^n he pulled
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himself into the opening and crawled through the

darkness for perhaps the length of a dty block.

"What," he then said to hhnself, "is the use of

me going any further? I can't see in the dark. I've

got no matches, and if anything happens to me,

thereH be nobody to teQ Harry about this place.

Better make a get-away now, find Harry, and bring

him here to-night. Then if we find anybody there'll

be something doing."

He had turned and was crawling rather rapidly

toward the entrance of the passage.
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BuBBLEs's problem was to locate Hany West. And
he wrestled with it, if trjring to cover the whole of a
soofdiiQg hot dty on a pair of insufficient legs and a
very limitod amount of carfare may be caUed wret-

tUng. IBDs search took him into many odd places

where you could not have expected to cross the trail

of an honest man. He even made inquiries of a
master-plumber, of a Fourth Avenue vender of an-

tiques, of a hairy woman with one ^e who ran a
news-stand, of a bar-tender, of sa]oQn-keq)en and
bootblacks. He drifted throog^ a department store,

and whispeied to a pretty girl who sold "art pictures."

She shook her head. He spoke a word to the negro

sentinel of a house in the West Forties, and was ad-

mitted to quiet, padded rooms, containing everything

which is necessary to sqtarate h(^ul persons from

their money. Jn one room a number of book-makers

were whiling away the hot afternoon with poker for

small stakes. In another room, played iqx>n by an
electric fan, sat Mr. Lichtenstein, the proprietor. He
was bent over a table on which he had assembled

fifteen or twenty of the component parts of a very

large picture-puzzle. He was small, plump and ear-

nest He may have been a Jew, but he had brij^t

red hair and a pug nose. His eyes, bright, quick,

m
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•man, brown, and kind, were very busy huntiiifamoog
the brightly colored pieces of the puzzle.

" 'Daftemoon, Mr. Lichtenstem," said Bubbles.

'"Daftemoon, Bubbles," said Mr. Lichtenstein,

without looking un.

*'How d'je know it was me?"
"I saw you in the kwUng-^ais. What's tha

news?"

"It's for Harry."

"And Harry fa—where?"

"Don't you know where Harry fa?"

"I do. But you can't get to liim." Mr. lichten-

stein lowered his voke. "He's gone West, Bub, on

the trail of O'HaiUL The plant the old one is grow-

ing hasn't put its head above ground jret, and the

roots are in the West Out iii Utah they're teaching

all kinds of Polacks to shoot rifles. Why? O'Hagan

fa travelling from one mine to another as a common
laborer. Why? While here in little New York, the

dd one is sitting for hb portrait and getting a per-

fectfy innocent young^ talked about No me to

watdi the old one till later."

"But," said Bubbles, "suppose some one was to

find a secret passage leading from the East River

to—to "

"To where?"

"He doesn't know where. He wanted to get

Harry to go with him to find out."

"Where does the passage htsai, Bubbles?

"

"UndaPier3xA."
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"Come over here, Bub," said Mr. Lichtenstein and
led the way to a mahogany table covered with green

babe. Upon this he tpnad t folding-map of New
YoricGty that he took from his inadepod^t With
the rapidity of thought his stubby forefinger foviKi

Pier 31A and passed from it to the aook in Marrow
Lane. And he said:

"Hum! The bee-line of it leads straight to Bliz-

zard's place. There are two things to find out, Bub.
Is the passage straight? And how long is it? A
fi^t in the entrance to ag^t by will answer qiiesti<m

No. X, and a ball of twine to be unwound at Idsure

will answer No. 2."

"You'd ought to have a compass," Bubbles sug-

gested, "to know just how she runs."

"True," said Mr. Lichtenstein. "Happy thought.

And you could borrow one mounted in tiger's eye

bom a friend.''

He laughed, took the little compass in question

from its watch chain, and gave it to Bubbles. Then,
his voice losing its bantering tone and taking on a
kind of faltering sincerity, he asked:

"Do you want to play this hand. Bubbles, or do
you want me to dtSegitt some one dse?''

"It's my graft," said Bubbles, 'Td like to see it

through."

Mr. Lichtenstein looked upon the boy with a cer-

tam pride and tenderness. " I'd like to go with you,"

he said, "but I can't nm any risks. There's the

sbinp of too many things in my head. In every
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battle there has to be a general who sits on a hill out

of danger and orders other people to do brave things.

Ronember that youVe worked for us evor since

Harry came in and said, laughing, 'Govonor, I've

made friends with a bright baby that knows how to

keep his mouth shut.' You've only to step up to

Blizzard and say, 'Abe Lichtenstein is the head,' to

bring the gun-men down on me. But you'd die first."

The boy's breast swelled with pride and martial

aidor. "Betcher life," he said, and then: "If I get

the news will I bring it here?"

Mr. Lichtenstein considered for a minute. Then

shook his head. "I'll be in Blicker's drug-store be-

tween leven and midnight," he said.

"If I don't show up it'll be because I can't."

Mr. Lichtenstein smiled encouragingly. "Don't

look on the dark side of the future," he said, "but

don't take any duuuxs, and don't show a figlit till

you have to."
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The night was hot, but the rismg tide had brought

in cold water from the ocean, and what with his ex-

citement and trepidation it was a very shivery small

boy that began to investigate the passage under Her
3xA. Mindful of Mr. Lichtenstein's advice not to

show a Ug^ till he had to, BuM^ fdt his way for-

ward very slowly in the inky darkness, unioFii^, as

he went, a huge ball of twine. It would be time to

take the bearings of the place by compass when he

had iscertained its general extent and whether it was
free from human occupants. On this score he felt

comparatively safe, since it seemed likely that the

passage had been oonstnicted with a view to enwr-

gency rather than dafly use.

Having advanced a distance of about three sliort

dty blocks, it seemed to Bubbles as if the passage

had opened suddenly into a room. If so, he had to

thank, instinct for the knowledge, since he could see

but an indi in the blackness. He had the feeling that

walls were no longer pasdng near him, and, groping

cautiously this way and that, he found it to be fa^t

and not fancy. During these gropings he lc3t his

sense of direction, and, after considering the matter

at some length, he concluded that the time had come
to flash his torch. But first he listened for a long
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time. At last, satisfied that he was alone, his thumb

began to press against the switch of Mi torch. A
shaft <^ light bond into the darkness, and he saw two

wildly bearded men, who sat with their backs against

a waU of living rock and looked straight at him.

It was as if he had been suddenly frozen solid, so

dreadful was his surprise and horror, but the men

with the wild heads showed no emotion. They had

a pale, tired, hopeless look; and though one was daik

and one bkmd, this ezpressioQ, common to both, gave

them an appearance of being twin brothers. They

had gentle soft eyes m which was no sign of siuprise

or agitation. It seemed as if they were perfectly

accustomed to having light suddenly flashed into

them. One of the men leaned forward and b^an to

run his hand this 'ay and that over the hard dirt

floor.

"Lost something?" said the other suddenly.

"Dropped my plug," said the first in a dull weary

voice, and he continued to feel for and repeatedly

just miss a half-cake of chewing-tobacco. Bubbles

could see it distinctly, and another thing was dear

to him: the men were both blind.

With this knowledge certain frayed and tattled

fragments of courage returned to him, and, what was

of much greater importance, his presence of mind.

The excavation in which he stood was nearly forty

feet square. His torch showed him the passage by

which he had entered, and opposite this a flight of

st^ leading sharply upward. Here and thm, lean-
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ing against the walls, were picks and shovels and

other tools used in excavating. Near the centre of

the passage was a taU pile of dirt and loose stones, to-

gether with two small wheelbarrows of sheet-iron.

Just as Bubbles had ascertained these facts and got

himself into a much calmer state of mind, he had a

fresh thrill of horror. The two blind men sighed, and

as if moved by a common impulse got up, and the

little boy saw that, like Blizzard, the beggar, they

had no kgs. With perfect accum'y <rf direction they

turned to the great pile of dirt, and taking up two

shovels which leaned against it began to fill tlM two

little wheelbarrows.

They labored slowly as if time was of no moment,

as if the work in hand was a form of punishment in-

stead of something that it was intended to complete.

Bubbles had b^un to wraider what tl^ were

going to do with the dirt; when one of them, having

filled his barrow, trundled off with it into the passage-

way leading to the river. And to Bubbles, fe^'erishly

listening, there came after what seemed a very long

interval a sound as of earth being dumped uito water.

The second exc&vatrar, having filled 1^ banow,

waited the return of hb cowpaniop, since the passage

was too narrow to admit of the two banows meeting

and pasang each other.

And that simple fact was very alarming to Bubbles,

since virtually it made a prisoner of him. One man
with his barrow full or empty was always in the

passage.
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Nor was there any possibility of escape by the flight

of stairs which he had noticed, for a hurried examina-

tion revealed a door of sheet-irtm wbSdi did not give

to his most determined efforts. There was nothing

for it but to wait until the fafind men should rest from

their labors.

He got used to them gradually; lost his fear of

them. Once in a while they spoke to each other,

always with a kind of lugubrious gentleness in thdr

voices. He began to feel sorry for them. He wished

to be of service to them in some way or other. Their

wild beards and shaggy, matted hair no longer ter-

rified him. They were two lambs made up to repre- .

sent wolves, but the merest child must have seen

through the disguisement

Upon the ball of twine which Bubbles still hdd in

his hand there was a sudden tug. It fell to the ground

with a thump and rdled toward the blind laborer

who had just filled his barrow. He was much startled

and turned his blind eyes this way and that; then

called to his mate, at that moment coming from the

passageway.

"I heard something drop," he said; "somebody

dropped somethiug. I thought I heard steps on the

stairs, and now I know I did."

But the other had found the twine lying the length

of the passage. "Some one's come in from the river,"

he said, "and dropped all this string."

He began to gather it in, hand over hand, paused

suddenly, and then, with a kind of bravado of teni-
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fied pditenesB, and with a bob of his wild, daik head,

exclaimed:

"Good evening, Mr. Blizzard!"

Then the pair cowered as if they expected to be

struck, and after a long while the Mond one said:

"It ain't him:"

Thai the dark <me:

"Don't be scared of us. We couldn't hurt a fly if

we wanted to. Who is it?
"

Now it seemed to Bubbles all of a sudden (though

the mention of Blizzard's name had once luore given

him the horrors) that any risk nm in revealing his

presence to the bEnd men was more than compen-

sated by the consequent possibility of "finding out

things" from them. So he said:

" It's only me—just a boy. I fouad this hole swim-

min' and come in to see what it was for."

"It's only a boy," uaid the blond man.

"He wouldn't hurt us," said the dark one.

"Maybe yottH tdl me iHiat aU this cdkrmA is

lor," said Bubbles.

The dark man scratched his matted head. "We
don't know," he said; "we was just put in here to

dig. At first there was ten of us; but we was k^'
on to give the finishin' touches."

"What became of the others?"

"Oh, Mr. Blizzard, he's got other work for them."

"Jb this {dace under his house?"

"No, su:, it ain't But the cdlar at the head of

tlwm steps is."
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**Maybe he's hollered this out to hide tUngi in?"

The blind men turned toward each other and

nodded their heads.

"That's just presactly what we ihixik" said the

blond one.

"What do you do when you aren't working?"

''Oh, we sleeps and eats m Blizzard's cellar."

"How long you been on iht |ob?"

"We don't know. We lost track."

"See much of Blizzard?"

"Oh, he's in and out, just to keep things going."

"Is the passage to the river just to get rid of the

dirt?"

The dark man laughed sheepishly. "We don't

think so," he said—"we gets lots of time to think.

And it ain't always dirt that goes into the river.

Twicet it's been men, and once it were a woman.

There was lead pipe wrapped round the bodies to

make 'em sink. And oncet Blizzard he tumbled a

girl down the stairs to us. But she weren't dead,

and me and Bin took the lead off her before we

throwed her in."

His comrade interrupted. "She said she could

swim. She said if we'd take the lead off and untie

her and give her a chanst, we could have a kiss apiece.

But we let her go fer nothin'."

"Did she get away?" Bubbles was tremendously

interested.

"No, sir. It was dark ni^t, and she couldn't find

a way out fnnn under the wharf. She just swam
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round and round, dower and dower, Hke a moate in

a waah^titb. Then die calli out dwH oonw btdi

and we can hide her till daylight But she don't

make it. We hat to ttud there and listen to her

drown."

"When she's dead she gets out into the open river,

and when Blizzard hears she's been found without

any lettd on her he raket luSL"

"When he geti through witii us we was most
skinned alive."

"He wouldn't dig that hole to the river," said Bub-

bles, "just to get rid of people. What do you think

it's for?"

"You ain't goan* to tell Blizzard you been here, nor

get us in trouUe?"

"m get you out of this ^ome day, but you can't

get in no trouble through me."

"Then," said the blond man, "this is what we
thinks out and concludes: Blizzard he's calculatin' to

receive stden goods wholesale. First he stores 'em in

here until this cellar is fuU, aiKi then he takes 'em

down to the river and puts 'em aboard a di^ bound
fur furrin' ports, and we thinks and concludes that

he'll make his get-away about the same time."

"WeU," said Bubbles, " I'm obUged. I won't forget

your kindness. But it's time I was off."

"Come close first," said the blond man.

Bubbles was instantly alarmed. "Why?"
"Onty so's we can feel your hoe, so's to know idiat

you loA like."
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He stood impatient and embaRanad wliOe they

pawed hit face with haid, grin^ handa.

At laat they let him go, he fdioae baifow waa full

accompanying ^'tw to the end of the passageway, and

speeding him on hit way with thia comfortable re-

mark:

"If you was to dive deep and fed around, you

might find those as ii leaded to the bottom."

It took every onsce of nerve that Bubbka bad at

cwmnanri to let Ida lega and body down into the

cold and tra|^ current. It seemed certain that dead

hands were reaching for him. But he screwed his

courage up to the sticking point, and called to his

acquaintance in the passage-mouth a whiq>ered but

nonchalant, "Slongt"
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When Bubbles entered Slicker's drug-store, the dty
clocks were striking a quarter to twelve, but the place

was still brightly lighted, and at the soda-counter a
young man was treating his flame to a glass of choc-

olate vanOkt ke-cream.

Bubbles marched to the pfescrfption counter, and
began to unwrap a bloody handkerchief bam hfa left

hand. Then he began to dear his throat This
brought Mr. Blicker from a region of mortar pestles,

empty pill-boxes, and glass retorts.

"What you want?" he asked aggresavdy.

"I want me thmnb bandaged."

"Youcuthim—di?»
Bubbles lowered his voice. "On a bamade."
"Come in back here," said Mr. Blicker roughly.

"I fix him." But once out of sight in the depths of

the store, his manner changed, and he patted Bubbles

enthusiastically on the back. "You have found out
some things?"

"Sure-lots."

The chemist, without commenting, began to treat

the cut thumb, washing, disinfecting, and bandaging.

Then, veiy loud, for the benefit perhaps of the lavtn
935
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at the soda-counter, "So," he laid, "I let you out the

back door."

And he actually opened a door, ilunmed It ihut,

and turned a key in the lod^ But it was a doeet

door. Then with a finger on his lips he pointed to a

narrow staircase and, his own feet making a great

tramping, led the way up it. Upon the top steps

they found Mr. Lichtenstein, nervously pufl&ng clouds

of tobacco smoke.
" *Bout given you up," he said. "Good boy!"

"Better talk by the parior," said BBdcer; "here it

tooesposed."

When the door of the stuffy little parlor had dosed

behind them, the proprietor began to smile and beam.

But Mr. Lichtenstein looked grave and troubled. It

was not for pleasiure that he sometimes found ooca-

daa to put dangerous work in ih? hands ci diikiren.

"Hurt your thumb bad?" he asked.

Bubbles shook his head and plunged into his story.

Now and then the German laughed, but the red-

haired, pug-nosed Jew appeared to sink deeper and

deeper into his own thoi^ts, only showing by an

occasional question that he was following the boy's

narrative. Bubbles wished to dwdl at length and

with comment upon die use of the passage for dis-

posing of dead bodies, but to Mr. Lichtenstein this

appeared to be merely a natural by-product of its

construction.

" It wasn't dug for that," he said. "How big is the

main ezcavation?"
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"'Bout as big as a small East Side dance-hall/'

Mr. Lichtenstdn turned to the German. "Hold a

lot of loot—what?"

"I bet me," said the Gennan, and washed hb hands

ivith air.

"Lot o* what?" asked Bubbles.

"Loot—gold, silver, jewels, bullion."

"Your ideas,'' said the German, "is all idiot No
mans is such a dam fool as to think he can get away

by such a business—^no mans, that is, but is crazy."

