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THE GRAY DAWN
I

ON THE veranda of the Bella Union Hotel, San Fran-
CISCO, a man sat enjoying his morning pipe. The Bella
Union overlooked the Plaza of that dav, a dusty, un-

kempt, open space, later to be swept and graded and dignified
into Portsniouth Square. The man was at the younger fringe
of midd e life. He was dressed neatly and carefully in the
fashionable costume of the time, which was the year of grace
I8S2- As to countenance, he was square and solid; as to
physique he was the same; as to expressic.i, he inclined toward
the quietly humorous; in general he would strike the observer
as deliberately, philosophically competent. A large pair of
steelbound spectacles sat halfway down his nose. Sometimes
he read his paper through their lenses; and sometimes, for-
getting, he read over the tops of their bows. The newspaper he
held was an extraordinary document. It consisted of lour large
pages. The outside page was filled solidlv with short eight or
ten hne advertisements; the second page grudgingly vouch-
sated a single colmv.n of news items; the third page warmed toa column of editorial and another of news; all the rest of the
space on these and the entire fourth page was again crowded
close with the short advertisements. They told of the arrival
of ships the consignment of goods, the movements of real
estate, the sales of stock, but mainly of auctions. The man
paid little attention to the scanty news, and none at all to the
editorials. His name was John Sherwood, and he was a pow-
ertul and respected public gambler.

3



4 THK GRAY DAWN
The approach across tlic PI;!za of a eroiin of m..n ., i u-

..;
lay aside hi. pap.r, and wi.l. i, U^^^,°aT iT^.I}'"'o the l.l,er slranRely changed his whokc L, ,„„ ?7,*_^o»phieal nuddle-ased quietude fell from him Tb«am:

inThth^sr„f'sr^;r:h:i'-":"fsr''''",'-''''r

low-eutwal (c asoft .in*^" vC; '
™"™l™-<'. splendid,

collar.; varnished LXinyX'Z'S Zf'' Y "'"«

r^^;=!Se^i^{zE:^5:^
tinnk, or fight with anybody. At sicht of 4,™'^ ,1

""S^'

iore just the man we are looking foh'" cried n tnli ^ igracefu vount fpllnw "\v^ „, '^"<^a a tail, dark,

dom The diu n

"""^ ^" 'P""^"^ "''^dful of wis-

Tnhn iu ''""i\^.''^
o" some one, and we cain't decide who"

^^
Joh^^Sherwood, h. keen eyes twinkling, set his cha^' doiton
"State vour case, Cal," he said.

wiS^ihii'hiuTfi'ntrr' :l:r'>-'>•
r'r' ™"

gave the flavour of .h'epSl '

,£;^"^.;1'^''..Xhere—excuse f7ir ^hn,-ifr t u nr ,

,^^"""'-''^"- jonn V\ebb,

that he ha:\:rn t'o' e i n'^^ Tnd tlTafr""^"'
"." ^^^ ^^^

arrogates to himself the TSive K in
?""' ^7' ^" ''^^^

semblage"
exclusive l>in privileges of this as-

,,;?:L^^^:-dC^:^S--::;"Etedrin.a.on

^-.^Sy^,:;^eri^rL:^Sij;:-r
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THE GRAY DAWN 5
"I told them an innocent experience of mine, and they try

to hold mc up for drinks. I don't object to giving them a
reasonable amount of drinks-what / call reasonable," headded hastily, "but I object to being held up "

r..l"'fl''^u-,*''/''^
^" '""'''" I'"^ •" ^ «"^^"' aJ^^rt, nervous,

rather flashily dressecj individual named Rovvlee, caitor of the
Bugle.

"I did!" stoutly asseverated Webb.

eat'u
"'^ ^^""^ ^^ ^^''"'^ ^ '''^^ °^ *'''^'' '° ^^''^ ""'^^^y ^0"^^

''Sounds perfectly reasonable," said Sherwood.
And that nobody could break it," Rowlee went on.
I have no difficulty in believing that," said Sherwood ju-

dicially. \ our case is mightv weak yet, Cal "

"But he claims it was so hard that they used it for a grind-
stone. °

"I did not!" disclaimed Webb indignantly.
An accusing groan met this statement.
"I tell you I didn't say anything of the kind," roared Webb

nis bull voice overtopping them all.

net't^^"'
^^^^ ^^ ^'°" '^^' '^^"'"' ^^^"^"g'^d Calhoun Ben-

''I said we tried to use her as a grindstone," said Webb, "but
It didn t work.

"Weak case, boys; weak case," said Sherwcod.
The httle group, their eyes wide, their nostrils distended

waited accusingly for Webb to proceed. After an interval, the
sheriff, staring critically at the lighted end of his cigar, went on
in a drawling voice:

nn"^vv K,' '""l'^'!,''
^'^ ^ ^"^' ^^''^^gh her to hang her axle

on^ We blunted all our drills. Everj- Sunday we'd try a new
scheme. Finally we laid her flat under a tree and rigged a
ightmn rod down to the centre of her. No use. She tore
that lightning all to pieces."

T Pc^x""^ ? ^'.^^'"' ^'^^^ ^ ""^P'd' i'^^ocent eye, to catch
John Shefwood gazing at him accusingly.



THE GRAY DAWN
John Webb " said he, "you forget that I came out here in

reallyl don't Thff^, ''•'"? '''"" '' '^'^ ^'«^^ ^"^ ""«-rtaiiy l don t. The fact is, he went on with a perfectlv solpmna.r of conhdencc, "th^ /act is. I've hved out here so on« anclold so many damn .es that now without some help I don

v

know when to believe myself
" * ^

;;

Do we get that drink? " insisted Calhoun Bennett.Uh Lord, yes, you always get a drink."

SheS.""""'
°" """ "•' " "™--™". - °f course, Mr.

''I see you got Mcx Ryan off, Cal." he observrH "v

you^h'TcarUrfo"".^'""""'" '^"^""^ '^' '^". "i-k

"Yes," grumbled Webb, "hut he eot siv monfhc a t

"ThJ - M ,, I" '"" =" '^""y '•»^c. turned him loosei"

"It »s taTi".","''' m" ","'"' '°° ""h!" smiled Bret.It was takir some nsk to lei him oil as easy as we HiH r,"n t so long since the Vigilantes " ^
' "

^,^'Oh, hell, we ean handle that son of trash now," snorted

"teLl* :t;"h'H'f-
","-™>--

"
'''"^ R-*-^ curiously

membe" 0, he groun a ml 'h"""^'^''"
'"«*'^"'^ '"' '""'^

This was DickEhLTaT :„dlc"ed' S"'"" ''"^"•

ratheruS ' ' "' ™»"'«cently apparelled, bu!

"Well, I <io ask it," said Rowlee.
But to this he got no response.



THE GRAY DAWN
7

"Come on, ain't you Rot that valuable paper folded up yet?"
rumbled Webb to Sherwood.
They all turnc 1 down the hiRh-pillarcd veranda, toward the

bar, talking idly and facetiously of last ni '

's wine and this
morning's head. A door opened at their very elbow, and in it a
woman appeared.



II

SHF .vas a sIc-ndtT w„aian, „f medium height, with a small

have noUccd ZcU b v hcT^JidrC'lir";
'^ """,'"

charminirly."
"nimea ntr up. She carries her head

coJu!:r;t :;;k.i;:;:^71:^t -t
^^" ^^^ «^ ^^ ^'^^

rose like a tlo vc? om '^'^V^''^^'".
above which her neck

silken petticoats C\ ii""'. ""T^
^"" ^'^'^^''^ ^^''^^ many

shoes, he u'^cro'-dt^r
''^"^^"-^^'"^; 'o^v sandalled

ankles. /camcVl Xt ,Z^ "'^T'^
"'°""'' ^^^ite slender

fell with he C a ;,'"ecl;:
'^"'' f" '^'^'"' ^"^ ^"^

of her bod,,.- ma :ivo ,n , T ^!""'^ '"'^'"^''^'^ ^^e folds

w^s and
. asti;r::r:j h:::^rrd^::,:^:xs;!^--^

^^^

tered a room Sher vl M " '' ?T^ """^^^"^ ^««^' ^"^ ^>'room, bhtrvvood followed, closing the door after him.
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THE GRAY DAWN 9
^Want somcthitiR, Patsy?" ho inquired.
The r(K)m was ohviousiy one of the k-st of the Bella Union

hrough ,ts two Windows, and it contained a small iron stove,
n all other resfKTts U differed quite from anv other hotel room

Lr
"

h'"" ?T"" "^ '^'"^ '''"'
''^ ^'^'y f«rP=t covered the

ul^; ^;^"^'"f''^^'"•'
"^ '^•^'•"^^ "•• »^'P^--^^'v, wall paper

numerous books and papers, a canary, in a hrassca^e, hung n thesunshme of one of the windows, flitted from jxr^h to per h^
..ccasionally uttermg a few liquid notes under its breath.

Just a httle change. Jack, if you have some with you." saidthe woman. Her speaking voice was rich and low
Sherwood thrust a forefinger into his waistcoat pocket, and

procluced on. of the hexagonal slugs of gold current at that

"Oh. not so much!" she protested.
I^All I've got. What arc you up to to-dav, Patsy? "

thing tt!r\:'r?^
''"" '' "^'^ Lee's-unless there is some-

thiir«y? "
'"*''"'•

^^' ^'°" ^° '^ '''' ^^'' ^' ^--^

She smiled with her lips, but her eyes darkened.

I'll fr'Jlh
.'^'"!'

r^l-^'"'
""^ altogether enjoyable. I doubt if

1 11 try that sort of thmg again."
Sherwood's eye suddenly became cold and dangerous.
If they didn't treat you right

"

She smiled, genuinely this time, at his sudden truculence.
They didn t mob me," she rejoined equably, " and, anyway.

I suppose It IS to be expected."
' ^' '

J'^'^X*

I'Jj's
^'lat cat of Morrell's," he surmised.

I.rk Tr''~'^n''
^'^''\ ^ ^"Sht not to have spoken of it,

'
Pn .' r l^

''"""^^^^ ^^"^ contempt of sensible people."
1

11 get after Morrell, if he doesn't make that woman behave,"
said Sherwood, without attention to her last sper-h
She smiled at him again, entirely calm and reasonable.



10 THE GRAY DAWN
And what good would it do to 'get after 'MorrcII?" shcaskedMrs. Morrell only stands for what most of them feel I don'icare, anyway. I get along splendidly without them "

Shesauntered over to the window, where she began idly to poke onefinger at the canarv. ^ ^
^

''For the life of m'e. Patsy," confessed Sherwood, "I can't seethat they re an mspinng lot, anyway. From what little I'veseen of them they haven't more than an idea apiece. They'dbore me to death m a week " t- x uty u

WhL^TT"'-
They'd bore me, too. Don't talk about them.W hen do they expect the Panama-do vou know? "

topic.'

"""''"""' P"^'^^'^"^^ he refused to abandon the

ur.t'i"'"'i™"^''u
^ ^^°"'^ '"' ^he point," he insisted. "You'vegot more brams than the whole lot of them together vouWotmore sense, you're a lot better looking "-he sumv"d he'standing m the full light by the canary'^cage, her tt e «lossvhead thrown back, her pink lips pouted teasingly at th ha medand aguated bird, her tine clear features profiled in thetWof

o^thira:r~t
""' '-'''' ^ ''-^^'''-'' ^^^'' ^^^icK -:

Sh?; Tl'^-
^'"' P^'haps you'll tell me the point."She left the canary and came to face him

1 m not respectable," she said.
At the word he exploded
"Respectable.? What are you talking about? You talk a.though-as though we weren't married, egad"'

"'

.

VVfc got married as soon as we could, <lidn't we?" he rnVHindignantly. "Was it our fault that we didn't it 1 ^^
sooner? And what difference did it make, t^^ """^'



THE GRAY DAWN n
"Now don't get all worked up," she chided. "I'm just

telling you why, in the eyes of some of these people, I'm not
'respectable.' You asked me, you know."
"Go on," he conceded to this last.

"Well, we ran away and weren't married. That's item one
Then perhaps you've forgotten that I sat on lookout for some of
your games in the early days in the mining camps?"

"Forgotten?" said Sherwood, the light of reminiscence
sponging to his eyes.

The same light had come into hers.

"Will you ever forget," she murmured, "the camps by the
summer streams, the log towns, the lights, the smoke, the free-
dom—the comradeship "

"Homesick for the old rough days?" he teased.
"Kind of," she confessed. "But it wasn't ' respectable '—a

—well, a. fairly good-looking woman in a miner's saloon."
He flared again.

"Do you mean to tell me they dare say "

"They dare say anything—behind our backs," she said, with
cool contempt. "It's all driveUing nonsense. I care nothing
about It. But you asked me. Don't bother your head about
It Have you anything to suggest doing this morning, instead
of \et Lee's?" She turned away from him toward the door
leading into another room. "I'll get my hat," she said over
her shoulder.