"Blizzard is crazy," said Mr. Tiirhtmstfin amply.

"It wasn't trntil we Ht on that hypothesis thi^ we
made any progress. Bubbles, did you eva hear of

the Massacre of Saint Bartholomew?"

"Sure," said Bubbles, "they shot him full of ar-

rows."

"That was Saint Sebastian," corrected the Jew.

"Now listen, thb is laslbaty. On tlm o^t <d August

34, 1572, two thousand men, distinguished from other

men by ?dute cockades in their hats, on the order of

a crazy man, at the tolling of a bell, drew their swords,

murdered everybody in a great dty who opposed

their leaders, and made themselves absolute masters

of the place. What two thousand men did in Paris

during the Middle Ages, ten thousand men acting in

concert could do in New Y<»^ to-day. If a man rose

up with the power to command such a following, with

the ability to keep his plans absolutely secret, with

the genius to make plans in which there were no

flaws, he could loot Maiden Lane, the Sub-Treasury,
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Tiffany's, the Metropolitan Museum—and get away

with it."

Mr. lichtenstein's small eyes glittered. He was

visibly ezdted. And so was Mr. Blid^o:.

"He will loot the Metropolitan Museum," said this

one, "but what will he do with the metropolitan

police?"

"Well," said Mr. Lichteiistein, "I am only sup-

posing. But suppose some fine night a building some-

where central was Mown iq> with dynamite. Sup-

pose the sound was so tng that it could be heard

in every part of greater New York. Suppose at the

sound every policeman in greater New York was shot

dead in his tracks
"

Bubbles's hair began to bristle. "Say," he cried

in his excitement, "the straw hats—the soft straw

hats that Blizzard makes and don't sell—they're the

white oodkadest"

Mr. Blider guffawed. Mr» lichtenstein rose and

paced the room.

"And that proves," he exclaimed, "that nothing is

to Happen when you and I are wearing straw hats

—

but in winter. Bubbles, you're a bright boy I"

"You are both so bright," said Mr. Slicker, "you

keep me all the dme laughing."

"Wdl," said Mr. Lichtenstein, "Oiat may be, but

suppose you tell me why Blizzard makes straw hats

and don't sell 'em. Tell me why he's dug such a

great hole under his house with a passage leading to

the river, and ships. Tdl me why O'Hagan is drill-
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ing men in the West. Tell me why Blizzard has gone
out of the white-slave business. It fetched him in a
pretty penny."

"I think I can answer the last question/' said

Bubbles.

"Do then."

"I think," said the small boy, "that he's got some
good in him somewhere, and I know he's dead gone
on my Miss Ferris. I think he's ashamed o' some o'

the things he's done."

Mr. lichteostein omsidered this at some length.

Then he said: "Well, that's possible. But It's an ab-

solutely new idea tome. BSoBxd ashamedf BmnV*
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"True that policemen take numey in exdbange for

protection? True that they practise Uadcmail and ex-

tortion? Of course it's true. Whenever a big temp-

tation appears loose in a city half the people who
get a look at it trip and fall. Oh, I'd like to re-

form this city, Miss Barbara—^and this coimtry. I'd

like to be dictator for six months."

"Who wouldn't?" said Barbara. "But what would
you do? Where would you begin?"

"I should be drastic at first," said the legless man,

"and kind later. I'd begin," he went on, his eyes

smiling, "with a general massacre of incompetents

—

old men with too little money, young men with too

much—okl nuuds, aliens, inciiraMes, the races that

are too dever to work, the races that are too stupid,

h<tbitual drunkards, q>readers of disease, the women
V iO abolished the canteen, the women who wear

aigrettes. After that I should destroy all possibilities

of graft."

"How?" asked Barbara.

"Why," said he, "the simplest way in the world

—

lq;alize the business that now pays for protection.

There would be no more of them than there are now,

and they could be regulated and kept to confined

limits of dties. Don't blame the police for graft:

340



THE PENALTY 94Z

blame all who believe that human nature can be

abolished by law. But," and this time his whole face

smiled, "I shall never be dictator. The thing to do

is to start a new country, and make no mistakes."

And he proceeded, sometimes seriously but for the

most part whimsically, to outline his model republic,

while Barbara worked and listened, sometimes with

amusement, sometimes with a sense of being uplifted

and thrilled by the man's plausible origmality.

Since she had but the vaguest recdkctikm of history,

and n«ie idiatever ci economks, it was easy iot the

man to play the constructive statesman. Nor were

his schemes always foolish and illogical, since the book

of himian nature had been always in his library, and

of all its volimies had been most often read.

"Aht" said the I^ess man at last, "if I were

younger, and wfadel"

WheiMver he referred to his maimed omditioa

Barbara, to whom it was no longer physically shock-

ing, was uncomfortable and distressed, changing the

subject as swiftly as might be. But now, stopping

her work short ofif, her hands hanging at her sides,

she began to speak (d the matter.

"I siq^xxe," she sdd, "it's almost Hie and death

to you—sometimes, that you'd afanost anything,

take any chance to be—the way you were meant to be.

My father believes that some day people can have

anything that they've lost restored—a hand or an

arm. He's made experiments along those lines ever

since he made his misfakr with you, and it aQ w<»iES
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out beautifully with monkeys and dogs and guinea-

pigs and iabUts. Just now he is in O^Mrado to tty

it <m a man. There's a man out there in jail for life,

wlio has a brother that lost his right hand in some

machinery. The well brother has offered to let father

cut off his hand, and graft it on the maimed brother's

wrist. I've just had a letter—it's been done. He
thinks it's all right, but he can't be sure yet. Please

dcm't say anything about it because—wdl, because

peof^ are still queer about these things. In the old

days people burned the best doctors, and now they

want to lynch vivisectors and almost anybody who's

really trying to make health more or less contagious."

"Do you believe I could be made whole? " exclaimed

Blizzard, his eyes glittering as with a sudden hope.

*'My Godl Even if they weren't much use to me,

rd toy loul to look like a real man—my soul I

Do you know what I'd rather do than anything in

this whole world—just once? I'd rather draw myself

to my full height—just once—than be Napoleon Bo-

naparte. If all the treasure in this city were mine to

give, I'd give it to walk the length of a dty block on

my own feet, kxddng down at the people instead of

always^up—always up—^until the leverage of your

eyes twists the back your Inain in everlasting ti /

ment."

"When my father comes back," said Barbara

quietly, "talk to him. And if only it can be done

—

why, you'll forgive us, won t you, fcx all the suffer-

ing you've had and everything?"







THE PENALTY 243

"Yes, yes," he said quickly. "But it isn't true-
it isn't possible. It won't work. It's against ex-

perience."

"It is possible,'' said Barbara gently. "That's aU
I know. And even if—even if it can't be done yet

awhile, I thought it would comfort you to think that

some day—almost siurely
"

"You are always thinking of my comfort," he cried.

"In this pit that we call life, you are an angel serene,

blessed and blessing. Oh," he cried, "what would
you say if I stood before you on my own feet, and
tdd you—toki you—'* He broke off short and hung
his head.

Barbara bit her lips and lifted her hands with a
weary gesture to resume work. But the bust of Bliz-

zard was a live thing, and seeing anew the strength
-I hellish beauty of it, suddenly and as if with the

, J of a stranger, her heart seemed to leap into her

throat, her whole body relaxed once more, and she

said in a small, surprised voice:

"Why, it's finished!"
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Upon BHmrd, who had been looking forward to

many mornings during which he should unobtrusively

advance his cause, this quiet statement feU with dis-

turbing force. It meant that his opportimities for

intimate talks had come to a sudden and most un-

prepared-for end. He knew that Bazbaia was tired

out with the steady grind of creatkm, and that she

had been going through an equally steady grind of

discouragement and uncertainty. He believed that

she would make no delay in carrying her trimnph and

her trouble out of the heat-ridden dty, to cool places,

to her own people. He believed, not that she would

fcttget him, but that, free from his influence, she

wouki see with equal vision how wide the gulf be-

tween them really was.

He had made a slip in his calculation. He had

been spreading his arts thinly, you may say, to cover

what he supposed was to have been a much longer

period of tune. And he should have come sooner

and with all his strength to the point There had

been moments <^ siqoeme discouragement, when, if

there was to be a miracle in his life, he should have

spoken. There were to be no more of those golden

moments. She would close the studio, go away, and

return by way of exercise and fresh air to a sane and

344
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nonnal state of mind—a state of mind in which such

a physical and moral cripple as himself could have no

place except among the curiodtki.
She stood loddiig iteadfly ftt the head which had

c(nne to life under her hands. Her eyelids drooped

heavily. She looked ahnost as il she was falUng

asleep.

Blizzard watched her as a cat watches a mouse,

not. knowing what was best for him to dare. Now
he was for pleading his cause with aU the passion that

inured it; now for boldly daindng her as the expia-

tion for her father's fault; and now he was for pass-

ing over all prrHminaries and felling ha with a blow

of his fist.

And then she suddenly turned to him, and smiled

like a very happy and vf y tired child. "You've

been very good to me/' she said, "and so paticntl I

don't know quite how to thank you. I owe you sudi

a lot"

"Do you?" he said, his hard eyes softening and

seeking hers.

She nodded slowly. "Such a lot. And there's no

way of paying, or making things up to you, is ttoe?"

"Only one," he said.

There was quite a long siknoe; his eyes, flames in

them, held hers, which were troubled and childlike,

and imbued the two words that he had qxdcen with

an unmistakable intelligence.

"Don't let me go utterly," he said, "and slip back

into the pit You have finished the bust If yoa



•46 THE PENALTY

wished you could finish the man: put him back among
the good angeb. ... If your father died owing

money, yoa couldii't rest until you had paid bb
dd>ta. ... I oofuld be anything you wfahed. And
I could give you anything that you wanted in this

world. There is nothing I couldn't put over—^with

you at my side, willing the good deed done, the

great deed—or
"

He began to tremble with the passion that was in

Us voice, slipped from his diair, and begsa to move
slowly toward her with outstietdied arms, vpoa his

stumps of 1^.
It was no mirth or any sense of the ridiculoi^s that

moved Barbara, but fear, disgust, and horror. She

backed away from him, laughing hysterically. But

he, whose self-consciousness in her sight bordered

upon mWnnir the causo of her lausditer. so

that a kind 6L bdl-bom fury slK>ok him, and he ruined

at her, his mouth giving out horrible and inarti -nilate

sounds. And in those lightning moments she ':ould

move neither hand nor foot; nor could she cry for

help. And yet she realized, as in some nightmare,

that if cnce those horriUe hairy hands dosed up<m

her she was lost utteriy. And in that same dear

flash of reason she realized that for fdiatever might

befall she had herself alone to blame. She had

touched pitch, and playe-J. with fire—and all that

men might some day call her great.

The ^>eed for which the fury of the legless man
called was more than the stumps of his legs could
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fiirnkh. He was like a man, thig^-deq) in wator,

who attempts to run at top speed. Yet his hands

were within inches of her dress, when daring and

nerve at last thrilled th. ^ugh Barbara, and returned

her muscles into the keeping of her mind. She darted

backward and to one side. In that instant the

les^ess man overreached himself and fell heavily.

Here seemed an inestimable advantage for Barbara,

and yet the great body, shaken with curses and al-

ready rising to its stumps, was betweoi her and the

door.



XXXIII

For once the legless man had been deserted by the

power of cool reasoning. And his fury was of a kind

that could not wait for satisfaction. He was more

like a mad dog than a man. And this, although it

added to the horror of Barbara's situation, proved her

salvatioii.

Occupying a point from which he could head off

her esca(>e by either of the studio doors, he abandoned

this, and attempted to match the stumps of his legs

against htr swift young feet. And must have over-

come the disparity, but that in the lightning instiuct

of self-preservation she ovortumed a table between

them, and during the moments thus gained dashed

into her dressing-room and locked the door behind her.

Blizzard vented his rage upon the locked door,

splintering its panels with bleeding fists; but in the

meanwhile his quarry had escaped him, and was al-

ready in the street walking swiftly toward Washing-

tm Square. He leaned at last from a window, and

saw her going. And in his heart shame gradually

took the place of fury. Why, when she laughed at

him, had he not been able to dissemble his emotions

for a few seconds? to mask his dreadfulness? For

then, surely, he must have got her in his power. He
should have hung his h^ when she laughed, begged

M8
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her to forgive him for daring to lift his thoughts to
her; and begged her as a token of forgiveness to
shake hands with him. Her hand cmce daaped in
his

Well, he had made a fool of himself. Perhaps he
had frightened her utterly beyond the reach even of
his long arm. Fear would carry her out of the dty,
out of the State, out of the country, perhaps. To
prevent the least of these contingencies he must act
swiftly and with daring wisdom.
He passed into the studio, glanced upward at the

bust of himself, stopped, and looked about for some-
thing heavy with which to destroy it. Later he would
tell her that he had done so, and let that knowledge
be the beginning of her torment.

But the thing that he planned to destroy looked
him in the eye, smiling. The thing smiled in the full

knowledge of good and evil, the fact that it had
chosen evil, the fact that it was lost forever. It was
no contagious smile, but a smile aloof and dreadful.

So a man, impaled, may smile, when agony has passed
beyond the usual human passions—and even so the

1^^ man smiled upwtad at the smiling bust of
himself. And he found that he could not destroy the
bust: for the act would have about it too ominous a
flavor of self-destruction.

He caught up his crutches, his little hand-organ,
and hurried from the studio. By now Barbara must
be well on ha way up-town. He entered a public
tdqdume station and gave the number of her house.
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He asked to speak with Miw Marion O^rien, and
when after an interval he heard the voice of Barbara's
maid in his ear, he said: "She's been frightened. Let
me know what she's going to do as soon as you know.
Don't use the house 'phone. Slip out to a pay station.

I must know when she's gomg and where, and if she
says for how long." He hung up the receiver, and
hurried off.

An hour later Barbara's maid telephoned him the
required news, but all of it that mattered was that
Barbara was not going out of town until the next day.
There was a whole afternoon and night in which to
act

The lef^eaa man sank at (nice hito deq> and swift
thought. And ten minutes later he had abandoned
all idea of kidnapping Barbara for the present. Cer-
tain dangers of so doing seemed insurmountable. He
must possess his soul in patience, and in the mean-
while discount, if possible, the. fright that he had
given her. To this end he wrote the following letter:

"It wasn't your fault that I lifted my eyes to you,
and hoped that you would lower yours to me. But
now I know what a fool I have been. I forgive you
for laughing at me, though at the time it made me
mad like a dog, and I only wanted to hurt the woman
I love. I wwi't trouble you any more, ever. Indeed
I am too ashamed and humbled ever to wish x> see
you again. Only please don't hate me. If X had
any good sides, phase remember them. Some time
you will hear of me again; but never again from me.
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I have work to do, but I have pven my time to

dreaming.

"When your father comes back will you ask him

to let me know if he will see me? You thou|^t he

could do womfthing for me—or hold out some hope.

I would xisk my life itself to be whole, even if I could

never be very active. And science is so wonderful;

and I know your father would like to he^ me if he

could.

" If you don't think I am being punished for threat-

ening you, and going crazy, you (km't know anything

about the unhapfnest beast in this wodd. But it is

terrible for a cripple when the one person he looks up

to laughs at him. I have a thidc dun; but that

burnt through it like add."

The messenger who carried the letter to Barbara

brought him her answer:

"I will ffvt your message to my father. You are

quite wrong about the lau^^g. I didn't laugh at

you or anything about you. I laughed because I

was nervous and frightened. But it can't matter

much one way or the other. I am sorry that you have

been hurt twice by my family. But the second hurt

is not our fault And I do not see that there is any-

thing to be done about it As let the first, my father

would end his days in peace if he could make you

whde. I shall hope to hear nothing bat good <d

you in the future."

The shame and remorse to which Blizzard pre-

tended, Barbara actually felt. All her friendships
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with men had been pursued by disasters of some sort

or other. But her most disastrous experiment in

friendship had been with Blizzard. She had been

bluntly told by truth-^>eaking persons that he iras

not a fit acquaintance for her. BSb own face had

warned her. But she had persisted in meeting him

without precautions, in treating him like an equal, in

overcoming her natural and just repugnance to him,

and in calling him her friend. It was humiliating for

her to realize and acknowledge that she had made a

fool of hersdf. It was worse to remember the look

in his face, during those last awful moments in the

studio. Even if the bust she had made of him was a

great work of ~t, she had paid too high for the priv-

ilege of making
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Dr. Fekbis was delighted to learn that Barbara had

left town. Her meetings with Blizzard had been hor-

ribly on his mind and conscience. He had dreaded

some vague calamity—some intangible darkening of

his dariing's souL

A few days in the country had woriced wonders for

her. Her skin had browned a little, and her cheeks

were crimson. But dearer to the paternal heart than

these evidences of good health was the fact that she

seemed unusually glad to see him. She seemed to

him to have lost a world of independence and self-

rdiance, to be inclined to accept his judgments with-

out di^te. She seenwd man wcnnanly and nKMre

dau^terfy) more normal and more beautiful.

For a man with a heavy wt-ght always upon his

conscience, the excellent surgeon found himself won-

derfully at peace with the world and its institutions.

There was no doubt that the hand which he had come

from grafting was going to live and be oi some use to

its new ownor. His mail was heavy with approba-

tion. And it seemed to him that the path which he

had discovered had no ending.

"In a himdred years, Barbara," he said, "it will

be possible to replace anything that the body has

lost, or that has beccnne diseased and uselesa or a
aS3
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menace—not the heart, perhaps, nor the brain—but

anything else. What I have done clumsily others

wfii do to perfectkMi."

**What «e the duuicet for Blinard?"

"Even," said the surgeon. "They would be more
favorable if he had not lost his legs so long ago. At
the worst the experiment wouldn't kill him. He
would merely have undergone a useless operation.

At the best he would be able to walk, nm perhaps,

and look Uke a whole man. If anything is to be done

for him, the time hat come. He has only to tdl me
to go ahead."

"I think he'U do that," said Barbara. "But
there's one thing I don't understand," and she smiled;

"who is t« supply the spare legs?"

"That's the least of aU the difficulties," said her

fadier, "now Huit wayi of keeping tissues alfve have

been discovered and profved. In time there will be
storages from which any part of the human body
may be obtained on short notice and in perfect con-

dition for grafting. Just now the idea is horrible to

ignorant people, but the faith will spread. Only

wait tin we have made a few dd people young—for
that win come, too, with the new surgery."

"You win be glad," said Barbara, "to hear that I

have severed friendly relations with Mr. Blizzard.

He behaved in the end pretty much as you all feared

he would."

And she told her father, briefly, and somewhat
shamefacedly, all that had luq)pened in the studio.
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"He thought I was laughing at him," she said.

"Of ooone I wasn't And he came at me. Do you
remembCT when poor old Row wmt mad, and tried

to get at us through the ban ci Ifce kauHl? "Blbh

zard looked like that—4ike mnmA^t^" 9ktiM-
dered.

The surgeon's high spiriU were dashed aa with cold

water.

"He ought not to be hdped," said Barbara; "he
oug^t to be shot, as Rase was.**

But Dr. Ferris shook his head gravely. "H be is

that sort of . man," he said, "t^o made hin aa?
Who took the joy of life from . Barbara, my
dear, there is nothing that man could do that I
couldn't forgive."

"And I tUak Hmt your coBsrisnce is sick," said

Barbara. "I wed to ttink as you tUidL MatUyoa
had seen his lace that day! . . . The one great mis-
take you have made has ruined not his life, but ymtxs.

If he had had the right stuff in him, calamity would
not have broken him! It would have tnade him.

(Hve him a new pair of legs, if you can; and forget

about Mm, as I sbaB. When you first told me about
him, I tboQ^t we owed Mm anything be dioae to

ask. At one thase I thought that if he wished it, it

would be right for ne tommy him.''

"Barbara!"

"Yes, I did—I thought it strongly. Shows what
a fool a gill who's naturally fodish can make of her-

sdf I Why, father, what if be baa sufeaed tbioi^
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your mistake? That mistake turned your thou^ts

the new surgery—tuid for the one mitmhie man

that you have hurt you nfll have given the wonder of

hope to the whole of mankind."

She slid her hand under her father's arm.

"Let's potter 'round the gardens," she said, "and

forget our troubles. It's bully to have you back.

There's not much doing in the floral line. The

summer sun in Westchester doesn't vary from year

toyear. But there are lots of green things that smell

good» and the asters and dahlias are making the most

extraordinary promises of what they are going to do

by and by."

They passed out of the house and by marble steps

into the first and most formal of thdr many gardens,

and so down through the other gardens, terrace bebw

terrace, to the lake.

The water was so stiU as to suggest a solid rather

than a liquid; to the west shadowy mountains of

cloud charged with thunder swelled toward the zenith.

The long midsummer drought was coming to an end,

and all birds and insects were sile&t, as if tired of

f^piaining. AoNMs the Iske ooe maple, tumed pre-

maturdy scadet, broui^t out the soft greens of the

woods with an astounding accent. Directly in front

of this flaming tree, a snow-white heron stood motion-

less upon a gray rock.

To Barbara it seemed on that day that "Qovelly"

was the loveliest place in aU the worid, and her father^

wbo had faal^ed it oat of rou|^ farm lands, one ef
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the worid's most charming artists. "Why paint with
oQs, when you can draw with trees and flowers and
grass and water?" she asked herself.

"In the time it took me to do Blizzard's bust," she
said, "I could have planted millions of flowers and
seen them bloom."

"At least," said her father, "you can finish a bust,

but a garden that is finished isn't a garden. What
are you going to do with it?"

"The bust? Why, sometimes I think IH Just leave

it in the studio, and let it survive or perish. Some-
times I want to take a HammAf smash it to
pieces."

"It didn't come out as well as you hoped?"
"Of course not Does anything ever? But it's

the best that I can do. And I shall never do any-
thing better."

"Nonsense."

"I shall never even try. I want to recover all the
things I've thrown away, and put them back in my
head and heart where they belong, and just live."

"Well," said her father, smiling, "if you fed that
way, why that's a good way to fed. But Vm afraid

art is stronger in you than you think. Just now
you're tired and disillusionized. In a month you'll

be making sketches for some monumental opus."

"If I do," said Barbara, "it will be executed here
at GoveUy. I ne^'er want to leave Clovelly. I feel

safe here, safe from myself and other people. I
think," and ^ smiled whimscally, "that I diouUl
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almost like to settle down and make you a good

daughter."

"A good dau^ter/' said the suxgeon, "marxies;

and her lather builds a beaiitifttl house for her, just

over the hill from his own—remember the little valley

where we found all the fringed gentian one year?

—

and the shortest cut between the two houses is worn

bare and packed hard by the feet of grandchildren.

Good Lord, my dear, what's the good of art, wba,t*B

the good of science? I would rather have watched

you grow up than have made the \l\^ged "Nectary, or

discovered the circulation of the blood. Come now,

Barbs, tell me, who's the young man?"

For the first time in her life she told him of the

wild impulsiveness and the shocking brevity of her

affect&ms for vaxions members <^ hb sex; naming no

she fTrplfi>**t^ to him with much sdf-abase-

ment (and a little amusement) that she was no good.

"A nice wife Fd make!" she concluded.

But her father only laughed. "The only abnormal

thing about you," he said, "is that you tell the truth.

The average girl shows men more attentioDS than men

show her. I don't mean that she demonstrates her

attentions; bat that she feds them in her heart To

be absolutely the first in a woman's heart a man must

catch her when she's about three months old."

"But a girl," said Barbara, "who thinks she's sure

and then folds she isn't, hurts the people she's fondest

of. In extreme cases she breaks hearts and qtoils

Kves."
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"Hearts," said her father, "that can be broken are

very weak. Lives that can be spoiled by disappoint-

meat and injured pride ue&'t w<»th {maerving. If

you have nothing more serious on your conscience

than having, in all good faith, enoouraged a few

young men, found that you were wrong, and sent

them away with bees in their bonnets, I'm sure I

envy you."

Barbara simply shook her head.

"When yott do find the xtf^t man, Baifaan^ youH
make iq> to him with daxmtn of Mwirfngii for iHiat-

ever cold rains youVe shed on others. . . • What is

Wilmot doing with himself these days?"

"He went away," said Barbara, and she sat look-

ing steadily across the lake, her chin on her hand,

her ^es tzouUed.
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In many ways the life which Barbara led at Qovdly

was calculated to rest her mind. She devdoped a

passion for exercise, and when night came was too

full of tired good health to read or talk. Since the

estate was to be hers one day, she found the wish to

know her way intimately about it, and since there

were three thousand acres, for the most part thick

forests sptaA ovtx rodty hiUs, she ooukl cantemplate

weeks of delightful explorations. To discover ponds,

brooks, and caves that belong to other people has its

delights, but to go daily up and down a lovely coim-

try discovering lovely things that belong to yourself

is perhaps the most delightful way of passing time

that has been vouchsafed to any one.

On these esqilorations Barbara's chosen companimi

was Bubbles. He was no longer a mere Buttons:

her interest and belief in the child had passed beyond

the wish to see him develop into a good servant. She

wished to make something better of him—or if there

is nothing better than a good servant, something

more showy and ornamental.

He was sharp as a needle; and he was honest Ife

was not too old to be moulded by good influences,

schools, and associations into a man with i«oper

ate
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manners, and an upper-class command of the Eng-

lish language. He should go to one of the New
England diuich schools, later to college, then he

should choose a career for himseif and be hdped into

harness. So she planned his future. In the nwan-
while she wished to see the thin, spindly body catch

up with the big, intelligent head. Although his

muscles were tough and wiry he had a delicate look

which troubled her, and a cough which to her inex-

perienced fad anziotis cars suggested a consumptive

tendency.

Dr. Ferris laughed at this, but to satisfy her he
gave the boy a thorough questioning and a thorough

looking over. "Any of your family oonsumptivies,

Bubbles?"

"Don't think so, sir."

"Wen, you're not Heart and hmgi are sound."

"Miss Barbara says she doesn't Uke my cough."

"Yes," said the surge(ni, "it norries her quite a
good deal. And I advise you to stop it."

"But my throat gets tickling, and "

"Your throat gets tickling because you are an
inveterate cigarette smoker. Aiid that's the reason

why you are unctoraaed and under^umiidied. How
long have you smoked?"
"I don't rei... iber when I didn't"

"Can't you stop?"

"I stopped once for two dajrs, and then I took a
pack of smokers that wasn't mine. That was about

the only thing I .^ver stole."
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"But if you gave me your word not to smoke any

more tOI you're twenty-one, oookfai't you keep that

pronuKr

"I could try," uid MMm, viiadag very Httle

confidence.

"Will you try:*" said the wifBOii. "HeBo, what's

this?"

The boy in lifting his left arm had disdoaed a dark-

brown bfarthmuk shaped Bke Hw mm moon. All

aimwffnfnf had gwie owtd Br. Wm^tyuj andke

had that look of tragic memories that so oftctt put aa

end to his smiling and optimistic moodi.

"Bo you remember your father?

"

"No, sir."

"Mother Uving?"

Bnbbkt hoitiied. *'3he^ k m M^kam. fltt't

"What was your father's bmm?"
Bubbles shook his head.

The surgeon considered for a moment. "Well/' he

laid, at length, and once more smiling, "put your

clothes on, and then fo to Ifisa Ferris and praae -

her that yoa won't tmAt aagr BBflie. What sajyliii

did yoB aay yonr modier wee in?"

"Ottawan."

"Do you ever see her?"

"No, sir. She don't like to see me."

"What is her name, Bubbles?"

"Jenny Wei4-
Dr. Fenii etdcnd a car, end ie iae Ikentm bonis
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he wtt uaking wHIi^ Mperintoadwit of OCtawma
about the pttient. Jmmy Wud.
"The boy," te^ «•» saying, "is a prot£g£ of my

daughter's. iif means to educate him, and we are

naturaLy interested in his antecedents. I wonder if

sue has any iuci i rt oUection of the father?"

"When she hi^ c^jiw h seemed to have ludd
mofneats Evas am ilr arvtr makes troubfe tat

any ooe, ex :^t ^ % ii—ftfimi ihe WBket fa the
nigh creaming. ot» hag een very pretty."

"J ra'"sai<' ' ^' Yoi 'hink she COUl^B't

tcJm any ^'
g jy's her?"

I now . :ouidn't. When ^ e was examined
afto' l^dog c « jiBt4^, it was found that her tongue

ha i hrmoi iiHt.''

lie wmoLti, Hpon being visited, proved a raeek,

gentle, pi etic creature, eager to pkaie. ^ the

upernte nt reported, she had been ver ny.

he wo ' av e been pretty still, btit for her ^

vaca I *

lof qttcstkmed her, but she made no euwit,

it u-irn^, even to mdefstaad the questioas. Given
pen and paper she seemed to take pleasure in

^Fiakii.^ dots, dashes, and scrawk; but she made no
ark that in any way represented a letter of the

alpoabet. Confronted wiUi a printed page, she
- ' ^de.

ry likely she never could read or write," said the

siqnitendent; "usually when you|^ 'era a pcodl
th^ make letters by an act of musculv meoioiy."
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In the (xnrridor outside the woman's room, they en-

countered one <^ those nurses who are used in man-

aging the violent insane. He was a huge fellow, with

a dark, strong, and somewhat forbidding face. He
nodded to the superintendent and passed. Dr. Fer-

ris looked after him down the corridor, had a sudden

thought, and conmiunicated it to his host in a quick

imdortone.

"I say, Gyles I Lode here a moment."

The huge nurse turned on hb hed, and came tower-

ing back to them.

"Have you ever assisted in looking after the

woman Jenny Ward?" and he pointed toward the

door of her room.

"No, shr."

"Dr. Ferris wkhes to try an eaqieriment"

"Yes, sir."

"He wishes you to throw open the door of her

room, and to enter quickly—u^n your knees."

"On my knees?"

"Yes."

"AH right, sir." The man shrugged his big shoul-

ders, and, his face suUen and annoyed, knelt at the

doox of Jenny Ward's room, unlorkffd it, flung it

open, and entered quickly.

Over his head the doctors saw an expression of fear,

almost unearthly, come over the woman's face. And
she filled her room am! the corridor witlwut with a

hoarse and iMnible screaming.

Jbstantfy tlw b% nune rose to his feet, and came
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out of the room. His face was pagskmatdy aagry.

And he said:

"It's a shame to frighten her like that."

The superintendent's eyes fell before the glare in

those of the employee, and he murmured something

about "necessaiy experiment—had to be done."
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«There's no room for doubt in my mind," said Dr.

Ferris. "The coincidence of the birthmarks, most

unusual in shi^ and texture, the poor woman's be-

havior at sight of a man who fX first glance ^^>eared

to be without legs
"

"Yes," said Barbara, "but I go more on a cer-

tain expression that Bubbles sometimes has and that

makes him look like his father. You see, I've done

both their heads, and studied them closer than any-

body dae."

"Do ycm stq^Mse the boy knows?"

She i^ook her head. "I think not. He's too

—

too decent. If he thought that Blizzard was his

father, he wouldn't say the things that I have heard

him say about him. He's the most loyal child."

"Do you suppose Blizzard knows?"

"Why, ci course. A man oould hardly have a stm

without knowing himr-e^Msda% a man who lives

with his ears to the ground and his mind in toudi

with everything in the dty."

Dr. Ferris smUed a UtUe. "WeU," he said, "shaU

we tell Bubbles?"

"Why should we? I shouldn't like to be toki out

ci a <^ar Ay that I had siudi and sudi a father. It

doen't seem in fkt kast necesaiy/'

166
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But before the day was out Barbara thought best

to tell Bubbfes. He came to her, with a slightly im-

portant air, wbkh he did his best to conceal, and said

that he wished to go to the dty for a few days, on
business.

"Sure the buaness isn't free untrammeUed smok-
ing?"

Bubbles was ofiFended. "If I hadn't given you my
word," he said, "you might think that I told you
when we cams that I ra^t have to go back any time
on business. I got to go. Honest, Bfiss Barbara."

"Well, that settles it, Bubbles. But don't yoa
think as long as I'm trying to give you some of the

things you've missed, that you might take me a little

more into yoiu: confidence?"

She maintainfd a discreet and uedom counteaano^
although she wished very much to kof^
The boy studied her face gravely with grsve eyti.

"The ABC of my business," he said presently, "is

knowing who to trust. I know you won't blab. Miss
Barbara, 'r else I wouldn't tell you. There's a so-

ciety m New York City for puttmg down grafts and
crimes. There's a lidi man bK^ of it And there's

more kindi o* people working for it than you'd gucsa

in a year. There's even policemen workin' for it
"

"But it's their busmess to put down crime."

Bubbles shook his head sadly. "The chief busi-

rcA the society is to put down police graft in crime,"

Ik; : .i a. "But there's hei^s o' side businesses. Harry
West, he's one of us. He's way high up. Tm way
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low down. But when I'm called to do what I can,

I got to do it There's one member yoimger'n me.

And there's Fifth Avenue swdls bdoogs, and waiters,

and druggists, and bootUacks, and men in hardware

stores, and barkeepers "

"What sort of work do you have to do?"
"To go places and find out things."