"Look here. Patsy," said Sherwood, rather grimly, "if you
want to get in with that lot, you shall."
She stopped at this, and turned square around.
"If I do—when I do—I will," she replied. "But, John Sher-

wood, you mustn't interfere—never in the world! Promise!"
She stood there, almost menacing in her insistence, evidently
resolved to nip this particularly masculine resolution in the bud.
"Egad, Patsy," cried Sherwood, "you are certainly a ravine

beauty!" °

He covered the ground between them in two strides, and
crushed her in his arms. She threw her head back for his kiss.
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A knock sounded, and almost immediately a very black

very bullet-headed young negro thrust his head in at the door.
"Sam," said Sherwood deliberately, "some day I'm eoinc

to kill you'" ^ ^

"Yes, sah! yes, sah!" agreed Sam heartily.

"Well, what the devil do you want?"
"Th' Panarm done been signalled; yes, sah!" said the negro,

but without following his head through the door.
" Well, what the devil do you suppose I care, you black limb? "

roared Sherwood, "and what do you mean coming in here before
you're told?"

" Yes, sah, yes, sah, dat's right," ducked Sam. " Shell I awdah
the team, sah?"

"I suppose we might as well go see her docked. Would you
like It?" he asked his wife.

"I'd love it."

" Then get the team. And some day I'm going to kill you."



Ill

MRS. SHERWOOD prepared herself first of all by powder-
ing her nos". This simple operation, could it have been
seen by the " respectable " members of the community

would m itself hav^ branded her as "fast." In those days
cosmetics of any sor^ were by most considered inventions of the
devil. Tt tooj. extraordinary firmness of character even to
protec .le's self against sunburn by anvthing more artificial
than the shadow of a hat or a parasol. Then she assumed a
fasc-inatmg little round hat that fitted well down over her small
head. This, innocent of pins, was held on bv an elastic at the
bac^c. A ribbon, hanging down directly in front, could be
utilized to steady it in a breeze.

"All ready," she announced, picking up a tinv parasol, about
big enough for a modern doll. "You may carry my mantle "

Near the foot of the veranda steps waited Sam at the heads
of a pair of beautiful, slim, satiny horses. Their bav coats had
been groomed until they rippled and sparkled with every
movement of the muscles beneath. Wide red-lined nostrils
softly expanded and contracted with a restrained eagerness-
and soft eyes rolled in the direction of the Sherwoods—keen
hthe, nervous, high-strung creatures, gently stamping little
hoofs, impatiently tossing dainty heads, but nevertheless making
no movement that would stir the vehicle that stood "cramped"
at the steps. Their harness carried no blinders; their tails, un-
docked, swept the ground; but their heads were pulled into the
air by the old stupid overhead check reins until their noses
pointed almost straight ahead. It gave them rather a haughty

Sherwood stepped in first, took the reins in one hand, and
13



H THE GRAY DAWX
oflered his oUk r luind to his wlL-. Sam instantly left the
horses' heads to hold a wicker contrivance against "the arc of
the wheels. This was to protect skirts from duslv tires. Mrs.
Shr.-wood settled as gracefully to her place as a butterflv on its

llower. Sam snatched away the wicker guards. Sherwood
spoke to the horses. With a purring little snort thev moved
smoothly away. The gossamerlike wheels tlirew the light
from their swift sjwkes. Sam, half choked b>- the swirl of dust.
gazed after them. Sherwood, leaning slightly forward against
the first eagerness of the animals, showecl a strong, competent,
arresting figure, with his beaver hat, his keen grim face, his snow-
Avhite iinen, and the blue of his brass-buttoned coat. The
beautiful horses were stepping as one, a delight to t!ie eve, mak-
ing nothing whatever of the frail vehicle at their heJls.' But
Sam's eye lingered longest on the small staielv figure of his
mistress. She sat very straight, her head high, the little parasol
jwised against the sun, the other hand clasping the hat ribbon.
"Dem's quality foh sure!" said Sam with conviction.
Sherwood drove rapidly around th." edge of tlie Plaza and

so mto Kearney Street. From here to the water front were by
now many fireproof brick and stone structures, with double doors
and iron shutters, like fortresses. So much had San Francisco
learned from her five disastrous fires. The stone had come
from China, the brick also from overseas. Down sule streets
one caught glimpses of huge warehouses—alread.v in this year
of 1S52 men talked of the open-air auctions of three vears before
as of something in history inconceivablv remote. The streets
where formerly mule teams had literallv been drowned in mud'
now were covered with planking. This made a t^nc resounding
pavement. Horses' hoofs went merrilv klop, klo ), klop, and the
wheels rumbled a dull undertone. San Francisco had been very
proud of this pavement when it was new. She was very grateful
for it even now, for in the uj^per part of town the mud and dust
were still something awful. Unfortunately the planks were be-
gmnmg to wear out in places; and a citv government, trying
to give the least possible for its taxes, had made no repairs'!
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There wcTL' many holes, large or small: jagged, splintered, ugly
holes going ilown to indeterminate blackness either of depth or
mud. Private philanthropists had fenced or covered these.
Private facetiousness had labelled most of them with sign-
boards. These were rough pictures of disaster painted from the
marking pot, and various screeds—" Head of Navigation,"
"No Bottom," "Horse and Dray Lost Here," "Take Sound-
ings," "Storage, Inquire Below," "Good Fishing for Teal,"
and the like.

•Among these obstructions Sherwood guided his team skilfully,
dodging not only them, but other vehicles darting or crawling'
in the same direction. There were no rules of the road. Omni-
buses careered along, every window rattling loudly; drays
crc'-'-ed and strained, their horses' hoofs slipping against wet
[)lai..vs; horsemen threaded their way; nondescript delivery
wagons tried to outrattle the omnibuses. The din was some-
thing extraordinary—hoofs drumming, wheels rumbling, oaths
and shouts, and from the sidewalks the blare and bray of brass
banfls in front of the various auction shops. Newsboys and
bootblacks darted in all directions, shouting raucouslv as they
do to-day. Cigar boys, an institution of the time, 'added to
the hubbub. Ever>-body was going in the same direction, some
sauntering with an air of leisure, some hurrving as though iheir
fortunes were at stake.

A wild shriek arose, and everybody made room for t he steam
sand shovel on its way to dump the sand hills into the bay. It
was called the "steam paddy" to distinguish it from the "hand
paddy"—out of Cork or Dublin. It rumbled l)v on its track,
very much like juggernaut in its culm indifference as to how
many it ran over. Sherwood's horses looked at it nervously
askance; but he spoke to them, and though they trembled they
stood.

Now they debouched on the Central Wharf, and the sound of
the hoofs and the wheels changetl its tone. Central Wharf
e.xtended a full mile into the bay. It was lined on either side
Its narrow road.vay by small shacks, in wiiich were otTered fowls^
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sh, vegetables candy, refreshments. Some of them weremy saloons or gambling houses. But by far the maio ty werethe culm Ics where the Jewish slop sellers displayed th r UresMen returning from the mines here landed, and here repk-nishc itheir wardrobes. Ever>-thing was exposed to ^.iew out ie likeclothes hung out after a rain.

ouisiat, like

The narrow way between this long row of shops was crowderla most dangerously. Magnificent dray horses. wUh bng h^onthe fetlocks above their big h.^ny hoofs, bridling in cons ouspnde of silver-mounted harness and curled or braided mnesrose above the ruck as their ancestors, the warhorses m s?^ h"
'

seen u,ih a ilUe cleared space at his heels. Or a privatecabsli pickii.j; lis way circumspeclly
^

cou'irsl-e orr'u'fr'f'r"" "'f*-"-'!-" Mrs. Sherwood

body' ;;•;;:^ .rt- s::s' repot^^^rSir'^-H^-

, .
^^^<^i^theless, nothing escaned her <<hf.

^n, around .nderf. ™: fr„rr„re'rsT„rL.:,ror°s.:::™^

^-edy„4n,a„;:::';,,:c£drri;?^^

ocrna„y:Thr,r™r t!i:rth"r r'-^r
« ^

glimpses of blue waLfr^f si io';r'„I
*"''"' '''"' ''"«''<

the tall pile driver, ^hZl
'^ °''' "' "''-"'' ""™> °i

with tireteaTe ltcfa?d S' h"
'""" ff''

, '''''"'

n itls tas. Suddenly l^^', ^l^'^S'-'Llrr
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People crowded to right and left, clamHering, shouting, scream-

down^T^ ^''"^""^ "" ^ "^^' ^"SS>' '^^'"'^ ^-^^^^'""g

A collision seemed inevitable. Sherwood turned his horses'
heads directly at an open shop front. They hesitated, their smallpomted ears workmg nervously. Sherwood spoke to them. Thevmoved lorwarcl quivering, picking their way daintily. Sherwood

the a. of the buggy by two feet. A moment later a grand crashmarked he end of its career farther ck>wn the line. A^a nSherwood spoke to his horses, and e.xerted the slightest pressureon the reins. Daintily, slowly, their ears twitching backandforth, their hne eyes rolling, they backed out of the op!ning
rhroughout all this e.xciting little incident the woman had notaltered her pose nor the expression of her face. Her head highher eye ruminative she had looked on it all as one quice de-'tached from possible consequences. The little parasol did not

h?'HM T''- 1 -"l"'^'
^"^^ deliberately, she had rehnquthedthe ibbon by which she heU' on her hat, and had pla'ed herslender hand steadingly on the side of the vehicle

The bystanders, already leaping down from their places ofrefuge and again crowding the narrow way, directed admiringeyes toward the beautiful, nervous, dociie' hor^s theSand dominating man, and the poised, dainty creature\t Ws sW^One drunken individual cheered her personally. At this a faintshell pmk appeared in her cheeks, though she gave no other silthat she had heard She..ood glance'd down at her anSBut now emerged the Jew slop seller, verv voluble He haddarted like a rat to some mysterious inner recess of his burrowbut now he was out again filling the air with lamentations cTa ms'appeals for justice. Sherwood did not even -^lance toward h,^-'but m the veryact of tooling his horses into the road^^^^^^^^^^
the man some silver. Immediately, with shouts and cheers andlaughter, the hoodlums nearby began a scramble
The end of the long wharf widened to a great square, free of allbuildings but a sort of warehouse near one end Here a rope

3
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divided ofT a landing space. Close to the rope the multitudecrouded, ready for its entertainment. Mere alsVstcK dh" Itdv

b'» II?,. r' ^?,"
• '"°''"'"' ""'' "'^' ^"^ "-•t«l- On their

and .hey gave way rll't^g.'lXt:ZTZV'^'"-tossing their heads rnli;n„ lU
^^^- ^^^ horses,

nev.fhe4q-t:f^:;:r,-rat«^

ment for whkh he JowH h, , ^^ "l'
7""^ "' "" '""-^i"-

SherwoodshadmadoThete cu??o "1^ ''^^f'^:,
''"'''^' ""

bundles and theiTo„rri,ll ,
."^

*'"« ''"'''j'
'" '"* "'*

fashion aey offerS^^ai Sh
'

T'' "°'''''''' '^'"'^'^"'^ "I

them looked "athef be"/dertd 'S '"'"""^T'^-
Some of

aT^nfrofe f'-^^^^^^^^

t
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plunging and excitement, to plow a vvav through the crowd antf
so dipurt Amu.ing things har)i)ened to which the Sherwood^,
called each other's attention. Thus a man. i.urdene.l with a
single vahse, ducked un.ler the ropes near them. .\ paper hov
happened to be standing near. The passenger olTered the bov
a tiity-cent piece.

"Here, Inn-," said he. "just carry this valise for me "

The paper boy gravely contemplated the fifty cents, dove into
nis pocket, and produced another.

.,

"Here, -man," said he, handing them both to the traveller
take this and carry it yourself."

'

One by one the omnibuses tilled and departed. The stream of
passengers down the gangi^lank had ceased. The crowd began
to thin Sherwood gathered his rehis to go. Mrs. Sherwood
suddenly laid her hand on his forearm.
"Oh, the poor thing.'" she cried, her voice thrilling with com-

passion.

A young man and a steward were supporting a girl down
the gangplank. Evidently she was very weak and ill. Her face
was chalky white, with dark rings under the eves, her lips were
pale, and she leaned heavily on the men. Although she could not
have heard Mrs. Sherwood's exclamation of pitv. she happened to
look upat that instant, reveahngapairof large, dark,andappeal-
ing eyes. Her figure, too, dressed in a plain travelling dress
strikingly simple but bearing the unmistakable mark of dis-
tinction, was appealing; as were her exquisite, smooth baby skin
and the downwanl drooping, almost childlike, curves of her lips
Ihe inequahties of tne riblx^d gangplank were sufficient to cause
her to stumble.