"Why, then you're a detective, Bubbles."

A look of coiitenq>t swept into tl» ciuki's face.

"Detectives is in badness," he said, "for what they

can get out of it. We're in it because the house we
live in is dirty and full <rf rats, and we want to make
it dean."

The boy had raised his voice a little, and Barbara

found heraelf thrilling to it

"But, BiibUes," she objected, "yoa can't go to

school and college and keep up this work at the same
time."

"If I get education," said Bubbles, "it's so's to be

fitter for the work when I come out. But I can't

^ve the work up till the job I'm on is finished. It

wouldn't be square."

"Can you ten me the job?"

"I'm one o' them that's hdpbk* to get the old on
where he's wanted."

"What old one?"

"Blizzard."

Barbara was very much taken aback. "The man
I made the bust of?"

"We can send him to the chair any time. But
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what's the use? He knows things that we got to

know before we pass him up."

"But, Bubbles, how can you help?"

"Oh, I'm little. I can get into little {daces. They
wouldn't want me if I weren't of we."
"But I don't like the idea of your running down

Blizzard, Bubbles."

"Why not, Miss Bai'jara? There's no one in the

city that's needed as much as him."

"Aside from that, Bubbles—I'm willing to grant

that—there's a reason why I think yoa should have
nothing to do with running him down."

"It's got to be an awful good one. Miss Barbara

—

not just good to yott, and maybe to me, but to men
higher up."

"I think it would be good enough for the very

highest 1]^, Bubbles. ^ you take my word for it?"

"Yes, Wm Barbara. But ikty won't take my
word for your word."

"No," she said, "of course not"
She considered for a few moments. Then she said:

"Bubbles, I'm going to tell you my reason. I hope
I'm not doing wrong. It's a serious thing for me to

ten you and for yon to know. There is veiy little

doubt but that Bliizard is your father."

"Say that again, please," said Bubbles.

"Blizzard is probably your father."

Bubbles todc the news very coolly. His eyes

sparkled; but he made no exclamations of surprise

or chagrin. Instead he said: "JAo/ accounts for it"
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"Accounts for what?"

"Oncct he caught me ia his howe. He said the

next tine heM^ me lAre. X I hadn't been his

son he'd a skim me that Ubk. Do you get me, Miss
Barbara? He's my father, sure. But—" Now cha-

grin, wonder, and perplexity were writtea in Bubbles's

face. "Why," he said, "it makes evw;. thing dif-

ferent He never done anything for me; but if he's

my faAm **

"Yon em*t very wdl wpf « him, eta y«t, Bob-
bles? You've gat to iluid «ide and leave all that

to others."

"I got to see the Head, Miss Barbara. _ I got to

ask him."

"Who is the head, Bubbles?"

**Vd tdl yoa in a minute, MIm Bacbaxa, only we're

an swoie to tdl no one. But idiat he says goes with

me. It's got to be that way, ebe we'd never get

nowhere."
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Mr. Abe Lichtenstein looked up from a mass of

writing. "So," he smiled, "you got your few days

off?"

"Mr. Lichtenstein," said Bubbles, his eyes big, his

vdce trembling, "an awful thing has happened/'

"You can tdl me nothing bad but I can tdl you
something worse. What has happened?**

"The old un is my father!"

"Yes," said T.ichtenstein, "I have thought of that
You are sure?"

"I'm sure enough not to want to have anything

mofe to do with huntm* him. But that's for you to

say. I do what you say.**

"I won't ask you to go on," said Lichtenstein;

"but you're still with us, Bubbles? You're still for

cleaning up the dirty house and tw^tHwg it fit iat

human beings to live in?"

"Yes, su:."

"As far as your father's cooGemed youH be neu-

tral.'*

"Meaning I won't do notiiing against Urn, nor for

him?"

The red-headed Jew nodded. "You won't do like

Rose?"

"Rose?"
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Lichtenstdn's face became very cold and grim.

''She's gtme over to him body and soul, BubUes, and

heart and mind. For weeks she's fooled us with non-

sense—stuff they've made up together. Worse, she's

broken every oath she ever swore. Our strength was

secrecy. Well, your father knows the name of every

agent in our society. Oh, he's got it aU out <^ her!

Everything!"

"Does he know that you ate
**

"Yes, confoimd him, he does. And my life is

about as safe in this dty as that of the average cat

in the Italian quarter. My life isn't the important

thing. It's what I've got in my head—cold facts.

See an this stuff? That's what's in my head gomg

down on paper for the first time. It's to guide the

man that takes my place—to help him over some of

the hard places—three himdred sheets of it already,

and only a week since I began."

"Rose!" exclaimed Bubbles.

"There was none better—^none smarter—till she

fdlinlove-/e»inlove!"

"Does he know Tm one of us, Mr. lichtenstein?"

"Why, yes. I suppose she'll have given even the

children away." Mr. Lichteii«^t.ein's eye roamed over

the suite of rich rooms with their elaborate gambling-

paraphernalia. "Not much doing," he smiled, " since

Rose went over. The tip's out that I'm wanted.

Nobody drops in for a quiet game. Bubbles, you teU

pec^le when you're a man and I'm gone, that I wasn't

only a gambler. Tell 'em I todc money from pec^le
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who had plenty but wouldn't take the trouble to do
right whh it, and tdl 'em I used that money to do
right—to he^ make dhrty thhigi dean.'*
He turned and regarded the face of the Uack maihle

clock on the mantel-piece. As he looked the face of
the dock was violently shattered, and so, but on a
lower level, was a pane of glass in the window imme-
diately opposite.

^teWitcnstdn fen face down upon his unfinished
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Then he began to speak in a quiet voice. "Never

touched me, Bubbles. Pull that cord at the right of

the window. That will close the curtains. Careful

not to show yourself. The man that fired Uiat shot

thfa»ir« he got me. I fdl over to make him tidnk so

•nd to keep him from shooting again. Now then"

—

the curtaki had been drawn over the window with the

broken pane—"let's see what sort of a gun our

friend uses, and then perhaps we can ^pot our friend.

Did you hear the shot?"

"No, sir. There was a noise just when the dock

broke Hke when a steel girder faQs on the sidewalk."

"That noise was just h^ore the clock broke, Bub-

bles. And it was loud enough to drown the noise of

our friend's gun. Clever work, though, to have to

pull the trigger at a given moment, and to make such

a close shot Probably had his gun screwed in a

vise.

Mean^dule Lichtenstein had extracted from the

mined dock a 45-caIibre bullet of nickel steel. A
l^ance at the grooves made by the rifling of the barrel

from which it had been expelled caused him to raise

his colorless eyebrows and smile cynically.

"New government automatic, Bubbles," he said,

"and the fanny part of it is thqr've onfy been iMed
«74
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on

said

to officers so and the iactoiy hant put \

sale yet"

"Hurt have been alole from an officer, then.

Bubblea.

"You steal her jewels from an actrae," said lich-
tenstein, "her mite from the widow, its romaaoea
from the people, but you don't steal his side arms
from an American army officer. No. Somebody in
the factory has let the weapon that fired this slip out.
It doen't matter-It's just a UtUe Imk in the lonjr

chain."

He seated himself cahnly at the table and letdoim
in black and white the fact that he had been v«y
nearly murdered by a bullet fired from the new army
pistol. Then he bq^ to gather up the sheets ol hia
manuscr^t

"Now I wonder," lie aaid, "where I can go to finish
this doanaent? Idontwaatthemto'get'meimta
I've paved the way for the man that ^yi^w after me.
Now then—the tecret pimp fan*t only for Ihe
wicked."

Kneeling on the clean hearth, Mr. Lichtenstein
caused the ornamental cast-iron back of the fire-

place to swing outward upon a hinge. Reaching a
long arm into the disdoaed epeniog, he «««*^nftTnfd
and pushed ajar the Iron badt of n finplaee k^
next house.

Bubbles, crawlmg through first, found himself in a
some^dutt overdressed pink and blue bedroom. The
boe cartabs were too elaborate. The room was lux-



a76 THE PENALTY

urious and vulgar. Among the photographs on the

centre-table reposed a champagne-bottle, three parts

empty, and two glasses, ia iMdk a noBBber of flics

were Iwftvily oaiHiBg.

Licbteiiitciii, having carefully replaced the fire-

backs, rose smilingi and clapped a hand upon Bub-

bles's shoulder.

"Now then, Bubbles," he said, "push that bell-

button by the door four times, and well see what

lift. Popple can do to |et 111 out of tliia. Never met

Mrs. Poppk? She's one of and at heart a good

one.

The lady in question came swiftly in answer to the

four rings. At first sight she passed for a woman of

hard and forbidding aspect; filmy laces and a ding-

ing kimona of rose-pink silk neither K^tened nor

made ffminlfi tibe afad>aater-€ok»ed face with its thin,

ttraig^ month, hea\y haiiy eydtrows, and clean-cut

Greek nose. Only her costume and her hair, inde-

scribably fine, and indescribably yellow, betrayed that

there were follies in her natiire. But the moment she

spake you liked her. She had a slow, deep, beautiful

voice, and the ibwneis of her wpttdx was offset by
the fewness of her words.

"What's wrong, Abe?"

Lichtenstein e^^lained briefly, and added: "Now
how are we to get out of this without being qpotted

and followed?"

"Easy," said Mrs. Popple. She went to a vast

waidrohe pidnted white, and pulled the creaking doors
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wide open. "Wedge the man into one dress/' ate

said, "pad the boy into another. Send 'em off fat a
taxL Now, boy. Ii^Bubblet? Fleaied to matt

yon. I'm old enooi^ to be your grandmother."

The words were a command, and the boy, mndi
embarrassed, h^^gan to take off his coat.

" Get busy, Abe. Can take your own things along

in a smt-case. I don't look, see? I'm looking out

dndi for yon. HHiat'i that? Raaor? Flod every-

thing in mediffinr cift over wadhbaib in bath-

room."

Uchtenstein disappeared, and gave forth presently

the rasping sounds of a man shaving in a hurry. And
in the meanwhile, always swift and sure, Mrs. Popple

initiated Bubbles into the ABC's of female attire.

"No trouble about t straight frcmt for you," aho

chttcUed, and gave a sudden strong tug at the laces

of Bubblet't oonets. H'^ i!a«p«d, and the tern came

to his eyes.

"Mind to take little ^.:i>!»/' she said, "and c^on't

swing your arms." She clasped a blond wig u ' or. h •

»

head, and drew back to see the effect.

"Abe," the caBed, "Ae^s a pippinl"

A moment she fimwned, afanoet savig^, laid

her finger on her lips, kndl the fireplace thrust

her head far in and listened intently.

Lichtenstein, one side of his face in lather, appeared

at the bath-room door. His eyei on the crouching

Sgaxt ot Wbl Topg^f he continued cdbnfy and me-

thodica^y to ^ve faimacif

.
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After an interval the woman rose, and shook her

head.

"Can't make out who's in there," she whispered.

"Have Lizzie watch front window see who goes out."

Lichtenstein nodded, washed the tag ends of lather

from his face, and proceeded in dead siloice to dress

himsdf as a kdy of somewhat doubtful age, looks,

and poaitioii. But Bubbles wouki have made a very

pretty girl, if Mrs. Popple had not insbted on powder-

ing his face till it was as white as that of a clown.

"Won't do to be conspicuous," she explained.

Lichtenstein packed the things which he and Bub-

bles had taken off into a suit-case marked "A. P/'

(Amelia Popple), and led the way downstairs. A
fittle later a tajdcab drew up at the curb, and the two

disguised secret-service agents saimtered down the

high steps of Mrs. Popple's brownstone house, look-

ing neither to the right nor to the left, and got in.

"Where to?" said the driver, with rather a bold

leer. The average lady who descended or ascended

Mrs. Popple's steps, was not ooosklcxed respectable

even by taxi-drivers.

It had been agreed that Bubbles, having of the two

the more feminise adaptabilities of vdoe, shouU do

the talking.

"Grand Central," he said.
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Basbaia was Kading ''Smoke" and did not wiili to

be interrupted by a "young person'' (in the footman's

words) who refused to give her name. Nevertheless

she was weakly good-natured in such matters, and
dosing her book said: "Very well—in here, John."

A moment later the young person was shown into

the living-room. Baxbara waa still man annoyed,

for young faces covered idih powder were odious to

her. But suddenly the yoimg pcfson's mouth curled

into a captivating grin, and the young person trotted

forward in a very un-young-personish way, and cried

triumphantly:

"It's me—Bubbles."
And Bubbles foUowcd Barbara's gratifying ezda-

mattoos of surprise and inquiry with a syncopated

outburst of explanation, finishing with: "And Mr.
Lichtenstein said I was to throw us on your mercy,

and ask if he could stay to finish his writing, and he's

stepped into some bushes off the driveway to put on
his own dothes. And please, Miss Barbs^, he's just

the finest and bravest and don't care iriiat h^>-

pens to him, only he says they're bound to get him
now everything's found out, and he's just got to fiaidi

writing down what he carries in his head."

m
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''Of course," said Barbara, "well have to tdl my
lather; but all wiU be wdL Mr. lichtenstem shall

stay. Bricg him to ne nhcn he's finished rhangh^^,

and then you'd best change, and if you don't want

to have a sore face wash all that nasty stuff off it."

Lichtenstein had already changed, and was com-

ing up the driveway carrying a suit-case. Bubbles

brought him at once, and with great pride, to Bar-

bara. Mr. lichtenstein had never seen her before.

In his bow there was a trace of Oriental daboratiosL

And his curioiisly meagreish, pug-nosed ataidy face

beamed with pleasure and admiration.

"I thought I knew my New York, Miss Ferris,"

he said, "but it seems I was mistaken."

Snce die ooaofiKment was obvknody frfflfifffff, Bar-

bara took pleaswe in it, and the ftomne dMwed in

her fharmiwg face. "And Bubbles says," said she,

"that you are the 'finest ever.' I'm glad if staying

here is going to help the cause. You can be as

private as you like
—

" But a sudden change had

come over Lichtenstein's face, the smile had vanished,

the eyes grown sharp, even stem. "K^M is your

maid's nMW?" he«M Am^.
"My maid? Why, wiiat about her?"

"She passed just now—by that door. I saw her

in the mirror «t the md of the nMm. Whal't her

name?"

"Marion—" Barbara hsstated.

«*OMen?"
''Yv.&Men."
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"I thought so. She's in Blizzard's pay. If she

has recognized me— Shut the door into the hall.

Bubbles."

The door being shut, Lichtenstein crossed the room

and stood near it, Iiis hand on the knob. For nearly

a minute he ndUier moved nor changed e]q>ression.

Then a smile flickered about his mouth, and, sure of

his effect, with a sharp gesture he flung the door wide

open, and discovered Miss Marion CyBrien kneeHng

in the opeobg. He csn^t her by the mist, drew

her to her feet, and into the room.

"Marion!" adalmfid Miss Ferris.
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These was a long silence diiring which Miss O'Brien

tried to look defiant, and succeeded only in shedding

a few teaxs. Barbara had always Uked the girl, and

now fdt inofouiulty sony tot her. U^tenstdn, too,

teemed sorry and at a loss for words. The positioii

was difficult. The O'Brien's eavesdropping war-

ranted her discharge, and nothing more. She would

go straight to Blizzard and disclose Lichtenstein's

whereabouts. But this in itself was merely an annoy-

ance, as ia the meani^iile tlM secret service head could

go ^aewbiete. That was nothing fot it but to dis-

duuge her aiad let her go. So Lichtenstdn said pres-

ently, and then wrote with a pencil on a card. This

card he handed to the maid.

"Give that to your employer," he said. On the

card was written: "If anything happens to me you

will be indicted iox the Kapan^ business, and there

is cn<»i^ evidence in a safe i^ace to make you pay

the penalty. Lichtenstein."

"And now. Miss Ferris," he said, "it will be as well

to let this girl first telephone to her master to say

that I am here, and second to pack her trunks and

go."

Barbara sndled, but not unkindly, at Marion, and
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nodded ha brightly colond bead. "I thfaik tiitt

win be hot, Marion."

The maid turned without a word and started for

the hall-door, but was brought to a trcmbUog atop by
sudden words from Bubbles.

"Miss Barbara," said he, "ask her where your

diamfflid bow^ot went!"

"Oh/* nrlafanfd Licfatenstem, "an eicuae for keep-

ing an eye on her, perhaps. That was what we
needed. How about this bow-knot, Marion? "

The guilt in the girl's face must have been dbvkws
to the dullest eye.

"Oh," said Barbara, "is it good enough? She'd

onmmwmicate with him somehow. This isn't the

Middle Ages. Marion, if by any dianoe any of my
things have gotten mixed with yonis, please leave

them on my dressing-table."

Marion, very red in the face, lurched oat of the

room.

"I can't very well give her a character," said Bar-

bara.

Liditenstein kmi^. "Plenty of worse gMs," he

saki, "receive endknt characters daily. And now I

suppose I ought to pat distance between this bouse

and myself."

Barbara lifted her eyebrows. "Why?"
"Why? She's probably working the telephone

now.**

"I know,** said Baibm, tf yan pRtend to 80,

and tibn come back, Ais wmdd he last htmt in
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the world that BUzzaid would suspect you of hiding

in. Marion will tell him her ttoiy. And he certainly

won't look for you here."

lichtensteb'i face was wreathed in smiles. "So

be it," he said, "and I shaU sit at your feet to kaiB."

"Can you drive a car?" asked Barbara.

"What kind of a car?"

"A Stoughton? But if you can drive any kind you

can drive a Stoiighton. Well lend you a car and you

shaU take a long run and come bade when it's dark.

If you start at once. Marion will know of it. Mean-

while I'll tell my father all about everything. But

first of all I'm dying with curiosity to know what you

wrote on that card. That's all I can say. Of course

if I'm not to be told
"

Had she asked for his dearest secret Lichtenstifa

couki not have refused it, and he UM her wliat he

had written on the card.

"But why," said Barbara, "if you have a criminal,

so to speak, where you want him—^why let him be

free to make more mischief? I ask merely for in-

formation."

"Hhe were punished for an ordinary oime," sakl

Liditenstiin, "justke wouki be dieated. But if we
can really get him where we want him, why, not only

crime will be tried and found guilty, but the whole

fabric of the police—yes, and the administration of

the law. Therefore," and his voice was cold as mar-

ble, "it would be inadvisable to run him in for sudi

picayune crimes as twisting lead {upe round young
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women and throwing them overboard, or otherwise

delicately quieting tongues that might be made to

wag against him. And now if you are going to lend

nieacir—*•
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WnjfOT Aluem was surprised and annoyed at being

called back to New YoA. by hb employer. He had

not "gotten over" Barbara in the least, but the great

West had entered his blood. Thanks to financial

arrangements with Blizzard he had lived a life free

from care, and indeed had grown and developed in

many ways, just as a forest tree will, to which air and

sunli^; has been admitted by removing its nearest

nci{^bors, together with aU thdr daims iqxm tlw nin-

fall and the tree-food locked up in the forest soil.

He had grown in body and mind. Wall Street, that

had seemed so broad and important to him, now
seemed narrow and insignificant. It was better for

a man, a good horse between his knees, to find out

what lay beyond the Ridges than whether sted was

going up <x down. He looked bade xrpaa his past

Ufe, not, it is true, with contempt and loathing, but

with amused tolerance, as a man wise and rdiable

looks back upon the pranks of his boyhood.

He loved Barbara with all his heart, but no longer

with the feeling that the loss of her would put an end

to an the poadbilfties <^ Hfe. Indeed he was cooBy

resdved in the event ci her marrying soo^body dw
to marry somebody else himsdf. The thought of

children and a home had grown vary dear to him.

m
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In short, he had assimilated a characteristic of the

great r^i^ettled West, where the ratio of the male
d the qpedes to the female is often as great as ten

to <»ie.

But if the year did sot coze him of Baibua he
would get her if he could.

To the main line was a day's journey over a single-

track road abounding in undeveloped way stations,

at which an insatiable locomotive was forever stop-

ping to drink. At one <A these stations a young man
taller and broader eveo than lUnSmot himself, and like

him bearded and brown as autumn leaves, boarded
the train laboriously and came down the Mf>le oco^
sionally catching at the backs of seats for support
A second look assured Wllmot that the stranger

was not drunk, but sick or hurt, and he was wonder-
ing idicther ornot to offer him assistance, when the

stranger suddenly stopped and smiled, tteadkd him-
self with one hand, and held out the other.

"I heard that you would be on this train," he said

simply, "so I managed to catch it, too. May I sit

with you?"

WciKtoring, Wilmot made room for the stranger and
waited devekipsnents. But as these fiere not at once
forthcoming he felt that he most Ineak a sSeaoe wbidk
seemed awkward to him. And he turned hh head
and saw that the man had fainted.

A request for whiskey addressed to a car containing

a dozen men accustomed to wrest metals from the

earth was not in vain, \ltaot chose the nearest of
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twelve outstretched flasks, and was obliged to refuse

a thirteenth in the kindly hand of the conductor.

"Feel better?"

"Thanks, I'm all right."

The twelve miners withdrew tactfully to their seats.

"Sure?"

"Sure. Just let me sample that brand again.

Good. Now if you don't mind 111 say what I came

to say."

"But aren't you hurt—»sn't there something to

do?"

**ryehemhmt Fm just weak. Don't think about

it. But ycm'ie Mr. Wifanot AOm all right, aren't

you?"

"Yes."

"It's hard to be sure of a man you never knew and

who's grown a beard ance you saw him last"

*'I assure you," Whao/t smQed, "tfaat Tm atfy

waiting to reach a first-dass btiber-shop."

"Perhaps you will change your mind."

"Why should I?"

"You know a man named O'Hagan?''

Wilmot nodded.

"I had a talk with him iq> bi the mountaint—

yesterday. He qpdke truth for once. Yon know a

man in New YoA—Blizzard?"

"He's been a good friend to me."
"Why? " asked the stranger.

"I don't know. I've asked myself that question a

thoiisand times."



THE PENALTY »89

"He's helped you with your debts in return for

your services in teaching a lot of foreigners to shoot
straight?''

WQmot frowned.

"Did it ever occur to you that he could have ob-
tained half a dosea teadiea lor a tenth of the
money?"

"That has occurred to me," said Wihnot stiffly.

"Obviously then he has samt ulterior use for you."
"Very possibly."

"Pieaae don't take offcooe. ThcteazeieaMos why
you shouldn't. I am coming to thai. Semeadwr,
O'Hagan talked to me, and talked truth. Blizzard is

planning a revolution. You "re to be one of the
leaders. You imagme that one of the hell-governed

Latm republics is to be the seat of operations, or you
wouUn't have fone into the tiibg. But Blizzard is

after bigger game than undeveloped iriMinrnwcB
Mr. AOen, you are part of a conspiracy to overthnm
the government of New Yoik City."
"Say that again."

The stranger smiled. "O'Hagan at the last made
a dean bieast of everything. He had to. I rftmm

Weattonu^Um."
"At the letif What doea that mean?"
"When a man won't talk you have to make him—

even if you fix him so that he can never taflL again."
"Is O'Hagan dead?"

"He had his choice. But he had to talk. If I had
let him eff afterward—^I couldn't have gotten away
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with the information. One of us had to go out, and

I had the power to dedde which. I chose that

OUagan should be the one. He was a man 8teq>ed

in crime. I am not."

«Y<m killed him?''

"I am a very poor talker if I have amveyed another

meaning. I tracked him into the mountains. He
shot me twice before I could get my hands on him. I

twisted the trith out of him, and then as I was about

to faint like a school-girl, and as my information was

predoos, I flung him over a diff. If I hadn't, you

see, he oovikl have fixed me idiHe I was unamsdous."

The man's voice was very qiuet, very matter-of-fact.

Wihnot st.vfed at him with a sort of wondering horror,

for he knew that the man was tdling the truth.

"He shot you twice. That was some time yester-

day. You've seen a doctur?"

"That was Dane, and I had to lide all ni^t to get

here."

"Are you badly hit?"

The stranger 'rew back his coat and disdosed a

shirt twice perforated over the abdomen and dark

with dried and thickening blood. "Please don't try

to do anything. There's no he^. The damage is

when it doesn't show. Only listen, please, and be-

lieve, and be frank with me."

Wilmot nodded gravdy. "I don't know who you

are," he said, "but you are hurt, and if you'd rather

talk than try to do something about it, of course

I'U listen."
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"You are in wrong on the revolution," said the
stranger. "It is not to come off in South America,
but in the dty of New York. If Blizzard's plans
carry, this win happen. Onthezsthof January there
win be an esskdon d dyomibt kmd enough to be
heard from the Battery to tile Brooz. At that irignal

two-thirds of the poKce force, at the moment on active
duty, win be shot dead in their tracks. The assassms,
distinguished from law-abidiiig dtiaeos fay straw hats
of a pecuUar weave **

"I have audi a hat in my trunk."

"Axe to aMemfale together with f it tUid of the
police force whom it was not neooaar toaBidUiate»
at the Sub-Treasury hi Wan Street Here they wOl
receive further orders—some to loot the Sub-Treasury,
some to loot banks, some Tiffany's, some the great
w^iolesakjeweUers of Maiden Lane. You, periiaps, as
e mia of sapaior talk and loeedhig, wouU be sent
with a pl(U crew of Fohcks, dsfoes, and other high-
mmded patriots to lifle the HetvopoEtaii Mimibb of
Art "

"Look here, did O'Hagan "

"He did. Meanwhfle aU communication by tele-

phone, by telegraph, by cable between New York and
the outer wofidwiD be cat off. For at kast twenty-
four hours the dly wiB be hi B&anad'a power, at Us
disposition."

"How about communication by train?"

"Trains will come into the Grand Central and the
Pennsylvania, but they wiU not go out"
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"A man could jump into an automobile and carry

the news.'*

*'Ferrietiiinttop running. Bridget wffl be dosed."

Tlw ideft of looting New Yoilc had fired Wihnot's

imagination. It wit a posribiUty to iriddi he had

never before given any thought.

"But," he objected, "there must be a flaw some-

where."

" Probably," admitted the stranger. "For there i»

a flaw in Blizsard's mind. It is the only way to ac-

count for Mm. He stands on the verge of insanity.'*

"Suppose the plan carries. The city has been

looted. What next?"

"The stuff is hidden under Blizzard's house in

Marrow Lane in cellars that he has been preparing

for years. A passage leads from these cdlars to a

pier on the East River. Either he gets away with

his loot hi a stolen Imer, or he finds that he may live

on in New York, or perhaps in Washington."

"I don't see that."

"What effect would a successful revolution in New
York have upon the discontented and the murderous

of other cities? Are the aindnak of San Franckco,

Denver, Qdcago to be ontdcme by the criminals of

the effete East? I tell you, Mr. Alkn, that sometimes

in mad visions the legless beggar sees upon, his brows

a kingly crown."

"But the rest of the police—the garrison at Gov-

ernor's Island?"

"O'Hagan was Bliaaxd's right^band man, his gen-
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eral in the West. For the honor of being his left-

hand man there are two a^irants—the mayor of New
Yoik City and the police commissioner—nor will the

Beutoumt-goivanar dour great Stele hold hb hands
behind his bexk and shake hb head when tiie loot is

being distributed."

"Are you joking?"

"No, Mr. Allen. I am dying. Now listen. I as-

sume that you are no longer with Blizzard."

"What an ass I've beaxl"

"You are to find Abe lichtenttein and tdl him
wh&t I have told you. The boy Bubbles wQl pat you
on his track. As for money which Blizzard has ad-
vanced to you—" The stranger fumbled in his breast

pocket and brought forth a much-soiled sheet of paper.

"This locates outlying mining claims in Utah. Tliey

win make yon rich. One-thhd to you—one-third to

Miss Barbara Ferris—one-thhd to the boy Bubbles.
You will tdl hun that I was hb brother "different

mothers, but the same father."

"You are Harry West," and Wknot looked with
compassionate interest upon the man who, if only for

a l»ief periodd tune, had once stood first in Barbara's

affectitms.

Under the strain of talking West's voice had grown
weaker. "Miss Barbara," he said quietfy, "k hi

great danger from my fatho'
"

"F<wr father?"

"Didn't I tell you? Oh, yes. He is my father—
BUsiard. That is triiy I don't ndnd dymg. When
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the dty is in confusion, and without any laws save

of his own dictation. Miss Barbara will be in terrible

danger. Many yean bam now, ivImii it on do bo

banii witli yon, tcD her, pkeee, that in niy Bfe I had

the mcomparable privilege
"

Wihnot kaped to his feet "la then a doctor

here? This man is dying."

But the Spartan, the wolf Death gnawing at his

vitab, had said all that it was neoenary lor him to

say. WQmotAlleB'iitraBf aim aboutMm, Uamooth
vagndy nilbg, he fdl humOy forwiid aa if midcr

the weight ol a new and ovcfpomdng umider and

kooiriedSB*
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Nothing so makes for insomnia as a man's knot'* v«
that he has made a fool of himself. Between''
•nd New Yoik Wilmot Allen did not even hu ilis

berth made up. He vMted the dining-car at the
pnper intervals, haxdty coBtdooi of wlitt he oidend
or ate. He bought newspapers, booke, **ptffnfi;
and opened none of them. For the most part he
looked out the window of his compartment into rush-
ing daylight or darkness. His mind kept travelling

the loond of a great drde that began and ended in
humfflatioii. He had ben as ooofidfaif fai BHsaid'i
bands as an undevekped ddkl of tevca. He had
been trarhing men whose ere was murder and an-
archy how to handle weapons. le had taken at their
face value words uttered by an emperor among scoun-
drds; had asked no ma* prial or leading questions, and
waa in his co.- 'c'enoe paying the penalty for having
snatched at tainted moo^ with which to idieve Um-
aelf of obligations that pressed tiU they hurt

Beginning in humiliation, the circle of his thoughts
ascended time after time to Barbara, only to fall from
the high and tender lights which memories and antid-
pations of her brought into them, back to that dark-
ness in iHiidk he struggled to give hhnself "a little

the best of things" and could not
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On aniving in New York a man of mora campkx

mental processes would have tried first of all to get

the precious infonnation which he carried into the

possession of Lichtenstein, but Wihnot felt that he

could have no peace until he had seen Blizzard,

spoken his mind, and washed his hands of hhn. That

ht would then put his own life in danger did not occur

to him, and would not have altered his determination

if it had.

The lure of Barbara, however, drew him aside from

the direct path to Marrow Lane. He had resolved

not to see her for a year, but thought it right to break

throiigh that resoluti<ui in order to tdl her at first

hand of Hany West's death. But the janitor told

him t^*** MV Ferris had not been coming to the

studio for a long tune. She had had no word from

her. She had left one day by the back stair without

her hat; a little later the legless beggar had left by

the front door. His e:q>ression had been enough to

frighten a body to death. Yes, the boy had come

coe day in a taifeab and gone away with her things.

He had refused to answer any questions. She had

never thought very highly of him as a boy. No, the

bust upon which Miss Ferris had been at work had

not been removed. No, the gentleman could not

see it Orders were orders. . . . Yes, the gentleman

could see it After all there had been no orders re-

cently.

She led the way upstairs, her hand tightly closed

upoa a greenback. She and flung open the
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door of BazlMura's ftadb, remaxldiig that nothing in

it had been touched dnoe that kd/i dqtarture.

Wilmot noticed much dust, an overturned chair,

and then his eyes rose to the bust of Blizzard as to a
living presence. The expression of that bestial fallen

face made his spine feel as if ants were crawling on it.

And he turned away with disgxist and hatred. "Oh,
Barbs, Baifaa, lAaA a wrong-heactod Httle darling you
arel" But he added: ''And Lord, what a talent she's

got!"

Blizzard was not in his office. But he was iq>-

Stairs and expected Mr. Allen.

A girl who had been wonderfully pretty told Wil-

mot these things. She would have been wonderfully

pretty still, for she was very young, if she had not
kx&ed so tired, so unha{^y, so brokenHipirited. Did
Rose stiU love the man for whom she had betrayed

her friends and her own better nature? Yes. But
she had learned that she was no more to him than a
plaything—to caress or to break as seoned most
amusing to him. At first until the novelty of her had
wwn off ht had shofwn her a niflkiei^ of bnoque
tenderness. Latterly as his great plans matured ht
had been all brute. Sometimes he made her feel that

he was so surfeited with her love that he considered

killing her.

Sideways, with eyes haunted by shame and tragedy,

At gave the handsome bearded youth a look of coon*

passion. "In here, please," she said.

Tht door closed bddnd Wihnot with an onfawus
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dkk, and he found hinuell fact to iace ivitli the leg-

leas bq^ar. Lithb one's eyes, seen above a taUe Ut-

tered with pamphlets and writings, was none of that

mock affability to which he had formerly treated

Wilmot Allen. He looked angry, dangerous, poison-

ous. And he broke into a harsh, ugly laugh.

"It takes you," he said, "to rush in where angels

fear to tread. Wdcome to my parior! What a fod!

My God! You haid what Harry West had to say

before he died, and you came straight here."