"She is very weak," commented Mrs. Sherwood.
"She is-or would be-remarkably pretty," added Sherwood.

I wonder what ails her."

Arrived at the foot of the gangplank the young man removed
his hat with an air of perplexity, and looked about him. He was
of the rather florid, always boyish type; and the removal of his
hat had revealed a mat of close-curling brown hair, like a cap over

J
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his wolL-hap^vl head The normal expression of his face wa,l>r..hal.ly .inizzually humorous, for alrea.lv ih,- li. I

. ,
hahuual half lau«h,er were skeU he,l aZa liis

'

"ei""'
""' "'

w..^.«,l,eline.ha;tls;j;aS^hr^:X;rXS

gangplank. The sf^t.T
i a e^::'^A'

•

' I h:'
'",":

.ntenfon. She passed her arm ariuS h
"

rl' \v L Th

e.es;<,r;cr:m;::jT,;::re^:ri:;*^f''^-*^^
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AHALF hour later the two men, havinj; deposited the
women sjifely in the Sherwoods' rooms at the Bella

- Union, and havinj,' been unceremoriouslv dismissed hy
Mrs. Sherwood, ^irolled together to the veranda. They had
not, until now, had a chance to exchange six words.
The newcomer, who announced himself as Milton Keith from

Baltimore, proved to have a likable and engaging [)ersonality.
He was bubbling with interest and enthusiasm; and these
qualities, provided thej' are backed solidly, are always pre-
possessing. Sherwood, quietly studying him, concluded that
such was the case. His jaw and mouth were set in firm lines ; his
eye, while dancing and mischievous, had depths of capability
pnd reserves of forcefulness. But Sherwood was, by inclination
and by the necessities of his profession, a close observer of men.
Another, less practised, might have seen here merely an eager,
rather talkative, apparently volatile, very friendly, quite un-
reserved young man of twenty-five. Any one, analytical or
otherwise, could not have avoided feeling the attractive force of
the youth's personality, the friendly quality that is nine tenths
individual magnetism and one tenth the' cast of mii d thai
initially takes for granted the other man's friendliness.

At the moment Keith was boyishly avid for the sights of the
new city. In these modern days of long journeys, a place so remote
as San Francisco, in the most commonplace of circumstances,
gathers to its reputation something of the fabulous. How much
rnore true then of a city built from sand dunes in four years; five
times swept by fire, yet risingagain and better before its ashes were
extinct; the resort of all the picturesque, unknown races of the
earth—the Chinese, the Chileno, the Mexican, the Spanish, the

21
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as remote, as insubsianlial, as phantomlikf, as this had
SCI'm I'd.

" FA-enyel I can't bdi-vo it'sul! so." he cricl.walkinR excitedly
hai k and fo-th, and wu. ".ij,' an extinct cijjar. "I've got to see it
touch It: Why, I know it all in advanie. That must hv where
the Jenny Lmd Theatre stcMxl-hefore the tire -just opposite? 1
Ihoughl so! And the Lay used to come up to Montgomery
Street, only a hlock down! Vou sec, I know it all' And when
we came in. and I saw all those idle ships Iving at anchor, just as
they have hun smc,. their crews deserted them in '4,-) to go to the
mines-an

' know why the>' haven't been used since, why they
will conli.,uc to lie there at anchor until thev rot or sink "

"Do you?" said Sherwood, who was vastly amused and
greatly taken by this fresh enthusiasm.

'• Ves, the clipi)er ships! " Keith swept on. "The first cargoes
in this new market make the money-the fastest clippers-poor
old hulks—but you brought in the argonauts!

"

So he ran on, venting his impatience, so plainlv divided between
his sense of duly in sfying near his wife anfl his great desire to
slip the leash, that Sherwood smiled to himseli. Once again he
mentioned Coleman and the Vigilantes of '51.

" I suppose he's around here? I may see him? "

"Oh, yes," said Sherwood, "you'll sJe him. But if you would
acc.'pt a bit of advice, go slow. You must remember that such a
movement makes enemies, arouses opposition. A great many
excellent people—whom you will know—are a little doubtful
about all that."

Keith mentioned other names.
' I know them all. They are among the most influential mem-

bers of the bar." He glanced at a large watch. "Just at this
hour we might find them at the Monumental engine house
What do you say?"

'•I should like nothing better!" cried Keith.
"Your wife's illness is not likely to require immediate at-

tendance?" suggested Sherwood inquiringlv.
'•She's only seasick—horrible voyage—she's alwavs under the
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Sher-
papcrs. A double door showed a bi'li.ru ia\nt in action,
wood indicated a closed door across lie hali.

"Card rooms," said he briefly.

^

The air was blue with smoke anc •:.;)' wv.h -.ather vocifera-
tive conversation and laughter. Several ixwups of men were
gathered in little knots. A negro in white duck moved here and
there carrying a tray.

Sherwood promptly introduced Keith to many of these men,
and he was as promptly asked to name his drink.' Keith caught
few of the names, but he liked the hearty, instant cordiality.
Remarking on the beauty and order of the machines, loud cries
arose for 'Taylor: Bert Taylor!" After a moment's delay a
short, stocky, very red-faced man, with rather a fussy manner,
came forward.

"Mr. Keith," said a tall, dark youth, with a pronounced
Southern accent, "I want foh to make you acquainted with Mr.
Tayloh. Mr. Tayloh is at once the patron saint of the Monu-
mcntals, but to a large extent its 'angel' as well—I hope you
understand the theatrical significance of that term, suh. He is

motheh, iatheh,guardeen, and dry nurse to every stick, stone, and
brick, every piece of wood, brass, or rubbah, every inch of hose,
and every man and Irishman on these premises." Taylor had
turned an embarrassed brick red. "Mr. Keith," went on the
dark youth, explanatorily, "was just sayin' that though he had
inspected carefully many fire equipments, per'fessional and
amateur, he had nevali feasted his eyes on so complete an outht
as that of our Monumentals."

Keith had not said all th Is, but possibly he had meant it. The
brick-red, stocky little man was so plainly embarrassed and
anxious to depart that Keith racked his brains for something to
say. All he could remember was the manufacturer's nameplate
on the machine downstairs.

"I see you have selected the Hunaman engine, sir," said he.
The little man's eye brightened.

"It may be, sir, that you favour the piano-box t\-pe—of the
sort made by Smith or Van Ness?" he inquired [joliiely.



m
Z<) THE GRAY DAWN

I
i

^

" It is a point on which my opinion is still suspended," replied
Keith with great gravity.

The little man moved nearer, and his shyness fell from him.
''Oh, but really there is no choice, none whatever.'" he cried.

"I'm sure, sir, I can convince you in five minutes. I assure
you we have gone into the subject thoroughly—this Hunaman
cost us over five thousand dollars; and you may be certain we
went very thoroughly into the matter 'before making the in-
vestment "

He went on talking in his self-etTacing, deprccatorv, but very
earnest fashion. The other men in the '..up, Keith felt, were
watchmg with covert amusement. Occasiooallv, he thought to
catch half-concealed grins at his predicament, 'in less than the
five minutes the claims of the piano box were utterly demolished.
Followed a dissertation on methods of fighting fire; and then a
history of the Monumental Company—its members, its officers,
and its proud recv)rd. "And our bell—did vou know that?—
is the bell used by the Vigilantes " He broke off suddenlv in
confusion, his embarrassment descending on ..an again.' A
moment later he sidled away.
"But I found him very interesting!" protested Keith, in

answer to im[)lied apologies.

"Bert is invaluable here; but he's a lunatic on fire apI^aratus.
We couldn't gel along without him, but it's sometimes mighty
difficult to get on :.7V// him," said some one.

Keith was making a good impression without consciously
trying to do so. His high spirits of youth and enthusiasm were
m his favour; and as yet he had no interests to come into conflict
with those of any one present. More drinks were ordered and
fresh cigars lighted. From Sherwood tliev now learned that
Keith had but just landed, and intended to settle as a per-
manent resident. As one man they uprose.
"And yo' wastin' of yo' time indoors!" mourned the dark

Southerner. "And so much to see!"
Enthusiastically they surrounded him and led him forth.

Only a very old, very small, very decadent village is dexoid of
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what is modcrnly called the "booster" spirit. In those early

days of slow transportation and isolated communities, local

pa.riolism was much strt)ngcr than it is now. And something

about the air's wine of the Pacific slope has always, and probably

will always, make of e\ery man an earnest proselyte for what-

ever patch of soil he calls home. But add to these general

considerations the indubitable facts of harbour, hill, health,

opportunity, activity, and a genuine history, if of only three

years, one can no longer marvel that every man, each in his own

way, saw visions.

In the course of the next few hours Keith got confused and

mixed impressions of many things. The fortresslike warehouses;

the plank roads; the new Jenny Lind Theatre; the steam paddies

eating steadily into the sand hills at the edge of town; the

Dramatic Museum; houses perched on the crumbling edges of

hills; houses sunk far below the level of new streets, with tin cans

and ducks lloating around them; new ofhce buildings; places

wliere new office Ijuildings were going to be or merely ought to be;

land that in five years was going to be worth fabulous sums; un-

likely looking spots where b' ' - things had stood or had

happened—all these were poi. t to him. He was called

ui)on to exercise the eye of faith . reconstruct; to elim' late the

unl'nished, the mean, the sordid; to overlook the inadequate; to

build the city as it was sure to be; and to concern himself with

that and that only. He admired Mount Tamalpais over the way.

He was taken up a high hill—a laborious journey—to gaze on the

spot where he would have been able to see Mount Diabolo, if only

Mount Diabolo had been visible. And every few blocks he was

halted anil made to shake hands with some one who was always

immediately characterized to him impressively, under the breath
—"Colonel Baker, sir, one of the most divinely endowed men
with the gift of eloquence, sir "; " Mr. Rowlee, sir, editor of one of

our leading journals "
; "Judge Caldwell, sir at present one of the

ornaments of our bench"; "Mr. Ben Sansome, sir, a leadin'

young man in our young but vigorous social life"; and so on.

These introductions safely and ceremoniously accomplished,
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each newcomer insisted on leading the way to the nearest
bar.

"I insist, sir. It is just th hour for my afternoon toddy."
After some murmuring of expostulation, the in\ italion was in-

variably accepted.

There was always a ba'room immediately adjacent. Keith
was struck b>' tht number and splendour of these places. Al-
though San Francisco was only three years removed from the
tent stage, and although the freightage Irom the centres of
civilization was appalling, there was no lack of lu.xury. Mahog-
any bars with brass rails, huge mirrors with gill frames, pyramids
of delicate crystal, rich hangings, oil paintings of doubtful merit
but indisputable interest, heavy chandeliers of prism glasses,
most elaborate free lunches, and while-clad barkeepers—such
matters were common to all. In addition, certain of the more
pretentious boasted special attractions. Thus, one place sup-
ported its ceiling on crystal pillars; another—and this was
crowded—had dashing young women U serve the drinks, though
the mixing was done by men; a third of jrcd one of the new large
musical boxes capable of playing several very noisy tunes; a fourth
had imported a marvellous piece of mechanism: a piece of
machinery run by clockwork, exhibiting the sea in motion, a shin
tossing on its bosom; on shore, a watermill in action, a train of
cars passing over a bridge, a deer chase with hounds, huntsmen,
and game, all in pursuit or tiight, and the like. The barkeepers
were marvels of dexterity and of especial knowledge. At com-
mand they would deftly and skilfully mix a gr?at variety of
drinks—cocktails, sangarees, juleps, bounces, swizzles, and many
others. In mixing these drinks it was their especial pride to
pass them at arm's length from one tall glass to another, the fluid
describing a long curve through the air, but spilling never a drop.

In these places Keith pledged in turn each of his new acquaint-
ances, and was pledged by them. Never, he thought, had he
met so jolly, so interesting, so experienced a lot of men. They
had not only lived history, they had made it. They were so full

of high spirits and the spirit of play. His heart warm-d to them
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mightily; and over and over he told himself that he had madr no
mistake in his long voyage to new ticlds of endeavour. On the
other hand, he, too, made a good impression. Naturally the
numerous drinks had something to do with this mutual esteem;
but also it was a fact that his boyish, laughing, half-reckless spirit

had much in common with the spirit of the times. Quite ac-
cidentally he discovered that the tall, dark Southern youth was
Caliioun Bennett. This then seemed to him a remarkable co-
incidence.

" Why, I have a letter of introduction to you ! " he said.

Again and again he recurred to this point, insisting on telling

ever\-body how extraordinary the situation was.
"Here I've been talking to him for three hours,"' he exclaimed,

"and never knew who he was, and all the time I had a letter of
introduction to him I

"

This and a warm irresponsible glow of comradeship were the
sole indications of the drinks he had had. Keith possessed a
strong head. Some of the others were not so fortunate. Littic
Rowlee was frankly verging on drunkenness.
The afternoon wind was beginning to die, and the wisps of

high fog that had, since two o'clfck, been flying before it, now
paused and forgathered to veil the sky. Dusk was falling.