"I don't know how you know it. But I did talk

to your son. I did hear what he said. And I came

here to tell you. And to tell you that there will be

1K> man dealings betweoi us. I am going straight

bcm here to tdl thepn^ autfaoiitfes what I kaxm."

"Aren't you going to punch my face first? That's

what you'd like to do. It's in your eyes. But you're

afraid."

"I am not afraid," said Wilmot, "and you know it."

For answer the legless man picked up a silver

ddDar £rom among the papers in front of him, and
broke it savagely into four pieces. "Afraid 1" he said.

"Afraid! Afraid!"

Wilmot took a step forward. "It would give me
the greatest pleasure," he said quietly, "to knock

your head off. Unfortunately you are a cripple."

Blizzard said nothing, and presently, white with

anger and contempt, Wilmot turned and tried the

handle of the doot by whkii he had entoed. Bliz-

zard laughed.
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''This door is locked," said Wilmot.

"You are a prisoner in this house."

"I am, am D"
Quick as lit^tning he had drawn andkvdkd at the

legless man an automatic fnstd of the largest cafibre.

The legless man did not move an inch, chan^ i: vtqmt-
sion, or take his eyes from Wihnot's.

Wilmot advanced till only the tabk z«narated

them. "You will," he said, "dimb out of that chair,

and let me out of this house, walking in front of me.*'

The legless beggar appeared to consider the matter.
There was sflence. Wilmot shifted the position ol his
feet, and the floor boards under them creaked.

Blizzard appeared to have made up his mind. He
q>iead his hands on the table as if to help himself

out of his dudr. The pafan of his right hand, un-
known to Wihnot, covered an ckctik piuli-btitton.

"Perhaps," said Blizzard, "you won't be in audi a
hurry to go after you hear diat Miss Barbara Fen»
is also a prisoner in this house "

In horror and bewilderment Wihnot allowed the

nmade of his automatic U< swerve. In that moment
the pahn of the ^^esa man's rig^t hand preatd iqxm
the button, and the square of the floor vprn irl

Wilmot stood dropped like the trap of a gallows, i

he fell through the opening into darkness.

He was neither stimned nor bruised, and he began
to grope about for the pistol which in the sudden de-

scent had been knocked £ram his hand. The only
Hght came from the open trap in the fk)fx above.
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Something fell softly at his feet; he piuted it up. It

was a doth, saturated with chlorofoim. He flung it

from hun, and began with a new haste to grope and

fumble for his i^stoL

Another cloth fell, and another. Distant a."d ugly

laughter fell with them. More cloths, and already the

air in the place reeked with chloroform.

He no longer knew what he was looking for, and

when at last his hand closed i^Kjn the stodc of the

automatic, he did not know idiat if was that he had

found.

Anodicr doth f

^
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He came to in a narrow iron bed, weak, nauseated,
and handcuffed. He could rib his feet together, but
he could not separate them. He had been dreamini;

about Barbara—horrible dreams. His first consdous
thouj^t was that she, too, was a pria(»er in the house
of Blizzard, and that somdiow or other he uast save
her. Having tried in vain to break the bright, deli-

cate-lookmg handcuffs, he tried in vain to tViinV

cahnly. Hours passed. Nobody came. He worked
himself gradually into a fever of impotent rage. Civ-
iSzdtSaa slipped away Mm him. He was ready, if

necessary, to fight with his teeth, to gouge eyes, to
inflict any barbarous atrodty upon his caeo^.

Gradually, for the air in the room was firedi, the
feeling of sickness passed away, and was succeeded
by weakness aud lassitude. As a matter of fact,

being a strong man, m ^lendid health, he was faint

fromhtmger. But he did not know this.

An dderty wonum came aoltly into the room. She
wore a blue dress, a white apron, a white kerchid,
white cuffs, a white cap. Her face was disfigiired by
a great brown protruding mole from utiiich a tuft of

hair sprouted; she had an expression of methodical
kindness, but small shifting eyes in which vais no
lumesty.
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She carried a cup that smoked. She put the cup

on a Uble, lifted Wihnot to a sittmg position, as if he

had been a child, and asked him if he was hungry.

For a moment he did not antwer; he was getting

used to the discovery that he had been undressed and

was wearing a linen nic^t-gown. Then he nodded

toward the smoking cup.

"How do I know it isn't poisoned?"

"Come—come," said the woman, "you'd have gone

out under the chloroform if that had been the inten-

tioo. Better keep your strength up."

After a few apooi^ of the soup, Wihnot suggested

that he shoukl prefer something solid.

The woman shook her head.

"If I'm to be kept alive," he said petulantly, "why

not comfortably ?
"

"Nothing solid. That's the doctor's oidcfs."

"Blbmd's?"
"No. The doctor."

"What doctor?"

"Why, Dr. Ferris."

"Where is he? I want to speak to him."

"He isn't here. He's coming when eveiytUng's

ready."

"Everything r^y?" A nameless fear began to

gnaw at WtcaeA^s vitals. And at that moment the

door swung open, and he saw, beyond the bulking

head and shoulders of the legless man, a narrow iron

table, white and shimng, in a room all glass and white

paint.
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On the entrance of Blizzard, the woman took up
the remains of the soup, and passed noiselessly out
irftheroom.

Blizzard climbed to the foot ol l^mot't bed, and
sat looking at him. In his eyes there wm a ^tter ol
suppressed excitement. "When our last talk was in-
terrupted," he said, "I had just told you that Miss
Ferris is a prisoner in this house. You don't like the
idea?"

Wihuot shuddered and made a convuhive effort to
break the handcuffs. He struggled with them in de»-
.perate silence for nearly a minute.

"I might break them," said Blizzard, "but you
can't' Try to be as reasonable as you can. Miss
Ferris is in no immediate danger. I am going to let
her go, if you and I can agree."

"What do you want me to agree to?"
"I've had it in mind for a kmg time. It was irky

I relieved you of money cares, and sent you West.
I ^shed to put you in a state of perfect health before
trying an experiment of the utmost interest and value
to sdence. Only your consent is now wanting.
Upon that consent depends Miss Ferris's fate. Refuse
and I leave your kyver heart to imagine what that late
may be. She is absolutely in my power—absolutely.
Do you know her writing?"

He smiled a little and heM before Wihnot's eyes a
sheet of note-paper.

^Saie has just written it," he said, "of her own free
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WOmotread: "I will marry you, as soon as I know

tliat Wilmot Allen is out of your pofwer and aafe in

life and Hmb."

A sort of ecstasy, half anguish and half deHg^t,

thrilled through Wihnot. The writing was unmis-

takably Barbara'»-«ad she was ready to make that

sacrifice for him I

"She sha'n't do that," he said, "so help me God.

What must I do—to save her?"

"Young nan," said the muk, "yon must

l^ve me your 1^."

)^^ot was at first bewikiend.

"My legs?"

"They are to be grafted on my poor old stumps,"

said Blizzard. "You won't die. YouH just be as I

•mnow. And I—I," Us eyes shone with an unholy

li^t, "shall be as yon are now—a b^wd—ft zeal man

—ft Hant of a man. You are going to consent?"

"Iaow do I know that you will let Miss Ferris go?"

"You shall have news of her freedom and safety in

her own writing."

"When I have that assurance," said Wifanot, "I

wiU consent to anything. Any decent man woukl

g{vehisBfeforaw<Hnaii-^iHiyc9this]egs? IsDr.

Ferris to operate?"

"He will be the chief of three surgeons."

"But he won't cut off my legs. We're old friends.

He "

"Won't know you in that beard. I have told him

that you are ft murderer whom I hftve sftved from the
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chair. That in gratitude for this and for the further

lervioM of nnigi^ you out of the coontiy and
giving you a large sum of money not fotfettiQg tho
crying interests <d sdenoe—you have comeBtod to
give me your legs. He will ask you if you consent

to have your legs cut o£f, and you will nod your
head without speaking—then when my old stumps
have been prepared—you will be put under an anes-
thetic

"

"First I must know that Miss Ferris is safe.''

"Give me your word of honor that when yoa imm
that she is—you will consent"

"I don't luiow what you have to do with honor,"
said Wifanot, "but I give my woid."

"TlMn," said BBnaid, OOag to the floor, "I go
toMtlOnFeniiftM.''
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At first Barbara could not bear to tdl her father, but

at last her exdtement and distress became so great

that she had to tell him. In a few hours she had

duunged from a radiant person to ooa white, side, and

Aadowed.
"I've seen that man," die said. "I was writing

notes in the summer-house. He '*

"What man—Blizzard? WeU?"

"I've promised to marry him. He has \^^lmot

Allen in his house—in his power. He told me that

If I would many him, he would kt WQmot go. If I

wouldn't, he would Idll him with indescribable tort-

tjres. I told him that I would marry him when I

learned that )^^ot was safe. And so I will, and

then I will kill myself. You've got to do something.

I never knew till he was in this awful danger that

in aU the wodd there was never anybody for me hut

WHmot—fool not to know it in time."

Dr. Ferris made her drink something that he mixed

in a ^ass. In a few minutes her junqnng nerves be-

gan to come into control.

"^^ot," said he, "will never consent to save

himself at your eipense. And I think I can promise

you that BHscard will do nothing in this matter for

•omethae. Heistoundogoaveryseiiottsopccatioa
9b6
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to-ni(^t It has an been arranged. A man under
obligation to BHzzard has consented to give his 1^
—I am to operate. Don't look at me like that,

daughter. I have given my word that if I thought
the thing could be done, I would do it. The man
consents. There is no reason why I shouldn't. I

would do msxe to undo nibat I have done, and in the

interests of sdence.''

"You don't understand. The man idio comsmtt
is Wihnot."

"Did Blizzard tell you so?"

"Nobody has told me. I know it. He consents

so that I may go free."

"Of course if Wihnot is the man "

"You couldn't—you wouldn't do it to him, father."

"And you so m love with him, my dearl We must
go to the police."

"No, we mustn't. He said that if we tried to play
any tricks, we might get him, but never Wilmot,
aKve. Don't you see? Father, the man isn't fit to

Hve. He's insane."

"Answer wanted, Miss Barbara." Bubbles en-
tered hesitatingly, a note in his hand.

One glance at the superscription, and Barbara
ripped open the envelope. She read the note and her
brows contracted with pain. "Read that, father."

Dr. Ferris read:

DsAKxsT Bakbs:
I can't help breakuig my silence to say I love yon with

my whde heart aod soul. Onfy teS me that yoa are taie
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and sound in your father's house. I want much to know
that, for I am on the brink of a great, a dangerous, and I

think a noble venture. Wilmot.

"What did I teU youl" she exclaimed. "Who
brought this, Bubbles?"

"Nobody—a messenger-boy."

"Barbara," said her father, "write that you are

safe at home. I'll tell Lichtenstein what has hap-

pened. He's our best advice. Where is Mr. lidi-

tenstein, Bubbles?"

"In his room, sir, writing."

Dr. Ferris left hurriedly, and Bubbles, gnawed by

unsatisfied curiosity, stood first on one foot and then

on the other while Barbara wrote to Ht^lmot Smne-

how it was a very difficult note to write, for she fdt

sure that it would not be read by Wilmot's eyes alone,

and she didn't wish by a syllable further to incite the

legless man against his prisoner. So at last she merely

wrote that she was with her father at Clovelly.

What she wanted to write was that her kve for him
had grown and grown until she was sure of it.

After Bubbles had gone with the note she sat for a
long time without moving, silent and white.

When her father returned, bringing Lichtenstein,

he, too, was white. "I am going to town at once,"

he said. "God willing, I shall have only good news

for you."

Barbara turned to lichtenstein. ''You've thou^t
out something?"

He nodded gravdy.
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"My treasure I My ownest own !

"

Rose cowered from the cold malice in the legless

man's voice, and from the unearthly subdued excite-

ment in his eyes.

"Sit there opposite me. Don't be afraid. Things

are coming my way. To-morrow I shall have a pair

of legs. Think of thati Are you thinking of it?"

She nodded.

The legless man wped his mouth with the palm of

his hand. "I told him/' he said, "that she was a
prisoner in this house. He said he would give me
his legs if I would let her go free. He wrote a note

asking if she was safe and sound. I sent it out to her

place where she was all the time, and of course she

answered that she was safe and soimd."

Bt chudEled, and his agate eyes appeared to give

off ^Mudcs.

"But she," he went on, "has promised to many
me, if I will let kim gu free. They love each other,

Rose. They love each other! But I'm not jealous.

It won't come to anything. First I will get his legs.

Then, if he lives, I will make him write to her that he

is sound andiree. I will tell her that he refused to

saaifioe himsdf. That wiU make her hate him, and

then well be married and live happity ever after.

309
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But if she breaks her word, why on the 15th of Jan-

uary she will be taken, wherever s^^e is, and brought

here, and wt—mt woit*t be married!" He lauj^ a
long, laugh.

"What are you going to do with me?"
The legless man considered. "I'm afraid you'll be

too jealous to have about, my pretty Rose. I'm

afraid your love for me will turn into a different feel-

ing—in spite of the beautiful new legs that I shall

have. In short, my dear, knowing women as I do,

you are one of my greatest [wdbtems. If I could be

sure that you wouldn't give anything away before

the 15th—after that it wouldn't matter."

"Are you leading up to the announcement that you
are going to kill me?" She looked him strp' ' t in

the eyes, and began to shiver as if she was vt Jd.

''Wouldn't that be best," he asked, "fat evu- oody

concerned?''

"I swear to God I won't give anything away," she

said.

He continued to smile in her face. "I could do it

for you," he said, "so delicately—«o painlessly—with

my hands—and your troubles would be all over."

He took her slender white neck between the pafans

of his great hairy hands and caressed it She did not

shrink from his touch.

"Rose," he said presently and with the brutal and
tigerish quality gone from his voice, "you're brave.

But I know womoi too well. I don't trust you. li

you'd screamed then or shown fear in any way, you'd
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be dead BOW. Aftw the xsth you ilitU do what you
pleaie with your life. MesnwhOe^ my dear, lock and
key for yours."

"You'll come to see me sometimes?"
"After to-night, I shaU be laid up for a whfle, grow-

ing a pair of legs. Later I'll look in, now and then.
How about a little muaic, before you retire to your
room for the next few months? IH teD you a secret
I'm nervous about to-njght, and frightened. A little
Beethoven? to soothe our nerves? the Adaofo from
thePath6tique?"

He stumped beside her, holding her hand as a child
holds that of its nurse; but for a different reason.
That night, securely locked k her own room next

to his, she slept at last from sheer weariness. And
she dreamed that he was playing to her, for her—the
Adagio, and then the "Funeral March of a Hero."
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OccASxoNAXXY HOW, for a long time, there had been

coming from the next room the dink of sted agamst

steel, a murmur of hushed voices, and a sound of

several pairs of feet moving softly. With the excep-

tion of two cups of soup, Wilmot, in preparation for

what he was to undergo, had had nothing to eat.

What with this and the natural commotion of revolt

fak hii whok nervous system, he was weak and faint.

The door opened, and Dr. Ferris came quietly into

the room and bent over him. He was in white linen

from head to foot, and wore upon his hands a pair of

thin rubber gloves, ^tening with the water in which

th^ had been boifing.

Tteputd to find Wilmot, he naturally recognized

him, in spite of the beard which so changed the yotmg
man's face for the worse; but of this recognition he

gave no sign. The legless man, alert for any possi-

bility of self-betrayal on Wilmot's part, had followed

him into the room. Dr. Ferris spoke very quickly:

"My man," he said, "is it true that of your own
free will, in exchange iox immunity and other ben^ts
received, you consent to the amputation of both your

1^, as near the hip-joint as may be found necessary?
"

\^^lmot drew a long breath, focussed his mind upc.

bright memories of Barbara, and slowly nodded.

sza
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"You ue quite me? You are holding back noth-
ing? There hu been no ooadon?"

"It's aU right," chirped in Blimid. "GlMiofthe
chance to pay me back, aren't you, my boy?"
For a moment Wihnot's eyes rested with a cold

contempt on the beggar's. And he thought, " to Mve
her frum that!" and once more nodded.
"Shan I teH them to bring the ether, doctor?"
Dr. Ferris turned hit head dowly.
"What are you doing here?" he sdd, in Ut

professional voice. "You ought to be undressed,
siTubbed, and ready for the anaesthetic yourself."
"But I thought—I thought you'd make sure of the

iq^ fir \ before you did anything to me."
"The snccest of graftage,"M the doctor, "lies m

the speed with which the perta to be gnfted eta be
transferred from one patient to the other. In tUt
case, the two operations will proceed at the same
time—side by side. There are four of us, and two
nurses to do what is necessary—now if you will so
and get ready."