"Look here," suggested Rowlee suddenly; "let's go to
Allen's Branch and have a good dinner, and then drift around to
Belle's place and see if there's any excitement to be had there-
abouts."

"Belle—our local Aspasia, sah," breathed a very elaborate,
pompous, elderly Southerner, who had been introduced as Major
Marmaduke Miles.

But this suggestion brought to Keith a sudden realization of
the lateness of the hour, the duration of his absence, and the fact
that, not only had he not yet settled his wife in rooms of her own,
but had left her on the hands of strangers. For the first time he
noticed that Sherwood was not of the party.

"When did Sherwood leave?" he cried.

"Oh, a right sma't time ago," said Bennett.
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Keith slartfd to his feet.

•^ 1 should like to join you," said he, " but it is impossible now "
A cliorus ot expostulation went up at this
"But 1 haven't settled down yet!" persisted Keith. "I don'tknow even whether my bag-j;an;e is at the hotel."
They waived aside his objections; but finding him obdurateperhaps a httie pamcky over the situation, they gave over urgili^

"But you mu>t join us later in the evening," said they.
1 he idea grew. ^

"I tell you what," said Rowke, with half-drunken gravitv
he s got to conie back. Wc can't afford to lose him this earlv'And he canl afford to lose us. The best life of this gloriou;commonwealth is as yet a sealed book to him. It is our sacredduty, gcn.l.n.en to break those seals. What does he know ofour temples of erpsichore? Our altars to the gods of chance?Our bowers of the Cyprians? "

He would have gone on at length, but Keith, laughinglv pro--
testing, trymg to disengage himself from the detaiiiing hands

saTisLd
''"'

""
^'"'"'''' ^° '"'"'"• ^"^ ^^^^^'^ Rowlee was not

"
I
think we should take no chances," he stated. "How would

getsVa^ckT'"'
'' ""'^""'''"" '" ''""^P"">' ^''"' ^"^^ ''' ^hat he

,, ^f}}'^
^^^^ ^^'^s clear enough to realize with dismay thai

his bnlhant idea wa. about to take. But Ben Sansome seizesthe situation, locked his arm firmlv in Keith's.
^

" I'U see personally that he gets back," said he.



V

THAT was mif,'hty good of you; you saved niv life!" saicf

Keith to him, gratefully, as they walked up the street.
"You couldn't have that tribe of wild Indians de-

scending on your wife," said Sansome. He had kept pace v\iih
the others, but showed it not at all. Sansome was a slender,
languh', bored, quiet sort of person, exceedingly well dressed in
the height of fashion, speaking with a slight, 'well-bred drawl,
given to looking rather superciliously from beneath his fine eye-
lashes, almost too good looking. He liked, or pretended he liked,
to view life from the discriminating spectator's standpoint; and
remamed unstirred by stirring events. He prided himself on the
delicacy of his social tact. In the natural course of evolution he
would probaljly never marry, and would become in time an "old
beau," haunting ballrooms with reminiscences of old-time belles.

Keith, meeting the open air, began to feel his cxhilaraLion.
" What I need is my head under a pump for about ten seconds,"

he told Sansome frankly. " Lord ! it was just about time I got
away." *

Arrived at the hotel, Sansome said gocd-bve, but Keith would
have none of it.

" Xo, no!" he cried. " You must come in, now you've come so
far! I want you to meet my wife; she'll l)c delighted

!

"

And Sansome, whose celebrated social tact had been slightly
obscured by his potations, finallv consented. Truth to tell, it
would have been a little difficult for him to have got away.
Poising his liglu stick and gloves in his left hand, giving his
drooping moustaeiie a last twirl, and settling his heav. cravat
in place, he followed Keith down the little hall to the Sherwoods'
aoartments.
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At the knock Keith was at once invited to enter. The men
threw open the door. Sansome stared with all his might.
Nan Keith had made the usual miraculous recovery from sea-

sickness once she felt the solid ground beneath her. The heauli-
ii'I baby- textured skin had come alive with soft colour, her dark
wide, lu|uid eyes had brightened. She had assumed a soft silken'
wrapper!. ke garment with a wide sash, borrowed from Mrs'
hherwood; and at the moment was seated in an enveloping arm-
chair beneath a wide-shaded lamp. The firm, soft lines of her
hgure uncorseterl in this negligee, were suggested beneath the
silk. Sansome sto{)ped short, staring, his eyes kindling with
interest. Ifere was something not onlv new but ditTerent—

a

distinct addition. Sansome, like most dilettantes, was something
<)t a phrase maker, and prided himself on the apt word He
iound it here, to his own satisfaction, at least.
^^^'Tfer beauty is positively creamy!" he murmured to him-

At sight of her Keith crossed directly to her, full of a sudden
engaging, tender solicitude.

'

"How are you feeling now, honev? " he inquired. "Ouite re-
covered? All right now?"

vuue re

liut Xan was inclined to be a little ve.xed and reproachful. Shehad been left alone, with strangers, altogether too long. Keith
excused himself v .lubly and convincingly-she had been asleep-she was much better off not being disturbed-that this was
true was^proven by results-she was blooming, positivelv bloom-mg-as fresh as a rose leaf-of course it was rath.>r an im[)osition
on the Sherwoods, but the baggage hadn't come up vet, and
they were kind people, our sort, the sort for whom the word
obligation did not exist-he, personally, had not intended being
gone so long, but by the rarest of chances he had run across some
ot the men to whom he had introductions, and thev had been
most kind in making him acquainted-nothing was more im-
portant to a young lawyer than to "establish connections "-it
did not do to overlook a chance.
He urged all this, and more, with all his usual, vita! enthusi-
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astic i.)rcc. In spile of herself, she was overborne to a re-

proachful forgiveness.

In the meantime Mrs. Sherwood had gone over to where Ren
Sansome was slill standing hy the floor. Sanst^mc did not like

Mrs. Sherwood. He considered that she had no social tact at all.

This was mainly—though he did not analyze it—because she was
C|uite apt to speak the direct and literal truth to him; because she
had a disquieting self-contklence and competence in place of

appropriate, graceful, feminine dependence; but especially be-

cause she had never and would never play up to his game.
".\re you making a formal afternoon call, Hen?" she asled in

her cool, mocking voice. "Aren't you really a little dc Irop.^"

"I did not come of my own volition at this time, I assure you,"
he replied a trifle stiffly. The thought that he was suspected of a
blunder in social custom stung him; as, in a rather lazily amused
way, she knew it would.

At this reply she glanced keenly toward Keith, then nodded
slowly.

"I see," she conceded.

Sansome moved to go. But at this Keith's attention was
attracted. He sprang forward, seized Sansome's arm, insisted

on introducing him to Nan, was over-efTusive, over-cordial,

buoyant. Both Sansome and Mr Sherwood were experiencecl

enough to yield entirely to his mood. They understood per-
fectly that at the least opposition Keith was in just the condition
to reveal himself, perhaps, to break over the frail barrier that
separates exhilaration from loss of self-control. They saw also

that Nan had no sus[)icion of the state of afTairs. Indeed, fol-

lowing the reaction from her long voyage and her illness, she
responded and played up to Keith's high spirits. Neither wanted
her to grasp the situation if it could be avoided: Mrs. Sherwood
from genuine good feeling, Sansome because of the social awk-
wardness and bad taste. Besides, he felt that his presence at
such a scene would be a very bad beginning for himself.

"No, you're not going," Keith was insisting; "you don't
realize what a celebration this is! Here we've pulled up all our
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roots, hawn't wv. Nar? and come thousands of miles to a new
eountry, a wonderful country; and the very first day of our land-
ing you 'Aant us to act as though nothing ha<l hai)pcnedl"
Nan nodded a vigorous assent to his implied reference to her.

"And what we're going to do is to celebrate," insisted Keith.
"You're all going to dine with us. No. I insist! You're the
only friends we have out here, and you aren't going to desert us
the very first day we need you."

"I wish you would.'" cried Xan, sitting forward eagerly.

They tried to expostulate, to get out of it, hut without avail. It

seemed easier to promise. Keith rushed out to look for his hag-
gage, to ^.lange for rooms, leaving the three together to await
his return.



VI

BOTH Mrs. Sherwood and Sansomc applied ihcmsilvcs to

nlivN inj^ whatever embarrassment Xan mi^'ht feel over

this unusual situation. Sansome was possessed of {jreal

charm and social exi)erjenee. He could play the pamc of li<;ht

conversation to perfection. Hy way of hriduins the pause in

events, he set himself to describinj^ the society in which the

Keiths would shortly lind themselves launched. His remarks

were practically a monologue, interspersed by irrepressible gur-

gles of laughter from Nan. Mrs. Sherwood sat ciuietly by. She

did not lau-h. but it was evident she was amused. In this con-

genial atmosphere Sansome outdid himself.

" They arc all afraid of each other," he told her, " because they

don't know anything about each other. Each ex -washerwoman

thinks the other tx-washerwoman must have been at lea^^t a

duchess " home. It's terribly funny. If they can get hold

of six {)o. . an statuettes, a half-dozen antimacassars, some gilt

chairs, and a glass bell of wax flowers, they imagine they're ele-

gantly furnished. And their functions! I give you my word, I'd

as soon attend a reasonably pleasant funeral ! St)me of them try

to entertain by playing intellectual games—you know, rhyming

or spelling games—seriously
!

" He went on to describe some of

the women, mentioning no names, however. " You'll recognize

them when you meet them," he assured her. "There's one we'll

call the Social Agitator—she isn't happy unless she is running

things. I believe she spent two weeks once in London—or else

she buvs her boots there—anyway, when discussions get lively

she squelches them by saying, 'Of course, my dear, that may be

absolutely au fait in New York-but in London ' It corks

them up every lime. And 'pon honour, three quarters of the

35
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Imu- she's quiti- wrong! 'rjuri tluTi's llu- I,a<lv Tliiijr. S<|uari'
jiuv, square shouldtr, sort of bulging out ;• iIk- top- vou know -
in decollete one cannot help thinking 'one more struggle and
she'll he free!"'

"Oh. lie, Mr. Sansome. " laughed Nan, half shocked.
Sansome rattled on. The ultimate effect was to convey

an impression of .San FranciMO society—.such as existed at
all—as stodgy, stupi.l, pretentious, unattractive. Xan was
mimensely amused, but inclined to take it all with a griin of
salt.

"Mrs. Sherwood doesn't ;)ear you out," she told him, "and
she s the only one I've seen yet. I think we're going to have a
pretty good time.

"

ikit at this point Keith returned. He was quite sobered from
his temporary exhilaration, hut slill mo.st cordial and enthusiastic
over his little parly. San.some noted with quiet amusement that
his light curly hair wa> damp. Evidenilv he had taken his owr
prescri[)tion as to the {uimp.

"Weil," he announced, "I have a room— such as it i^ Can't
say much for it. The baggage is all here; nothing mi>Mng, for a
wonder. I've spoken to the manager about dinner for live." He
turned to Xan with b-ightening interest. "Guess what I saw on
the bill (;f fare! Grizzly bear steak! Think of thai ! I ordered
some."

Sansome groaned comically.

"What's the matter?" in(|uired Keith.
" Did you ever try it before? Tough, stringv, unlit for human

consumption."

lUit Keith was fascinated l)y the name of the thing.
"There's plenty else," he urged defcnsivelv, "and I alwavs try

everything once."

It was agreed that they should all meet again after an hour.
Sansome renewed his {)romises to be on hand.
The room Keith had engaged was on the second storv and

quite a difTerent sort of atTair from that of the Sherwoods'.
Indeed it was liiilc more than a pine bo.Y, containing only the
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ban- nrccssiiiis. One window l(M)ki(l out on an unkempt back-
yard, now nun ifuiiy hidden by darkness.

"This is pretty tou^h," said Keith, "init it is the very best I

rould do. And the price is horrible. We'll have to hunt up a
living place about the first thiiii,' we do."

'()h, it's all rijihl." said Nan indilTcrently. The lassitude of

seasickness had left her, and the e.xcitenient of new surroundings
was l)egiiiniiiK. She felt gently stirred by the give and take of

the lii;hl conversation in the SherwiKxis' r»)oni; and, although she
did not quite realize it, she was re>iH)ndiiij,' to the stimulation of

having made a pood impression. Her subconscious self was
perfectly aware that in the silken negligee, under the [)ink-shaded
lamp, her clear soft skin, the pure lines of her radiant childlike

beauty, the shadows of her lumbletl hair, luul been very r.ppi'al-

ing and effective. She moved about a triile restlessly, looking at

things without seeing them. ''I'm glad to -,ee the brown trunk.

Open it, will you, dear.^ Heavens, what a mirror!" She sur-

veyed herself in the Hawed glass, mo\ing from side to side,

fascinated at the strange flistortions.

"1 call it positive extortion, charging what they do for a room
like this," grumbled Keith, busy at the trunk, "'{"he Sherwoods
must pay a mint of mone.\- for theirs. I wonder what he does!"
Her attention attracted by this subject, she arre^led her

posing before the mirror.

"They certainly are ciuick to take the stranger in,'' she
commented lightly.

Something in her tone arn-ted Keith's attention, and he
stopped fussing at his keys. Nan had meant little by the re-

mark. It had e.\7)rcsse(l the \aguc instinctive recoil of the
woman brought up in rather conventional circumstances and in a
conservative community from too sudden intimacy, nothing
more. She did no' herself understand this.

" Don't you like the Shcrwoods? ' he instantly demanded, with
the masculine insistence on dissecting every butterfly.

"VV'hy, she's charming!" said Nan. opening her eves in

surprise. "Of course, 1 like her immensely!

"
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"They certainly have"I sliould think so," frriiinhlcd Keith,

been mighty good to us."

But Xan had dropped her negligee about her feet, and was
convulpf (1 at the figure made of her slim young body by the dis-

torted mirror.

"Come here, Milt," she gasped.

Siie clung to him, gurgling with laughter, pointing one shaking
linger at the monstrosity in the glass.

"Look—look what you married!"

They dressed gayly. His optimism and enthusiasm boiled

over again. It was a shame, his leaving her all that afternoon, he
reiterated; but she had no idea what giant strides he had m;Kle.

He told her of the city, and he enumerated some of the acquaint-
ances he had made—Calhoun Bennett, Bert Taylor, Major Mar-
maduke Miles, ]\Iichael Rowlee, Judge Caldwell, and others.

They had been most cordial to him, most kind; they had taken
him in without delay.

"It's the spirit of the West, Nan," he cried, "hospitable, un-
suspicious, free, eager to welcome! Oh, this is going to be the

place for me; opportunity waits at every corner. They are not
tied down by conventions, by the way somebody else has done
things

"

He went on rapidly to detail to her some of the things he had
been told—the contemplated public improvements, the levelling

of the sand hills, the building of a city out of nothing.

"Why, Nan, do you realize that only four years ago this very
Plaza had only si.x sn !1 buildings around it, that there were only
three two-stor\' structures in town, that the population was
only about five hundred—there are thirty-five thousand now,
that " he rattled on, detailing his recently acquired statistics.

Oh, potent influence of the Western spirit—already, eight hours
after his landing on California's shores, Milton Keith was a
" booster."

With an expansion of relief that only a woman could fully

appreciate. Nan unpacked and put on a frock that had nothing
whatever to do with the sea voyage, and which she had not fo:
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some time seen. In ordinary accustomed circumstances slu'

would never have thought of donning so elaborate a toilette for a

hotel dining-room, but she was yielding to reaction. In her way
she was "celebrating;" just as was Keith. Her hair she did low-

after the fashion of the time, and bound it to her brow by a

bandeau of pearls. The gown itself was pale green and filmy.

It lent her a llowerlike semblance that was very fresh and

lovely.

"By Jove, Nan, you certainly have recovered from the sea!"

cried Keith, and insisted on kissing her.

"Look how you've mussed me all upl " chided Nan, but with-

out irritation.

They found the other three waiting for them, and without

delay entered the dining-room. This, as indeed all the lower

story, was in marked contrast of luxury with the bare pine bed-

rooms upstairs. Long red velvet curtains, held back by tasselled

silken cords, draped the long windows; fluted columns at regular

intervals upheld the ceiling; the floor was polished and slippery;

the tables shone with white and silver. An obese and tremen-

dous darkey in swallowtail waved a white-glo^-ed hand at them,

turned ponderously, and preceded them down the aisle with the

pomp of a drum major. His dignity was colossal, awe inspiring,

remote. Their progress became a procession, a triumphal pro-

cession, such as few of Caesar's generals had ever known. Arrived

at the predestined table, he stood one side while menials drew

out the chairs. Then he marched tremendously back to the

main door, his chin high, his expression haughty, his backbone

rigid. This head waiter was the feature of the Bella Union Hotel,

just as the glass columns were the feature of the Empire, or the

clockwork mechanism of the El Dorado.

The dinner itself went well. Everybody seemed to be friendly

and at ease, but by one of those strange and sudden social transi-

tions it was rather subdued. This was for various reasons. Nan
Keith, after her brief reaction, found herself again suffering from

the lassitude and fatigue of a long voyage; she needed a night's

rest and knew it. Keith himself was a trifle sleepy as an after
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affect to the earlier drinking. Sherwood was naturally reser\ i<!
and coolly observing; Mrs. Sherwood was apparently somehow oii
guard; and Sansonic, as always, took his tone from those about
him. The wild spirits of the hour before had taken their flight.
It was, however, a pleasant dinner—without constraint as
among old friends. After the meal they went to the public par-
lour, a splendid but rather dismal place. Sherwood almost
immediately excused himself. After a short and somewhat awk-
ward mterval, Nan decided she would go to bed for her needed
rest.

"You won't think me rude I know," said she.
Keith, whose buoyant temper had been sadlv divided between

a genuine wish to do the proper and dutiful thing by his wife and
a great desire to see more of this fascinating city, rose with so
evident an alacrity under restraint that Mrs.Sherwood scarcely
concealed a smile. She said her adieux at the same time, and
left the room, troubling herself only to the extent of that ancient
platitude about "letters to write."



VII

I
THINK we'll find most of the proper crowd down at the
Empire," observed Sansome as the two picked their way
across the Plaza. "That is one of the few old-fashioned,

respectable gambling places left to us. The town is not what it
used to be m a sporting way. It was certainly wide open in the
good old days!"

The streets at night were ill li-hted, except where a blaze of
illummation poured from the bigger saloons. The interims
were dark, and the side streets and alleys stygian. "None too
safe, either," Sansome understated the case. Many people were
abroad, but Keith noticed that there seemed to be no idlers; every
one appeared to be going somewhere in particular. After a short
stroll they entered the Empire, which, Sansome explained, was
the most styush and frequented gambhng place in town, a sort of
evcnmg club for the well-to-do and powerful. Keith looked over
a ver\- large room or hall, at the lower end of which an alcove
made a sort of raised stage with footlights. Here sat a dozen
"nigger mmstrcls" wiUi banjos strumming, and bawling
away at top pressure. An elaborate rosewood bar ran down the
whole length at one side—an impressive polished bar, perhaps
sixty feet long, with a white-clad, immaculate barkeeper for every
ten feet of it. Big mirrors of French plate reflected the whole
room, and on the shelf in front of them glittered crystal glas-.s of
all shapes and sizes, arranged in pyramids and cubes. The whole
of the main tloor was carpeted heavily. Down the centre were
stationed two rows of gambling tables, where various games
could be played—faro, keeno, roulette, stud poker, dice. Be-
yond these gambling tables, on the other side of the room from
the bar, were small tables, easy chairs of ample proportions,
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lounges, and a fireplace. Everything was most ornate. The
ceilings and walls were ivory white and much gilt. Heavy chan-

deliers, with the usual glass prisms and globes, revolved slowly

or swayed from side to side. Huge oil paintings with shaded top-

and foot-lights occupied all vacant spaces in the walls. They
were "valued" ai from ten to thirty thousand dollars apiece, and

that fact was advertised. '' Lcda and the Swan," " The Birth of

Venus," " The Rape of the Sabines," " Cupid and Psyche" were

some of the classic themes treated as having taken place in a

warm cHmate. '"Susannah and the Elders" and " Salome Danc-

ing" gave the Biblical tlavour. The "Bath of the Harem" fin-

ished the collection. No canvas was of less size than seven by
ten feet.

The floor was IV' d with people. A haze of blue smoke hung
in the air. There was no loud noise except from the minstrel

stage at the end. A low hum of talk, occasionally accented,

buzzed continuously. Many of the people wandering about,

leaning against the bar, or integers of the compact groups around

the gambling tables, were dressed in the height of fashion; but, on

the other hand, certainly half were in the roughest sort of clothes

—floppy old slouch hats, worn flannel shirts, top boots to which

dried mud was clinging. These men were as well treated as the

others.

Fascinated, Keith would have liked to linger, but Sansome
threaded his way toward the farther corner. As Keith passed

near one of the close groups around a gambhng table, it parted mo-
mentarily, and he looked into the eyes of the man in charge, cold,

passionless, aloof, eyes neither friendly nor unfriendly. .\nd he

saw the pale skin; the weary, bored. immobile features; the metic-

ulous neat dress; the long, deft fingers ; and caught the withdrawn,

deadly, exotic personality of the professional gambler on duty.

The whole place was vmlike anything he had ever seen before.

Whether it was primarily a bar, a gambling resort, or a sort of a

public club with trimmings, he could not have determined. !Many

of those present, perhaps a majority, were neither gamtjling nor

drinking; tlicy seemed not to be adding to the profits of the
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place in any way, but either wandered about or sat in the easy

chairs, smolciiig, reading papers, or attending to the occasional

outbreaks of the minstrels. It was most interesting.

They joined a group in the far corner. A white-clad negro

instantly brought them chairs, and hovered discreetly near.

Among those sitting about Keith recognized several he had met
in the afternoon; and to several more he was introduced. Of
these the one who most instantly impres.sed him was called

]\I()rrell. This was evidently a young Englishman, a being of a
type raised cjuite al)uridantly in England, but more rarely seen in

native Americans— liie lean-faced, rather llat-cheeked, high-

cheek-boned, af)uiline-nosed, florid-complexioned, silent, clean-

built sort that would seem to represent the high-bred, finely

drawn product of a long social evolution. These traits when
seen in the j)erson of a native-born American generally do
represent this lineness; but the English, having been longer at the

production of their race, can often produce the outward sem-
bl.ince without necessarily the inner reality. Many of us even
now do not quite realize that fact; certainly in 1852 most of us did

not. Morrell was dressed in riding breeches, carried a short

bamboo crop, smiled engagingly to exhibit even, strong, white

teeth, and had little to say.

"A beverage seems called for," remarked Judge Caldwell, a
gross, explosive, tobacco-chewing man, with a merry, reckless

eye. The order given, the conversation swung back to the

topic that had occupied it before Keith and Sansome had
arrived.

It seemed that an individual there present, Markle by name

—

a tall, histrionic, dark man with a tossing mane—conceived him-
self to have been insulted by some one whose name Keith did not

catch, and had that ver>' afternoon issued warning that he would
"shoot on sight." Some of the older men were advising him to

go slow.

"But, gentlemen," cried Markle heatedly, "none of you would
stand such conduct from anybody! What are we coming to? I'll

get that as sure as God made little apples."
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Judge Girvin's eyes flashed, and he tossed back his white mane.
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"The duo forms of the law arc our hcritagi- from the ages'" he

thundered hack. '•'Ilie so-called delays and technicalities are
til checks devised by human experience against the ra^h judg-
meiiis and rasher actions by the volatile element of society!
They are the safeguards, the bulwarks of society! It is better
that a hundred guilty men escape than that one innocent man
should suffer!"

The old judge was magnifu u, his eves alight, his nostrils
expanded, his head reared back defiantly, all the great power of
his niagnelism and his authority brought to bear. Keith was
thrilletl. He considered that the discussion had been lifted to a
high moral plane.

By rights Judge Caldwell should have been crushed; but he
seemed undisturbed.

"Well," he remarked comfortably, "on that low average we
must have quite a few innocent men among us after all."'

"What do you mean, sir?" demanded Judge Ginin, haltedm mid career and not catching the allusion.
"Surely, Judge, you don't mean to imply that you endorse

Coleman and his gang?" put in Calhoun Bennett courteou.sly
but incredulously.

"Endorse them? Certainly not!" disclaimed Caldwell. "I
need my job," he added with a chuckle.

Bennett tossed back his hair, and a faint disgust appeared in
his dark eyes, but he said nothing more. Caldwell lit a cigar
with pudgy fingers.

"My advice to you," he said to Markle, "is that if you think
you're going to have to kill this man in self-defence"—he rolled an
unabashed and comical eye at the company—" you be sure to see
our old friend, SherifT Webb, gels you to jail promptly." He
heaved to his feet. "Might even send him advance word," he
suggested, and waddled away toward the bar.
A dead silence succeeded his departure. None of the

younger men ventured a word. Finally Judge Girvin, with
a belated idea of upholding the honour of the bench, turned to
Keith.
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"Judge Caldwell's humour is a little trying at times, but he is-

essentially sound."

The young Englishman, Morrell, uttered a high cackle.