*

"Frankly, doctor, do yon think the chances of
success are good?"
Dr. Ferris's voice rang out heartily, "^dendidl"

he said, "splendid!" He turned once more to Wfl-
mot. "I am sorry for you," he said kindly, "but
you are wilfing that we should go ahead, aren't you?"
Blbard stood, hesitating.

"Not losing your nerve?*' asked the surgeon, and
there was the least hbt of mockery hi hfa voice.
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"Hope this is the iMk time I have to walk on
stumps," Blizzard aaMPefed, and he befaa to move
toward the door.

"I hope so, too, Blizzard," said Dr. Ferris, "with

all my heart" And with an encouraging nod to

Wihaot he foUomed the begger oat of the room, and

dosed the door litm-

In the operating quarter were two nursea on iHuxn

Dr. Ferris had been able to rely for many years, and

three clean-cut young surgeons, in whom he had de-

tected more than ordinary talents.

"He said he'd tend word when he waaready,** laid

one of the BiBies.

"Good," said Dr. Ferris, "for I have a few words

to say to you all, knowing that, because of the etiquette

of our profession, theae words will ivA go any furtiier."

For five minutes he spcke quietly and gravely. He
tdki them his relations wiiJi Blizzard since the begin«

ning. And something of BUssaid's idatioBii subae-

qoent to the loss of his legs, with the rest of the wvidd.

Then he explained the opoution which he was CB>

pected to perform, enlarging upon both its chances

for success and for failure. And then, much to the

astonishment of his audience, he brought his talk to

an end with these wMds:
"But in this instance the operation has no chance

whatever of success. The stun^) of a limb an^tated
in childhood does not keep pace with the rest ci the

body-growth. And we should be trying to graft the

legs of a grown man upon the hips of a child. It
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•MBM, tlMNfctc^ tfaftt I have brought you here under
false pretends. Tedmlaafy I am going to ctnunit a
cnme-I am going to perform anoperatenotthought
of or sanctioned by the patient. But my iv».»I?nfT
IS dear. When I examined the child Blizzard after he
had beoi run over, I did not give the attention which
wojM be gtvcD nowadays to minor injuries, bruises.
MdconturfoBtwhlchhehadiurtained. FromaUac-
comits the boy was a good boy to the time of Wi
accident. In taking off his legs I have bhuned myMM
for the whole of his subsequent downW I think I
have been wrong. The man was once arrested for a
Clime, and freed on police perjury. During his in-
«ww»tion, however, accurate measurements and a
desmptioiiofWmweram.de. Only Uniay a copy
of this document, hat been ihoira l» me, by a gmfle.man high in the secret service. And it aeant that
Blizzard is JiflFerentiated from otiier legless men, by
am^ under one arm, and by a curious protuberance
«aie back of his head-and I believe that his moral

The three young surgeons looked at each othff.
One of them started to voice a protest
"But, doctor—it's—you're asking a good deal of

m. I don't know that I personally »»

Three knoc^ toonded quietly <m a door of the
room. Dr. Ferris, braik^ huo a d |^
qmgtoopcnit '
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In the rectangle appeared Lichtenstein; he was

drippmg wet from head to foot and carried in (me

hand a heavy blue automatic.

" 'Fraid you couldn't make it," exclaimed the sur-

geon.

"Had to dynamite a safe down in the cellar—hear

anything?"

Dr. Ferris shook his head, and turned to the others.

"Mr. Lichtenstein," he said, "of the secret ser-

vice. . . . Lichtenstein, some of these yoimgsters

don't want to mix up in this. Tell them things."

Lichtenstein smiled broadly. "Then I'll have to

qperate," he said. And he lifted his pbtd ostenta-

tiously. "Young mai," he went on, "if you aren't

willing to make a decent citizen of Blizzard, why I

must arrest him, and send him to the chair, or if he

redsts arrest, I must make a decent dead man of

hun "

In the distance there rose suddenly the powerful

cries of the legless man. "AU ready," he died,

"bring on your ether."

"WIio's going to help me?" asked Dr. Ferris.

The three young sturgeons stepped quickly forward.

"Good," said Dr. Ferris. "He's strong as a bull.

You come with me, Jordyce, and you two wait within

hearing just outskie the door."

"One moment," said liditaistcin, "idiere'i ymmg
Allen?"

"In there," said Dr. Ferris.

"I'll just introduce mysdf," said the Jew, "and
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teU him what's up. He must be in a most unpleasant
state of roind."

To Wilmot there appeared the figure of a Uttle
stout man with red hair and a pqg nose, who was
dnppmg wet, and who smiled in an engaging fashion.

" You're safe as you'd be in your own house," said
the kmdly Jew; "no ether-no amputation-no noth-
mg. And here's a note from Miss Barbara. I'm
dnppmg wet, but I guess the ink hasn't run so's you
can't read it."

'

Wihnot read his note, and a great Bght of happiness
came into his eyes.

"After a while," said Lichtenstein, "I'll hunt up
mOTe clothes for you, and you can jump into a car
and run out to OoveUy. Don't let Miss Barbara sec
you m that beaid, though."
"I won't," said Wihaaot "M me what's hap.

pened. Has Blizzard been arrested? You'i
"I'm Abe Lichtenstein

"Good Lord!" exclaimed wUmot, "if I'd enly flooe
straight to you "

"H you had you might never have known that
Beauty would have married the Beast-Just to save
young Mr. AMen pam. But why come to me?"
"With information from Harry West He had run

the whole conspiracy down. It seems "
"Names—did he give names?"
"Yet—unbdievable names."

J^<*Jo»tefai'« eyes aaxrowed with excitement
la the next room there arose suddenly the sound
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ci mBaxy feet dtuflUng, as if men were canybig a

heavy wdght, and presently the smell of ether began

to come to them through the key-hole. Apd they

heard groans, and a dull, passionless voice that spoke

words of blasphemy and obscenity.



XLvn

was to be accounted for by perfect hedth ,powerful mmd. He patient lay on his side
«f U,e wound on the back of his head, and tThfa
^, glazed and ether-bltad, there cine suddeT

and umtestandmg, m.J memory. M<™Strough the ,w«t to U. ford«d in greS^bjT^
thewa^"""^'^- "=««>o»done

"It couldn't be done."
"When did you find that out?"

21!^^ ^ent under ether."

"N^^ ^"^'^ mutilated young AUen?»'

The legless man's eyes doMd, and he Mnaed and

God or that." A moment later: "I'i^

I took the Kberty of freeing your brain from press-ure—result of an oU afirUmif T* ,

T*
"° coaent It can only do yougww. It was hurtinff your mind nu^^ »

"Tu in,« * 1 , more."
^

I d like to sleep, but I have the " "

"What sort of horrors? "

319
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"Remorse—remorse/' said the legless man in a

strong vcuce.

Dr. Ferris was trembling with excitement

"But think God my deal against Allen didn't go

through. That's something saved out of the burn-

ing. Where is Rose? I want Rose."

"Rose?"

"I remember. I locked her up—in that room.

The key's in the bureau top drawer, left I'd like

her to sit by me. I want to go to sleep. I want to

fMget Time taaof^ to rmember when I'm not

Mck. . . . That you, Rose? Sit by me and hold my
hand, there's a dear. If I need anything she'll call

you, doctor. Just leave us alone, will you?"

He dung to the hand, as a child clings to its mother's

hand; and th«re was a tenderness and trust in the

dasp that thrilled the giri to her heart

"Say y9» forgive me, Rose." His voice was

wheedling.

She leaned forward and kissed him.

"We got a lot to live down, Rose. Don't say we

can't do it. Wait till I'm up and around, and strong."

He feU asleep, breathing quietly. Two hours later

he woke. Rose had not moved.

"We'll begin," he said, "at once by getting mar-

ried. I've dreuned it all out. And we'll set up home

in a far place. That b, if theyU give me a chance.

But I've never asked you—Rose, will you marry me? "

"Do you want me?" She leaned forward and

rested hex cheek against his.

4
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"Do you understand?" he said. "We're bech.

over. You can't undo things U»t yX
thmgs and .trie some sort of a balance-not before»«. maybe-iut in your own conscience -Jja""
something. I want to talk to Ferris. CaUhim^
you, and leave us."

'

"Doctor, was everythhig I ««, bone wessure?Ever get drunk?"
jrosuref

^DnFerris nodded gravely. "In extreme y«.,h,»

"Wdl, you know how the nert day you remembersc^e of the thmgs you did, ««1 half r^embeToa^and have the shakes and honra ,n Mound, u>dmSupyourmmdyouU neverd„soand».g,i;?^t th.s moment. But the past I'm facing is .»ak»toes harder to face than the aver^p"ee
It eoven year, and years. It's black as i
don't recan ^y ,*ite place.. EverythingC the

that I know. Some wrongs I can put finger to3nght; others have gone their way out of
"

tof recov«y. Maybe I don't sound sorry eno^h? ^
It take, eveor ounce of coura^ iVe got toremember my pait, and f«e It wi it aH bo^pressure? Am I reaUy changed? Am1^1^'

for what I did? WasitIthatdidwii«lSr^t
and left, or was it somebody eke that didW Zother thmg, IS the change permanent? Amlajo^
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man now, or am I having some sort of a fit? Fetch

me a hand-glass off the bureau, will you? "

Blizzard looked at himself in the nurror.

"Seems to me," he said, "I've changed. Seems to

me I don't look so much—like hell, as I did. What

do you think?"

"I think, Blizzard," said Dr. Ferris, "that when

you were nm over as a child you hurt your head. I

think that even if I hadn't cut off your legs you would

have grown up an enemy of society. I think that up

to the tune of your accident, and since you have come

out of ether just now, are the only two periods in

your life when you have been sane, and accountable

for your actions. Between these two periods, as I

see it, you were insane—clever, shrewd—all that

—

but insane nevertheless. I think this

—

know it.

Even the ej^resdon of your face has changed. You

look like an honest man, a man to be trusted, an able

man, a kind man, the kind of man you were meant

to be—a good man."

"You reaUy think that?"

"It isn't what I thmk, after all; it's what you fed.

Do you wish to be kind to people—^frioids with thm?
To do good?"

"That is the way I fed now. But, doctor—will it

last?"

" It's got to last, Blizzard. And you've got to stop

talking."

"But will they give me a chance? lichtenstein

could sold me to the chair if he wanted to."
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^ I diould hke Mte B«b«. to f«l Undly towari

•bim'theT^oo?"'"** ^ »^ cb.-g«,

trouble her .g,^.
'"""^
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With O'Hagan dead and Blizzard turned penitent,

the bottom of course fell clean out of the scheme to

loot Maiden Lane and the Sub-Treasury. But the

work of Licfatenstdn and his agents had not hetn in

vain. like the man in the opera Lichtenstein had
a little "list." The lieutenant-governor soon retired

into private life. He gave out that he wished to

devote the remainder of his life to philanthropic en-

terprises. The police commissioner resigned, owing

to ill health. Others who had counted too many
unhatched chides went into bankruptcy. Some thou-

sands of discontents in the West who had been prom-
ised lucrative work in New York, about January isth,

were advised to stick to their jobs, and to keep their

mouths shut. The two blind cripples who had delved

for so many years in Blizzard's cellars were brought

up into the light and cared for. Miss Mazion O'Brien

wait home to England with an unusually large pot

of savings, and marri' d a man who spent these and
beat her imtil she h d thoroughly paid the penalty

for all her little dishonesties and treacheries. It was
curious that all the little people in the plot received

tangible punishments, while the big people seemed to

go scot-free. Bliuard, for instance.

SH
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No soona- recovered bom the operation on the
back of his head than the creature was i^) and doing
In straightening out his life and aflfairs he displayed
the energy of a steam-boiler under huh pressure and
a colossal cheerfuhiess.

«*
^'^ ^ second to let

it be known throughout the East Side that he was
no longer marching in the forefront of crir e. This
uJtmiatum started a procession of wrongdoers to
MarrowLane. They came singly, in threes and fours,
humble and afraid; men of substance, gumnen, tl»
athletic, the diseased, fat crooks, thin crooks, saloon-
deepen and poHcemcn, ItaHans and Slavs, short
noses and kog (numj^-many of them), two clergy-
men, two bankers, shaip^ children, married
women who were childless, unmarried women who
weren t-and aU these came trembling and with but
^one^thought: "Is he going to tcU what he knows

He was not Some he buUied a litUe, for habit is
strong; some he treated with laughter and irony
some with wit, and some with kbidness and deeo
understanding. He might have been an aWe shZ
herd gomg to work on a hopelessly numerous bk^
and ruckle flock of sheep. He couldn't expect
to make model citizens out of aU his old heelers;
he couWn t expect to turn more than fifty per cent
of his two dergymen into tiie paths of righteousness.
But with the young criminab he took much pains
giving maoey where it wouki do good, and advia^
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whether it would do good or not. Among ths fint

to come to him was Kid Shamion.

"Now look a-here," said the Kid, "I bin good and
bad by turns tiU I don't know whidi dde is top side.

But this minute I'm good—d'you get me? If you
want to jail me you kin do it^ nobody easier; but

don't do it! You was always a bigger man than me,

and when you led I followed—for a real man had

rather follow a strong bad man than a good slob any
day. You out of the lead, I got nothing to follow

but me own wishes, and they're all to the good these

days."

"A woman?" said Blizzard sternly.

"She ain't a woman yet," said the Kid, "and she

ain't a kid—she's about half-past girl o'clock, and
she thinks there's no better man in the United States

than always truly yours, Kid Shannon. I got a good

saloon business, aad nothing crodced on hand but

what's Ipast and done with, and I looks to you to

give a fellow a chance. Do I get it? Jail ain't join'

to help me, and it wouki break her. Look here, ^)ort:

I want to be good."

"Kid," said Blizzard, "no man that wants to be

good need be afraid of me. You'd have been a good
boy always—if it hadn't been for me. / know that

as well as you. I've got the past all written down in

my head. I can't rub it out. But any man that's

got the nerve can put new writing across and across

the old, imtil the old can't be read, or if it could would

raui like a joke. You can tell whomsoever it con-
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cemstodowdltiidfetrnotMng. At Hut I thought
to tell Lichtenstein every first and httt thing that I
knew about this dty, and he tried to make me teO.
We had a meeting, Old Abe and I did. I was alway^
afraid of the litUe Jew, Kid. WeU, face to face I
wa«i»t He talked, and I talked. And I was the
•tronger. He kti me go icot-free, and I don't tell
anything. If others get yoa for what you've done, It
can't be helped. But none of you'U be got through
me. The past is buried; but if in the future any of
you fellows start anything, and I hear of it—look
out"

Kid Shannon wriggled uncomfortably. "Say," he
said, "what changed you?"
"I'm not changed," said Bliisaid; "iccoiding to

Dr. Ferris I'm just acting natural. I was a good boy.
I had a fracture of the skull. The bone pressed on
my gra> matter and made me a bad man. I'll tell
you a funny thing: / can*t heat the box any morel I
had a go at It the other day, the missus aU ready to
work the pedals, and Lord help me there was no more
music m my head or my fingers than there is in the
liver of a frog. It was the same when I was a two-
legged little kid—no music."

"Are you going to dose the old diggings?"
BHzaard shook his head. "Yes and no. I'm go-

ing to puD down the old rookery; and I'm going to
put up m its i^ace a mode! facUny."
"Hats?"

'Hats and maybe other things. I'm going to show
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New York how to run a sweatshop—you wait and
see—the most wages and the least sweat—and the

girls happier and lafer than in their own homes. The
miastts and I were planning to bolt to a new place
and begin life all over. That was fooliih. Fdalwayi
feel like a coward. Don't forget that old friends

meditating new crimes will be welcome at the office

—advice always given away, money sometimes and
sometime) help. Pass the word around—and when
you and Miss Half-past Girl send out your cards

don't forget ne and Mrs. BHzzaid in Marrow
Lane."

He leaned Icnraxdf his eyes very bright and nis-
chievous.

"Kid," he said, "artistically and dramatically, it's

a pity."

"What's a pity?'*

"That we didn't loot Maiden Lane before we got
religion. If there was any hitch in the plan, I don't
know what it was. And, Lord, I was so set on the
whole thing—not because I wanted the loot, but to
see if it could be done. Some of you always said it

couldn't—said there was a joker in the pack. Well,

we'll never know now. And here's Mrs. OTarraU
come to pass the time of day—Good-by, Ki i, so-

long, pass the word around. Good luck—love and
best wishes to Half-past! Mrs. O'Farrall, your
kitchen extends irnder the sidewalk; the more nego-

tiable of your delicatessen are cooked on dty prop-
erty."
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"A«ltw«be»Mfaitohaveit£oundout. What

I came for "

"Was to find out what I'm going to do about it
Well, the law that you re breaking isn't hurtiM theaty a bit. Mrs. OTarrall-I wish I could say the
•ame fer your biscuiu. If you're reported, come to«e an* m lee you through. How's Morgan the

"The sameas to-monwr, Hm* ye kindly-dhnmk
and philand* "' ^uu*

"I'U seno
. ; a pledge to sign with my compli-^ts, Mrs. O'FarraU, and a go«l job at thTiiame

"HeU never ajgn the pledge."