"Quite right," he observed; "he'll fix it all right for vou,

Markle."

At the bad taste of what they thought an example of English

stupidity every one sat aghast. Keith managed to cover the

situation by ordering another round of drinks. Morrell seemed
quite pleased with himself.

"Got a rise out of the old Johnny, what?" he remarked to

Keith aside.

Judge Caldwell returned. The conversation became general.

Vast projc"Cts were discussed with the light touch—public works,

the purchase of a theatre for the town hall, the sale by auction of

city or state lands, the extension of wharves, the granting of

franchises, and many other affairs, involving, apparently, millions,

of money. All these things were spoken of as from the inside.

Keith, sipping his drinks quietly, sat apart and listened. He felt

himself in the current of big affairs. Occasionally, men sauntered

by, paused a moment. Keith noticed that they greeted his com-
panions with respect and deference. He experienced a feeling of

being at the centre of things. The evening drifted by pleasantly.

Along toward midnight, John Sherwood, without a hat, stopped

long enough to exchange a few joking remarks, then sauntered on.

"I know him," Keith told Calhoun Bennett. "That's John
Shervvood. He's at our hotel. What does he do?

"

"Oh, don't you know who he is? " replied Bennett. "He's toe

owner of this place.''

"A gambler?" cried Keith, a trifle dashed.

"Biggest in town. But square."

Keith for a moment was a little nonplussed. The sudden
intimacy rose up to confront him. They were kind people, and
Mrs. Sherwood was apparently everything she should be—but a

public gambler! Of course he had no prejudices—but Nan
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remember -that society here is very mixed. And anvwavShtrw.Kvl ,s no 'common Ran.hlc-r'; I should say he was a mo^t'««ro,nmon gambler!" He chuckled at his little joke ^Cl

that' \^r r-
',''"•''"' ^'''- ^^'^-"'^'^ «"^ ^" ^'' "^-»'tothat. And certamly no one could hope anywhere to tlndnicer—more l)resentable~pcopIe."

She nwlded, but with a reservation.

V '•.l"'''''r:'e"T^"''
'^""'"^ >'"" ^'"^ '^'"^l'^'- people." went onKeith. "Seehowthevtookusin'"

««-ni on

sudd^nlv.
""' '^'^ '^''"'' '^^' ^'°" '"' ^^''''°"'" ^^*^ interjected

Keith, brought up short, sobered at this.
"That is unjust. Nan, " he said gravely
She said nothing, but showed no signs of having been con-

r s"ert- hi
'" '" ^"'

".f'
'^' ^^'^'' ^^^ ^-'^'s naturalreserve had asserted itself. This was the result of heredityand trainmg, as part of herself, something she could not help

lis tendency was always tc draw back from too great or toosudden intimaaes. There was nothing snobbish in this; it wasa sort of instinct, a natural reaction. She liked Mrs. Sher-wood, admired her slow, complete poise, approved her air ofbreeding and the things by which she had surrounded her-
self. The older woman's kindness had struck in her a deepchord of appreciation. But somehow circumstances had hur-
ried hci too much. Her defensive antagonism, not to Mrs

arouTed 't77f";
^"'^^ '"^^''" ^"^''""^>' ^' ^"^h, had beenaroused It had had, in her own mind, no excuse. She kr -wshe ought to be grateful and cordial; she felt that she was ,otquite ready. The fact that the Shcrwoods had proved tc becommon gamblers" gave just the little excuse her consci neeneeded to draw back a tritio. This, it should be added .vasalso quite instinctive, not at all a formulated thought

She said nothing for some lime; then remarked mysteriously
1 erhaps that s why the\ go to meet boats."

beSdered
'''' ''^' """^^ ^^^""""^ ^^^ Sherwoods by now, looked
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coughed and clanked in all dir. tions. Alanv houses had by
tliese operations, b. .n left perched high and dry far above the
^'rade of the n.v streets. Often the .and was crumbling away
trom beneath their outer corners. All sorts of nomiescript
ramshackle and temiKirary sUiirs had been improvised to get

I

ic.r inhabitants in or out. The latter seemed to be clinging to
their tenements as long as possible.

"They often cave in," explained the cLrk, "and the whole
kit and kaboodle comes sailing down into the street. Some-
times It happens at night," he added darkly.
"But isn't anybody hurt?" cried Nan.
" Lots of 'em, " replied the clerk cheerfully. " Git dap '

"

-hey now executed a dank attack on the "fashionable"
smarter of the town.

"They're grading the street down below," the clerk justified
his roundabout course.

Here were a number of isolated, scattered wooden houses
of some size and of much scroll and jigsaw work. Some ofthem had little ornamental iron fencelets running along their
ridgepoles, or lightning rods on the chimneys or at the corners,
although thunderstorms were practically unknown. The clerk
at once began to talk of these as "mansions." He drew up be-
fore one of them, hitched the horse, and invited his clients to
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dcsrenM. \aii l.iokod at the- cxti-rior a tr!:]i' doulitfully. It

was a hit;h |H'akrfl. slender houst-, drawn togi'thor as tlumuli it

felt o)ld; with i arved woiM'.i'n panels over each window, minia-

ture halronics with elaborate ^|)indl>" (dliirnn^ h< neatli, and a

haimlUy, hiiili, narrow porrh parwally clotliirm a varnished front

d(Hir tlunked with narrow stri[>s <>f coloured j^lass.

1 he I lerk prodiind a ke> , The interior also was lii^h and
narrow. Much j^listeiiinf: varnisli < haracterized the front hail.

The\ in-pe( ted one after another the various rooms. The house
was [):irtly tuniished. In the showrooms hunji heavy red

curtains hild liack by corrls with pilt tassels. ICac h tirepluee

wa^ framed b\ a mantel of white marble. Hut the j,dory wa.s the

dr vvinji-room. This had been frescrn-d in pale blue, and all about

the wall and even across part ot the ceiling had been dtajjcd fes-

toon after f* ^toon of fishnet. Only this was not real fishnet, a-i

a closer in [)ec'ion showed. It had been cunningly painied!

In the dim li^lu, and to a person witli an optimistic imagination,

tlie illusion wa- almost perfect. Nan choked suddenly at the

sight of tiiis; then her eye-^ widened to a baby stare, and she

become preternaturally solemn.

They looked it all over from top to bottom; the clerk fairl>-

tiptoeing about with the bent-backed air of one who handles a

preciou.s jade \ase. From the front windows he shov.ed them a

re; lly magnificent view, with the blue waters of the bav shining,

and the Contra Costa shore ^himm' ring in the haze.

"In tlie residence next door to the west dwell most desirable

neighbours," he urged, "the Morrells. They are English, or at

least he is.'

"I met him last night," said Keith to Xan; "he looked like a

good sort."

"Who is i
: the big house over there?" asked Xan, indicating

a very elaln irate structure diagonally opposite.

"That—oh. that—well, thai is in rather a state of transition, as

it were," stammered the little clerk, and at once rattled on about

something else. This magnificent mansion, he explained, was the

twly one P.ilmer, Cook ^-c Co. iiri.-l un iluir lists for the moment.
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mitv would -friL-P h^r of v.
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unconsidered enor-

wholly interested and quite pleased wkhher-l^MT'

strange, uncouth, vital citv from h Sde t^t °" ""

About noon Keith returned.

Na7/ln^.^''^
'"'''

f'''?
possibility," he told her. "Honest

seives. Ihat Boyle house is the only house in town for rent-tha IS of any size and in a respectable quarter. ?ou see ttTare too new out here to have built houses for rent yet and if you

l-.^^ft»a«xa^^ :..i'C..>' j^^
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fn"fv "r.yff ^ ^' ^"' '^
'' '^^'' g°^ fortune. Of course to stavin this httle box is impossible, and " ^

^
She had been contemplating him, her eyes dancing with amuse-

" You've taken it!" she accused him.

cuf~l~^^^'" ^^ a^imitted, a little red.
bhe laughed.

get stiZ."''"
"' "" "'^"' ^" "^ ""^ '"? I want to



IX

KEITH'S first plunG;e into the teeming life of the place
had to suffice him for all the rest of that week. There
seemed so man\- pressing things to do at home. The

Boyle house was only partly furnished. Each morning he and
Nan went downtown and prospected for things needed. This
was Xan's first experience of the sort; and she confessed to a
ludicrous surprise over the fact that pots, pans, brooms, kitchen
utensils, and such homely matters had to be thought of and
bought.

''I had a sort of notion they grew on the premises," she said.
IVIrs. Sherwood gave them much valuable advice, particularlv

as to auctions. In the Keiths' limited experience auctions
generally had meant cheap or second-hand articles, but out
here tlie reverse was the case. A madness possessed other-
\yise conservative Eastern merchant.s—especially of the staid
city of Boston—to send out on speculation immense cargoes of
all sorts of goods. These were the despair of consignees.
Hea\y freights, high interest charges, tremendous warehouse
rates, speedily ate up whatever chance of profits a fresh consign-
ment might have. The only solution was to sell out as promptly
as possible; and the quickest method was the auction. There-
fore, auctions were everywhere in progress, and the professional
auctioneers were a large, influential, and skilful class of people.
Their advertisements made the bulk of the newspapers. They
dressed well, carried an air of consequence, furnished refresh-
ments, brass bands, or other entertainments to their patrons.
The era of fabulous prices was at an end, but the era of wild
speculation as to what the public was going to want was in full

tide. Keith and Nan found these auctions great fun, and piece

54
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by piece they accumulated the items of their house furnishin;,'.

It was slow work, but amusing. At times Mrs. Sherwood ac-

companied them, but not often. Her advice was always good.
As to Mrs. Sherwood, Nan Keith found her attitude very

vague. There was no doubt that she liked her personally,

admired her slow, purposeful, half-indolent movements, the
poise of her small. i)atrician head, the unconscious, easy grace
of her body, the direct commonsense quality of her mind. One
met her face to face; there were no frills and furbelows of the
spirit. Also, Nan was grateful for the other woman's first kind-
ness and real sympathy, and she wanted to "play the game."
But, on the other hand, all her social training and her instinct of

formalism tended to hold her aloof. She blamed herself in-

tellectually for this feeling; but since it was a feeling, and had
nothing to do with intellect, it persisted.

In the auction rooms, also, she seemed to meet—be formally
introduced to- a bewildering number of people, most of whom
she could not place at all. There seemed to be no reason for

meeting them; certainly she would not have met them in the
East. Nevertheless, they all shook her by the hand, and bowed
to her whenever subsequently they passed her on the street.

Keith told her this was all usual and proper in this new and
mi.xed social order; and she was perfectly willing to make the
effort. She was really charming to everybody. The con-
sciousness that she was successfully adapting herself to their

primitive provincial scope, and her very gracious condescension
to all types, filled her with respect for her democracy and
breadth of mind.

The afternoon they spent at the house receiving boxes and
packages. Keith worked busily, happily, feverishly, in his shirt

sleeves. He attacked the job on the principle of a whirlwind
campaign, hammering, ripping, throwing papers down, deciding

'.astantly where this or that chair or table was to stand, tearing

on to the next, enjoying himself dustily and hugely.

Nan was more leisurely. She found time to gossip with the

drayman wiio brought up the goods, actually came to a hking

^?f .'.f-j.'-'. ^as^i" ^^
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-faced, hawk-nosed type, deliberate in movement and 'speech'

ieddra\vf"LToldM''f^r^PP"^^^'"^ ^>-^' -d - -led drawl. He told Nan he had come out in '49.

m .es
' ZT' . "^'""^^'""f

vigorously, "J didn't go to them.ies I am a teamster, and I always did teaming " He did

SMdtl'h'?'. f'""'
^'^" ^«"^' »h^^ - ^hose days of fhetdividual he had been an important influence

justifief'Th"'^'
'''' ^'' ''"^ '"^ ^^^^^^"' ^"d that pride was

^iiu on tne sides of the box were paintings of landscaoes Th^horses were great, magnificent creature!, with arcWng th^cknecks, long wavy manes and forelocks, soft, intelligent e4s andwith great hoofs and hairv fetlocks. Thev carried fh.n.i 1

'

conscious pride. Their harness was hea ^ Xsil t a^^^^^^many w ,teandcoIoured rings. In colour they we dlnl^^^^^^^^That team," said John McGlynn, "is a perfectmSS
T^.TLTV'' ''' ^'^" ^^^^'^^^' Wufh a mint of\io?e;That Kate there, is a regular character. You'd be s, mXdhow cute she is. I often wonder who Kate ,-. %ll ^!u
some very famous woman."

"" ^^' ""^^ ^^

trcalmentof theLil
'^ consulut.ons as to .he

whil^-;Zhthn!" "" •" '''«'"^" ""•"«= "P-- *'>•- ™'t
\Vithout ,>rcvious consultation, he appeared one day accom

CI t-eSedr '

«"^^°- '^^'-™" P"^-^ Se



THE GRAY DAWN
^7

JtJoh^LT'rV\''\^
^"'"^ °^ "'^"^'" h^ announced. "You

wloutTep^. "winVw?:!! 1" C^^:^
•"" ^'" ^^^^^ ^"^^

about half of ihem
" ^^'"^' '" '°^"' ^"^ bosses

ho^r"^ h!;'^
''''''"''''^ ^"^ ^'^^^"^ ^ ^'«^d walked into the

a red corali;;^^
' '7 "'T' P"^°"' ^^^^^^^ ^ ^ ^^uU cap . tha red coral button atop, a brocaded pale lavendar tunic of sill

"All hg. -he vouchsafed to the astonished Kan

"cSbr"drtf^ 'r"' r^^"^ ^" '''' --"da a smiling

lay^t his feet
^" " '^'"" "'^^^- ^ ^"^^" ^^^^^ bundlf

giv e'alittaSe''^'^'^"'^
''''''' '^'^ ""^-^^"^ ^^^ ^o- to

advantage h,re a horse and buggy by the month
^'''

but vou ZZ'!"
^"''? ''^' ""^"^"^' '"^ ^^''- K^^'th can drive him-

around V
''^

,^
'''^'- J""^P ^b^^'-d and I'll lake vouaround .\ever mind your coat," he told Keith "it's warm

"

So they ''jumped aboard" and drove down the street Nangurgled with amusement over the on;.nrV <iu I i t?
seat beside John McGlynn'^L^^^ire ^bov tre^rdlaSof the great horses; and Keith in his shirtsleeves, hi ha' r evervwhich way, a smudge of black across his nose, lalanceTin heflat dray body behind. Nan tried to imagine the sensa fon" he!would create in Baltimore, and laughed aloud.

' ^
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"Is sort of funny," commented John McGlynn sympatheti-

cally. " But everythinp goes out here."
Xan, aghast at the uncanny perspicacity of the man, choked

silently. In her world there had always been a sort of vague, un-
expressed feeling that the "lower classes" were dull.
They used the horse and buggy a great deal. It was delivered

at the hotel door every morning and taken from the same place
every evenmg. Innumerable errands downtown for things for-
gotten kept it busy. .\t night they returned to the hotel pretty
well tired out. It was a tremendous task, much as they might
be enjoying it.

^^

"Seems to me the more we do the worse it gets," said Keith.
"Let's dig some sort of a hole and move in anyway."
"In a few days," agreed Nan, who as general-in-chief had a

much clearer idea of the actual state of afTairs than the dusty
private.

rfim&^SSSSSfMOSt
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X
0^'^E morninp the accumulated fatigue had its way, and

they overslept scandalously. It was after ten o'clock
before they were ready to drive up the street. As they

turned the corner from Kearney Street they were saluted by the
ringing of numerous bells.

"Why, it's Sunday!" cried Keith, after a moment's calcula-
tion. In the unexpectedness of this discovery he reined in the
horse.

"It will never do to work to-day," she answered his unspoken
thought. "I suppose we ought to go to church."
But Keith turned the horse's head to the left.

"Church?" he returned with great decision. "We're going
on a spree. This is a day of rest, and we've earned it."

"Where?" asked Nan, a trille shocked at his implication as
to church.

"I haven't the remotest idea," said Keith.
They drove along a plank road leading out of town. It

proved to be thronged with people, all going in the same direc-
tion. The shuffle of their feet on the planks and the murmur
of their many voices were punctuated by the klop, klop of hoofs
and occasional shouts of laughter. All races of the earth seemed
to be represented. It was like a Congress of the Nations
at some great exposition. French, Germans, Italians, Russians,
Dutchmen, British, were to be recognized and to be expected.
But also were strange peoples—Turks, Arabs, Negroes, Chinese,
Kanakas, East Indians, the gorgeous members of the Spanish
races, and nondescript queer people to whom neither Nan nor
Keith could assign a native habitat. At every step one or the
other called delighted attention to some new exhibit.

sg

__
w*h-'V"-^---M-r-WB^A:^^---:7i:^
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Most extraordinary were, possibly, the men from the goldmmes of the Sierras. These were mostly young, but lone

haired, bearded, rough, wilder than any mortal man need be
rhey walked with a wide swagger. Their clothes were exag-
geratedly coarse, but they ornamented themselves with bright
silk handkerchiefs; with feathers, flowers; with squirrel or buck-
tails in their hats; with long heavy chains of nuggets; with
glittering and prominently displayed pistols, revolvers, stilettos
knives, or dirks. Some had plaited their beards in three tails-
others had tied their long hair under their chins. But even
the most bizarre seemed to attract no attention. San Fran-
cisco was accustomed to it.

Indeed, the few fashionable strollers were much more stared
at Most of the well dressed were in some sort of vehicle
The Keiths saw many buggies like their own. A few very
smart, or rather very ornamental, double rigs dashed by In
these sat generally good-looking but rather loud young women
who stared straight ahead with an a.ssumption of supreme indif-
ference. Hacks or omnibuses :areered along. In these the
company was generally merry but muced, though occasionally
a good-looking couple had hired an ordinary public conveyance
Horsemen and horsewomen were numerous. Some of these
were very dashing indeed, the women with long trailing skirts
and high hats from which floated veils; the men with skin-tight
trousers strapped under varnished boots, and long split-skirted
coats. Others were simply plain a-horseback. The native
Californians with their heavy, silver-mounted saddles, braided
rawhide reins and bridles, their sombreros, their picturesque
costumes, and tl ^ir magnificent fiery horses made a fine appear-
ance. Occasionally screaming, bouncing Chinese, hanging on
with both hands, would dash by at full speed, their horses quite
uncontrolled, their garments ^ying, ecstatically scared and
happy, causing great confusion, and pursued by curses.

';Kvident]y we're headed in the right direction," remarked
Keith.

After a drive of two or three miles, never far from the bay.

--1*-
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they arrived at what had evidently been a sleepy little village.
The original low, picturesque, red-tiled adobe buildings still clus-
tered about the Mission. But much had been added. The
Keiths found themselves in an immense confusion. Scream-
ing signs cried everywhere for attention—advertising bear pits,
cock fights, theatrical attractions, side shows, and the like!
Innumerable hotels and restaurants, small, cheap, and tawdry,
ofTered their hospitality, the liquid part of which was already
being widely accepted. Men were striking pegs with hammers,
throwing balls at negroes' heads thrust through canvas, shoot-
ing at targets A racecourse was surrounded. Dust rose in
choking clouds, and the sun beat down heavily.

"Goodness, what a place!" cried Nan in dismay.
Had they known it, there were many quiet, attractive, outly-

ing resorts catering to and frequented by the fashionables, for
"the Mission" was at that time in its heyday as a Sunday
amusement for all classes. As it was, Keith drove on through
the village, ani so out to a winding country road.
"This is heavenly," said Nan, and laid aside her veil.

The road wound and meandered through the low hills of the
peninsula. The sun beat down on them in a flood, only its
heat, no longer oppressive, had become grateful.

"Doesn't it feel good on your back!" exclaimed Nan, recog-
nizing this quality. "One seems to soak it in—just the way a
thirsty plant soaks water."

The rounded hills were turning a ripe soft brown. Across
their cre?tE the sky looked very blue. High in the heavens
some buzzards were sailing. Innumerable quail called. On
tree tops perched yellow-breasted meadow larks ,vrith golden
voices. In the bottom of the narrow valley where the road
wound were green willow trees and a little trickle of water.
From the ground came upward waves of heat and a pungent
clean odour of some weed. Nan was excited and keenK' receptive
to impressions.

"It's a hot day!" she cried, "and the road is dusty. By
rights it ought to be disagreeable. But it isn't! Why is that?

'*
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II^^^ I'tl^- valky wHkncd into a pocket. Ikick from theroad stood u low white ranch house. Its veranda was smolh-

J-red m the Kor«eou>ness of bouKMinvillavi. A ^nue, elderlv
Inardcd Spaniard, on horseback, pas.sed them at a smooth
s mnin,, httle trot, and «ave them a sonorous "

.a:as dias
J he road mounted rapidly. Once when Keith ha.l reine.i in tobreathe the horse, they heard the droning crescendo hum of anew swarm of bees passing overhead,

'•Isn't this nice!" cried Nan, snuggling against Keith's
drill.

Suddenly, over the crest and down the other side, they cameon sand hdls. 1 he horse plodded along at a walk. Nan hung
ar out watchmg, fa.scinated. the smooth, clean sand dividing be-
fore the wheels and flowing back over the rim, and so over a little
rise, and the sea was before them.
"Oh. the Pacific!" exclaimed she, sitting up very straight.

1 lie horse broke into a trot along the smooth hard shore.
Ihe wind was coming in from the wide spaces. A taste

of salt was in the air. Foam wreaths advanced and receded
uitii the edge of the wash, or occasionally blew in a mass
across the tlat until gradually they scattered and dissipated.
Ihe horse pricked up his ears, breathed deep of the fresh cool
air. expanded his nostrils snorting softly, pretended to shy at thefoam wreaths. The wash advanced and drew back with a softhissmg sound; the wind blew flat and low, so that even on thewe parts a tine, white, dried mist of sand was always scurrying
and hurrying along close to the ground. Outside the surges
reared and fell with a crash.

After the tepid or heated atmosphere of the hills the airwas unexpectedly cool and vital. A flock of sickle-billed cur-lews stood motionless until they were within fifty vards; then
rose and flew just inside the line of the breakers, uttering inde-
scribably weird and lonely cries. A long tile of pelicans, their
wings outspread, sailed close to the surface of the ocean, undu-latmg over th. waves and into the hollows exactly paralleling,
at a height of only a few feet, the restless contour of the sea

i""|i9iVI
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Occasionally tln'V would all tlop their wirif^s two or three times

in unison.

"I believe it's a sort of f?ame—they're having fun!" stated

Nan with conviction.

Kverything seemed to be having fun. Close to the wasli

were forty or fifty tiny white sanderlings in a compart band.

When the wash receded they followed it with an incredibly

rapid twinkling of little legs; and when again the wave rushed

shoreward, scuttle, sruttle, scuttle went they, keeping always just

at the edge of the water. Nc\ rr were they forced to wing;

yet never did they permit the distance to widen between them-

selves and the inrushing or outrushing wave. There were also

sundry ducks. These swam just inside the breakers, and wert'

carried backward and forward by th.- surges. Always lh?y

faced seaward. At the very last instant, as a great curler bint

over them, they dipped their heads and dived. If the wave did not

break, however, they rode over its top. Their accuracy of eye was

uncanny. Time after time they gauged the v.ave so closely that

they just flipped t)\-er the crest as it crashed with a roar beneath

them. A tenth of a second later would have destroyed tbcni.

Keith reined up the horse to watch them and the sanderlings.

"It is a game,'" he agreed after a while, "just like the ix^li-

cans. It isn't considered sporting for sanderlings to get more

than three inches away from the edge of the wash; or for a <kick

to dive unless he actually has to. It must be a game; for they

certainly aren't catching anything.''

At this moment the sanderlings as though at a signal sprang

into the air, wheeled back and forth with instantaneous pre-

cision, and departed. The ducks, too, dove, and came up only

outside the surf.

"Good little sportsmen," laughed Keith; "they play the

game for its own sake. They don't like an audience."

After a few miles they came to a clifT reaching down to the

beach and completely barring the way. Off shore were rocky

islets covered with seals and sea lions. A lone blue heron stood

atop a sand dune, absolutely motionless.

im ^mrmm
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" I don't know where we im «p u

turne,i his h.,rse .lirectly to4rd JIk- he^ron
" "'" '^'''" ^"^ f'^'

"'on« the shore. Thev clu ,

'^' ''"*' ^''^"^•'' ^^cir wav
arm of ,he sea. sweeping ^1 \ T"

'''^'- "^•'"^^' '^em lay an
tide. Over thi^ w. ' ij* ^^'[.'"^ "'^'^

.^ ^^-"g incoming
Far to their right the aTm ^iS "'1^'"' ''''' ^""^'-"'
-'^Parkhng hhie. and of the near o f.r ^rTr' ^ ^'""P^^*-' "^
ol a distant dim peak

^ ^^''"'^ '""^' «"'' the haze
^;its the Golden Gate:" cHed Keith i„ sudden enh-,hten-

pa"::sttri^rr:;^--Heway.^^^
and that the distant SnJk wf i "i""''

^" ^""^^^ Costa,
^he repeated the s^- 17.1 ^aft r M. " 1""^^^*^""^ Wabolo
music. -^ '''

*"*-'^ ^"" s^>fHy, charmed by their

Simultaneously they di.scovered thif .KThe wmd whipped in from the sea An ? ''''' ^""S^>'-
nurked the distant invisible city o'xr the hm

''"

v 'T "^ «°
1"^ horse's head toward them Thev Hr ''

^
"''^ '"'""'^^

are now the Presidio hills.
^ ^''''''-' ^^'^^ ^^'""^^ what

liut in a hollow thev ram^ „r^
the first-low, white red r,fT" """"'^^ '""^'^ ^^'^'^^ ^k,
insisted on dri'ving t^ t Tnu '»"'"/''

T^*^
^'"-- ^-^1

l>efore the door a half rL.n T "^ '''^^^"^'^' ^'<>^^'« dozed
picked their ^^]'^;^:ZlZ:^r'''

''^ ''^^ ^-^ ^-vis
cumbent forms. At the sonnHT\ ? ""' ""''" '^' ^ogs' rc«-

from the shadow of the po "h int Th
'''' ''''''' P^P'^" came

^e Spanish C^Uornt^2^TtZ^,^'''y^^^^-^^o
short velvet jackets the sl:,c>w. I? ^^""^ sombreros, the
'"- The men, hand?on.f hthe ""iT'

''"' ^"'^ '^^^^er zapa.
-heels of the buggr^hoW ;h".'°'^'"V

^'^'^^^^^ ^^"""^^ ^he
smiles.