K 'JV^ him to,Mn. OTarraD, ask him on
bended knee?"

wu

Mrs^O'Fan-aU looked frightened, ap^rfectic, and
confused Bhzzard lifted his heavy thena imile began to brighten his face.

rS^, OJ«jaU," said he, "blessings on your old
edfacel For just thi. ndnute for the first time since

I lost them, the fact that I have no knees to bend
escaped me. Your religion teaches you that theLord IS good to the repentant sinner Madam, he
IS! And then he began to caU in a loud voice:

R«e—Rose, run down a minute. I dean for-
fot that I hadn't any legs."

She came, fresh, young, and lovdy. What if shehad played the traitor-thrown her cap over the
wii«i.mill8? These things are not sarious nurttes to
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her sex—when the men they love are kind. And
then Lichtenstein had forgiven her, and pretended to

box her ears—and then she had had enough tragedy

and jealouay crowded into a few months to atone for

greater crimes and hjma than hers.
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"I UNDERSTAND," said Blizzard sternly, "that wben
you learned I was your father, you refused to proceed
further against me."
"Yes, sir," said Bubbles.
"You did wrongl Always do your duty. It was

your duty to send me to the chair, if you could. A&ie father I'd been to you-and to Hany-wd agood honest man I was to your mother! My boy
I m face to face with the penalty that I have to paypywL I know aU about you. Bubbles, from Lich-
tcnstem, from Dr. Ferris, from Wihnot Allen and-
luid others. Awl you're a good boy. I drove your
mother crazy, I let you drift into the stieet»~to rink.
Ithought and perish; but you're a good boy. iZe
you no education, but you have picked up reading
and wntmg and God knows what else. Once Iw^
g<«ng to wring your neck. I didn't. That's the

^y favor you ever had at my hands. You'll growup to be a good mau-a fine, dever, understanuuig
man. And it won't be because of me, it win be fa^iteofme. This is the hardest thing I have to face.You ve come now to pay a duty call. WeU,myboy,rm obhg^. But I wish to Heaven I had some hold^yo^ affection, some way of getting a hold. Bub-
bles, wliat can I do to make you like me?"

sst
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Bubbles wriggled with awful discomfort, but said

nothing.

''Is it because of your mother that you can't ever

Ukeme?"
Bubbles dre 7 a long breath as if for a deep dive.

His voice shook. "She lives in a bug-house," he
said; "you drove her into it. Dr. Ferris says you
were crazy yourself and nothing you ever done ought
to be held against you. He says, and Miss Barbara,

rLe says, that I ought to try to like you and fed kind
to you. And—and I thou|^t it was my duty to come
and tell you that I just can't"

He was only a little boy, and the delivery of these

plain truths to a man he had always held in deadly

drear*, unmanned him. He gave one short, wailing,

whimpering sob, and then bit his lips until he had
himself in a sort of omtrd.

"That's all right, Bubbles," said the legless man
after a pause. "It hits hard, but it's all right. And
whether you said it or not, it was coming to me, and
I knew it. Do you mind if I send you books and
things now and then? There was a book I had when
I was a boy. I'd like you to have it Don't know
what reminds me of it—unless it's you. It's the story
of a Frenchman, Bayard—they called him the cheva-

lier sans peur et sans reproche. That's French. The
book tells what it means. You better go now. I'm
talking against time. I haven't got the same con-

trol of my nerves I used to have. I'm all broken up,

my boy. But you're dead right—dead right I say
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tL"^^ 8« to boMding-school.
That s good. They won't teach yon any eva"
He did not offer his hand, and the boy was glad.
WeU,good-by," he said uneasOy, reached the door

turned and^^e back a UtUe way. "Wish you good

BWdlowewd his fonmdahk head ahnost rever-
enUy. "Thank you," he said.
Poor Bubbles, he began to whistle before he was

out of the buildinp- it wasn't from heartlessness itwas from pure discomfort and remorse. Anywky,
his father h^d the shrill piping-and he sai Jd
looked st«ught ahead of him, and his face was as that

^ Satan faUen-faDen, and heU fires Kcked into themarrow ot his bones.

So Rose found him, and flung herself mxm his

l'^ "^1^V ^'^"^8' ^ heavy sorrowedh^ nestled closer and closer to hers, and he burst
suddenly mto a great storm of weeping.

,i i
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But the legless man was not one who eaafly or often
gave way to grief. He retained all of that will-power
which had made him so potent for evil, and he used
it now to force cheerfidness out of discouragement
and sorrow. Just what he proposed to do with his
life is difficult to expose, for his plans kept changing,
as ahnost all plans do, in the woricing out
His remodelled factory will serve for an example.

It began as a place in which the East Side maiden
could earn enough money to keep body and soul to-
gether without scotching either. StiU keeping to this
idea, Blizzard kept brightening conditions, and let-
ting in ligjit—figuratively and actually. And he
proved that short hours, high pay, and ^ .)rth-while
profits may be made to keep company. It aU de-
pends on how much willingness and efficiency are
crowded into the short hours. Employment in Bliz-
zard's factory became a distinction, like membership
In an exclusive dub, and carried with it so many priv-
ileges of comfort and self-respect that the employees
couldn't very well help being efficient

Blizzard's office, where he held the threads of many
enterprises, became a sort of clearing-house for East
Side troubles. He kept free certain hours during
which, sitting for aU the world like a judge, he listened

3H



THE PENALTy
jj,

to privmte a&in, uid tytaptOizing. scolding, whee-dlmg and even buUying, h. g,v.«Mcg^j3
path. He preached, and very eloquendy, the gospd

te «a»ed to re^anber « parallel And his tnowi'

^^^^^ crimfaaHtfe. «d the workings ofcrookri rmnds, seemed veqr m,„e|lo„, u>
h^out. And he was an easynJr^

^t^- Z "'ked things tti^

to
" to confeJthrfttoadurf thu. to . man of virtue, and the resulting•dwemy very wdl be just the same.

^
His energy and activity were endlea. "It's in,t

as hard work," he told Rose, "to^fatJ^'JS
as to do evil. I haven't changed mVmethodL^my contons and ideals. You've got to get tte^fido« U.e p«,ple you're working for, and to^t^ you've got to know more about thei thanXknow about thanriv,^ To know that a manmurdered gives you power over that aan; to knowthat anoth« man has done something fine
pvesyouaholdonthatman. RealmenaISM
<2»vi^ two thmgs found out about them-ai•«»t bri «te,ns, and their secret good acUomM«, who do good for the sake of notorifty aro^'t

"I know who's a real man,'* said Rose
He regarded her with much te««len»ess' and amtae-
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ment "Rose," he said, " there's one thing I'm keen
to know."

"What?"
'*Vm you give an honest answer?"
She nodded.

"Well then, do you like me as much as you did
when I used to maltreat you and bully you and
threaten you? Or do you like me more, or do vou
like me less?"

^

"It's just the same," she said, "only that then I
was unh^y aU the time, and now all the time Tm
happy."

"Were you unhappy because I wasn't kind?"
She laughed that idea to scorn. "I was unhappy

because you liked somebody else more than me."
The amusement went out of Blizzard's face; the

tenderness remained. There was one thing that he
was determined to do with his life, and that was to
make Rose a good husband. And he was voy fond
of her, and she could make him laugh, but it wasn't
going to be very easy, as long as the image of another
girl persisted in haunting him.
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WmsN Wilmot Allen left BBzzaxd; borne k-

hjmdrri 3«„ to ««h the GrLnd C^tJ^^"
y°" tdegram," saM Barlwm.

When?" he asked anxiously

tune that has p«,«, since I teleg.^.''
Have you had breakfast?"

"No." he said, "I didn't have time "
ney straOed through the famiHar house taliin.

^ZfJ^I^'^' She could not sayB» lad d™«fad tdling her rtout Hany w«f.
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death. And when he had done so he watdied her

grave face with af^iealing ^es. Preamtly she mikd
a little.

"I'm not heartless," she said, "but I'm going to

keep on forgetting all the times when there was any-

body but you. I txpect most g^ls do a lot of shilly-

shallying before th^ are sure of themsdves."

"And you are really sure of yourself?"

"Yes, Wilmot, if I'm sure of you."

"The first thing," he said, "is to look into these

mining properties we've fallen heir to. West wasn't

the kind of man to be easily fooled; at the same time

I mysdf have learned something about mines."
"For instance?" Her face was very mischievous.

"WeQ," he said, "for instance, I have learned that

there are mines and mines. And you know, Barbs

dear, I'm not eligible yet. I owe money, I haven't

made good at anything, and I've got to—first of all.

Haven't I?"

"Are you going to sit rig^t there and tdl me that

we're not to be married until you've paid your debts

and made a fortune? Where do I come in? What
life have I to lead except yours? If you are in debt,

so am I. If you've got to dig holes in the groxmd, so

have I. Whatever has got to be done, we've got to

do it together. So much is dear. Of course it would

be easier for youl"

"Barbsl"

A little later he asked her what she was going to

do with her head <^ Blizzard.



win"'^;:^;^*^^ \«ood enough. ,.

"Are you through with art?"

in IT'^'t^^''^ ^ ^'^ «t?» die said. «r«m love. I used to thint fi, ,f

. w»»n amiZp^^'l^ °« that

a home for . nun. n^Jl tT^ "^' ^

her of art andt^^ii^^,?^" ^'

^

course if a girllTeZ
° '""'"'=^- ^

a home, ahe^^T^<,tl?S"^ "'u"^
f«d get her na.Je inZ^"^fe*^
h»wi.;^hendo«,s.artS' ^ ~" «»

You've offered to take me just as r ..my encumbrance^ and to helo JTfi.u T*^

''w*°"'TT *°» Barbs?"

»y ^dt^otw^ist::^'^ «»

What wai yorfaZ*^^

i''^: he i. hen bta, «,

««»-h,a^^'S^,"^,^™ to

much ourmindk"^^
That wiU be just so



LII

The young Aliens began their new life by plunging

themsdves still dtepet in debt. Their honeymoon
was very short They spent it on Long Island Sound
in a yacht which Wilmot borrowed over the tdqdione,
just before they left Clovelly to be married. On the
sixth day they went West. In Salt Lake City they

foregathered with a mining engineer to whom Wilmot
had secured letters. This one fell in love with Bar-

bara, dosed his office and went with them into the

hUls for ten days. They came out <rf the hiOs with
brown faces and sparkling eyes. The engineer opened
his office and dictated his report of their mines to his

stenographer. During this work of enthusiasm he

occasionally sighed, and the stenographer knit her

brows.

"Now then/' said the engineer to \^^hnot and Bar-
bara, "if my name is any good in New Yoric, you can
raise all the money you need on that document, li

you can't, telegraph, and I can raise it here."

"But," said Barbara, growing very practical, "if

the money can be raised here, why blow in two car-

fares and a drawing-room from here to New York and
back?"

''Why," the engbeer stammered a little, "I thought
you'd have lots and lots of friend;, that you'd want
to kt in on the grmmd floor. But if you hav«i%
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ft?
.''^""""^ fa a, good a, another's-™^

tiiloob lite easyTo^tot^"^"^

moneyClC^
tie y»»»g AJta. b«««d

«nier. Wt we, Wilmot?" «

sfc:Lp:r:ie^r^^^'»-Tj
two «rf fcwT °i of mule. wdkJj
suiting e-Xr'^^TT'* ""^"P"^
•^f!" to^t^"^' V*^""""*.! railroad

the next daycame^ ^^llf""'^'
•»«>ng the sage-bniahMrf ,

b, ^nrtch

boat; a if• »t,W;
tfa «i to jl^t^T «'«ked, an ofw paper, arose in the i^ght Tim
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first thing Barbara knew Wilmot began to talk <rf a
stretch of sage-brush as Main Street. And the same
day she heard a man with red beard speak of the
little town as "ADen."
One night a man was shot dead among the sage-

bushes ov Main Street. Six hours later DWhnot came
in on a horse covered with lather. That was a stem,
but not unhappy, look in his eyes.

"Well?" she asked.

"He showed fight," said Wihnot; "and we had to
pothim.»»

"Did you »

"Would you care? We shook hands cm keqiing
aU details secret. I think the town of AUen wiU be
run orderly in the future. And by the way, have I
such a thing as a clean shirt?"

"You wffl have,"- said Barbara, "when the things
dry."

^
"Barbara!"

"Yes, it had to come to it. There are only two
women in town, and the other isn't fit to wish your
shirts, dear."

"Let me see your hands."
He examined them critically, then kissed them un-

critic«Jly.

"They don't look Bke a washer-wonaa's haod^
yet," he said.

"No," she said, "not yet. But please say they
look less and less like a sculptor's."

"Barbara," he said, "they look more and more
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«No_'^rf^TJ and aU and all?"

in some ways. Ard l iJ^T' ^°»"^"Ihere

about the mines " ^^ ^""^

plenty of a«^!^T^ !° """a l»ve

to live in a pala«."
*°

"And then what?"

work? XrCdot OhT^" ""^^
of such people, w « >»«»

«.ey do.'l^-^r^^^ »;^y What

over." '"•""•IM'cetohuny

vJ^^".!^
^""^

Barbara "n

y»ur dothes and mine thisZmi^ilU"^•Now this is really tood-^U^^u ^
"rf onw when I

™» a «aHy worth whfle^'

noctal «Mk.»
^ <lJ« finished aoiM in.
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fall term had ahmAr •1^3 i^^'.

^ J ttey h«i been facts out of the gospd/tte

land as ^"S"

was himself again. And bv the «m-
ne

schoo. ie had fo,gott« thra^.,:^'^^"
They thought best to teU him thathe-Lu k^^f money some day. Int^':,'^^

often -rfXiU^lJ'VTv" "o-'y

v-.«K,he;rthrs«t^i^*^'*«»^

»««a jeUy and gm_ger^ps, and watout meats^
on a man."
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^""oeuae. Thdr mine made it, fir.f .i.-«( on and mu DO Iob«, .
" shipments

the figures. „d workJ^L^T^u

to 'Pend what he
Ple««I-^t

J * **™e samethinc
w««t<loyoumean,noiroo()? nrt

There's no us. wor^ oHe^L**
ttat'. . definite su^^u*^,"* "7 « th%
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the rotten dde of noiiey. TliAt't tiw •tmnUfaii-

Uock for everybody who succeeds in collecting a lot

iA it The distribution is infinitely harder than the

collecting. I think we'd better pull up itakei, go

back to New York, and think hard."

"Yes. Let's."

rd like to have a talk with Btinttd."

Bazbara'i eyebrows iveat Ui^ with surprise.

"Why sot? Your father writes that the man is

doing more good right in New York City where it's

most needed than any sue philanthropists the place

ever owned. Maybe he's got something really big

in view, and maybe hell kt nehi on thefcoimd floor.**

"WeD," said Baifawa, "cwMMerim everythhig, I

ihouUn't care to have much to do with him."

Wibnot put back his head and laughed alj 'd.

"That," said he, "is predady the sort of advice thaX

I used to give you."

Barbara blushed. "I'd like to forget that such a

man ever came into my life in any way."

"You can't forget it, dear. Yoa aiked him in.

You would do it. And now you can never forget.

And that's one of the penalties you have to pay for

going against the people who love you most."

"Well," said she, "I'm willing to keep on paying

—if the right people will keep on bving. Anyway,

philanthropy—good work»—are none of my busiaeM.

My bminesi, tir, is to make you a home. And with

the exception of one person that I know about poA*

tively, the rest of the workl can go hang."
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"That statement," said Wilmot, "sounds very

pagan and profane to me and also very, very beauti-

fuL But,who,mayIask,i8tlii8 0lfarpenoQ?'' Hb
brows gathered a little jealously.

"This other person/' said Barbara quietly, "it at

the present moment a total stranger to us."

Then she leaned forward until her head was on his

breast. And she gave a little sigh which was fifty

per cent comfort, and fifty per cent courage. She

could hear his heart beating like a trip-hammer. Had

he burst into immortal eloquence, his wtnds would

have been of less consequence in her ear.

"And when you think," said she, "that some

women spend the best years of their lives making

skUuesI"

THE WSD