°='-
'

'^"^^^"° their white teeth in pleasant
"Can we get anything to eat here.>" asked Keith.

'-vi

ii«:^'i#^ '•"
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Keith utuJerstiHHi the last three words
'•No,"heshook his head viuU.„tly."n<. l.panol. Hunfirv'

"

He pomtec to Nan, then to him^.if: -She. nus hungr>"'
This nohle elTort brought no resuh.. exc.pt that the CaliWns leaked nK,re pohtely distn.-,.; and sohcitou: Sn
•'They don't understand us," murm. red Xan "Ic-u-t outhink wed better drive on?"

sor ed to sign hinguage. He rubbed his .ton. ah pa.hJiicilK'

h": c-'.'r ^r
"^'"

r"^^^= ^^ ^" afterth.>u.hV;. /us d

olari Van A^
vvUh apparent intention, he advanced

K ? , u ..
^ ^""""' """^ inundated her face and neck andshe held her httle parasol threatcxingly between ihem E^erbody burst into laughter

'^Lvvttn intra. E\cr>-

"^V/ 5// «7" they cried.

thet"hrnd''^'Mf
'' ""''"'""'' ^^^ ^°'-^- Others held outtheir hands. After a moment's hesitation Nan accepted their

f.t^rh^i
.'''''' '"''"^^' ,''"' '^'° ^^«"^^"' «"« "^-^^t enormously

but buiUun
"".;•.''" ''"^^'' ^"^^'^'>- "^- •'^-^ f-«heads

ror^l A
"^ '''""'"'^ ^^'•""^'' ^^'"^^' ^'bosas over highcombs and sk.rts wuh many dowered flounces. Thov Sh

th teif ' ?"• •
""' '"> ^"" ^^^'^ - heavilv powde^ 3that their complexions were almost blue. All the men ev

P ained to them at once. The younger ans>^' ed gaX the"older listened with entire placidity. But when thf account

:^Lurgfy.'
^'^' ''^''''' ""^ ^" P- ^^-'^ ^-^. -d - -He

Variou.s fnod« and t fli«l- -%f r- i .
•

i-'c.u.. dna a nabk ol red wmc were brought. There

wm
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^^'^ s,„.Mic.r Che CWornian. fold each other over a„„apun

Kr;a,amusen,e„, became exactlvU^ the" T^""' '° ^"""'^

other. The women touehed smiig^h" stuff of?.'""'
'"^'

and directly admired her eari„„ (
'^.'""" "' -Nan s gown,

tlms encouraged, heR^xi Jrm T T"" "Wmss. She,

thelaceofthe^eC,"' thrCulZ '" "'f' "">" ^'"^l-'

A little feeling of in.imicvS therall '',

-'.r
"^^^"'^

thej- under.„«, no word of each^othe™^^ ""' ^'"°"«'>

woman criel out\cLkl4^'''; r^^.^.^^softe^.s.
J^"'"-

I'alted the beast's nose.
'*'' ""^ '«a<', and

;;Vou like? askcl the woman.

11.1%^'""^'' '""' '-'S&h.'" cried Nan.

unwillillg ;:V:;;:::.'™ !?:*r- ^" ">^--n had, or she was

obseX't^'',stt;:Srshe''u';t- f" ^ "•""'"' -^ "-en,

numerous ragged smalfbi^'trS^.tr™"" '"Tf '"'

away, to return after a moment wi h°= i i ,

""''"" "^'^"^

on the ground. Four fu^p^it:, ^
^^

^^-^ "^ ^P"^'"
Oh the darhngs!" cried Nan.

Jwitn^'trctXi:;*u'„::.rr,;."
rb'r ^"o"--»-

terminatcly through the^ blue in a , c eves Vh'"'"!
'",*"

her fiosilion at .Van's knee i,> !,„,
''"'"^ ,'><^^- The mother left

with her nose lick.n^th™ l
" ""^™' ""'"'"8 It"-'™ over

^^^^cCflSirr-^^"^'^-
level, tumbling them overt ^^rt^^^mT •'"

't*ea... workmg them up to a wild state of-^^i/^'^l, ^^-il^
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i1

I

"The little darlings!" she cried; "just see their fat little

tummies! And their teeth arc just like needles. No, no. you
mustn't! You'll tear my flounces! Look, Milton, see this little

rascal pull at my handkerchief!"

Her cheeks were flushed, and as she looked up laughing from
beneath her hat, she made a very charming picture.

" You like," stated the Californian woman with conviction.
After a while it became time 10 go. Vaqueros brought out the

horse and harnessed ii to the buggy. Keith made a move-
ment to offer payment, but correctly interpreted the situation
and refrained. They mounted the vehicle.

" Muchas graciasi" Nan enunciated slowly.

This effort was received with an admiring acclaim that flushed
Nan with an inordinate pride. She had i)icked up the phrase
from hearing it used at table. The fat woman came forward, one
of the puppies tucked under her arm. Li spite of her apparently
unwieldy size she moved gracefully and lightly.

"You like?" she inquired, holding the squirming puppy at
arm's length.

"Si, si, muckas gracias!" cried Nan eagerly, and employing at
once all her Spanish vocabulary. She deposited the puppy in her
lap and reached out to shake hands. Keith flicked the horse
w'th his whip. He, too, had recollected a word of Spanish, and
he used it now.

"Adios!" he shouted.

But their hosts had a better phrase.
" Vaya Con Diost " they cried in chorus.

Nan was in raptures over the whole episode, but especially over
the puppy. The latter, with the instantaneous adaptaliility

of extreme youth, had snuggled down into a compact ball, and was
blinking one hazy dark blue eye upward at his new mistress.

"Weren't they nice people," cried Nan, "and wasn't it an
adventure? And isn't he just the dearest, cutest little thing?
You're not a little Spanish dog any more, you know. You're a

—

what is it they call us?—oh, yes! You're a gringo now. Why,
that's a fine idea ! Your name is Gringo!"
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And Gringo he became henceforth.
What kind of a dog is he? " she asked,

ivcith grinned sardonically

mother's side he is bloodhonnH vL I,.^™' ^"^ «" ^'s

St. Bernard, and oldXlt^^ht^^^^^^^ -"-. setter, pointer.

^

Which? "asked Nan puzzled.
All, asserted Keith.

and over in a caiartp p 1 '^'' ""^ "??"• P"' '""'ng on
brightness oUhrrrW hadS* "' ^'''''°" "^^ ^'""^ -<•

fomtdSrr'" «"'"«
'° "^ """•• -"-I'ed Keith, urging

Thihc™s '^sir: r'^'.r
"'^'' "°"'^ *"« '-*••

thickened -Th^ wde was, 'hilf^T'' ^«"^ "' habi.a.ic;,s

behind. Hereandti^erewSo" vI'h' 'n"'*""'
"""^ "^"^ '''«

the objectives of nleasnlT^f
"-"lying dwellings, or road houses,

o( resictaWh.; ^tr,LTy™„°' ™"°7 T'?
'"" *«'«^

hail.
' meaty. From one of the latter came a

"Oh, Keith! I say, Keith'"

somewhat out of brealh r™^', "="
,

S^-nsome and Worrell,

flushed and elected but verv TT'''
.^'''>- "•"-• ^ ""^

that Keith had L entirdv drl*
™rt,al, and full of reproaches

week.
"-'^ ''"PP'^'' •"" "' ^ight during the past

M:7r:s'!iSr •E^i^r/yrr -" •'™^' ^^ -"p--- -'<<

suM^eStto'r^^ "'^''' -PP- - - institution,"

' •"*' ""Mpcrsuadeyou,"urged Morrell. " I wonderwhere
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Mimi is. I know Mrs. Morrell ought to call, and all that sort of

thing, but this is not a conventional place. We live next door,

y'know. Do be delightful and neighbourly, and come !

"

Nan hesitated; but the lure of the well-dressed company, so

thoroughly at ease with one another, was irresistible in the reac-

tion. She accepted.



XI

luu Wast. The front parlour was filled ivith a nun,l,,'.r .,i

man had ablndol^d lorn ''
"" "'"' ''°°' ""•' ">' ^hina-

«Hih^:Tj;,tsttVh?;s" '?ii:r:-:/;;,';
•- "-^p'^- ''"i'..

repose, but ^^tZt tZ^Z^TT" :^''"
'" ""'°""'

their places at a table set out lavishly with'food .nH H
••

s:rs2z;?an;tv^-"r^"^^"^^^
Sunday n^hs She rathe

'
I" 'f • f^""''"^

''''^ '' ^^'^

Keithfand r^arked to M^^^^^^^^ ' '''' ^« ^^-•

Otherwise the pJty di ribu d tsdf
%""^ f ^^^^ "^'^^ ^^^^^•^^•

annexed the chair Lxt t Sn h .

^"" .^^^"^"'"'^ promptly

agreeable.
^^^"' ''"^ ''^'''"^ '" ^« "^^^e himself

A complete freemasonry obtained among all the party. There
70
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was a great deal of shouting back and forth, from one end of the

tal)le to the other. Each seemed to have a nickname. One
young man was known exchisively as "Popsy," another an-
swered as "Zou-zou," a third was called "Billy Goat"; a verv
vivid, flashing young woman was "Teeny," and so on. They
conversed, or rather shouted, to a great extent by means of catch
words o phrases, alluding evidently to events the purjwrt of

which the Keiths could by no possibility guess. There were a
great many private jokes, the points of which were obvious to

only one or two. Every once in a while some one would say
"Number Seven!" and everybody would go off into convulsions
of laughter. The vivid young woman called Teeny suddenly
shrieked, "How about Friday, the twenty-third?" at Popsy, to

Popsy's obvious consternation and confusion. Immediately
every one turned on either Popsy or Teeny, demanding the true

inwardness of the remark. Popsy defended himself, rather pink
and embarrassed. The young woman, a devilish knowing glint

in her eyes, her red underUp caught between her teeth, refused to

answer.

Keith warmed to this free and easy atmosphere. He was
friendly and sympathetic with the hvely crowd. But in vain he
tried for a point of contact. All this badinage depended on a
previous knowledge and intimacy, and that, of course, he lacked.

Mrs. Morrell, sitting beside him very ^^traight and commanding,
delivered her general remarks in a high, clear voice, turning her

attention impartially now to one part of the noisy table, nc v to

another.

Suddenly she abandoned the company to its own devices, and
leaning her left elbow on the table, she turned squarely to Keith,

enveloping him with a magnetic all-for-3-ou look.

"Do you know," she said abruptly, "something tells me you
are musical."

"Why, I am, a little," admitted Keith, surprised. "But how-

could you tell?
"

" La, now, I was sure you had a voice the first time I heard you
speak. I adore music, and I can always tell."
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;;

Do you sing, too? "asked Keith.

lately. There's no temptluon^n\ ^ ^°*^^ ^^^^ "^'g'^'^^ed

^lon-t know a single rUn aUh ! r7 ? ""^'^ '""•^''^ ^"^- I

finger for it."
""" ^^'' "^^ ^^o cares a snap of their

Kdr'" '^^^ *° ^-^ -- -usic together," suggested

sa3- "amused"-.'in watch nlZ.h ^^ "'"^"^^ '"^^'"^J^d to
most domestic man know^ In

'' ^^'' ''''^- ^^^ ^re the
mindedly at his house and home S^^^. '

•'"'" "'^^'^ ^« ^'"g'-
worn virtue here, I assure voun ^""""T"'"'' '' ^ ""^^^ ^"^ out-
a man so devoted these days " ''

^^ ^' '^"'^'' touching to see
She said these things idlv a IffM^ ^- • •

steadily aU the while. Her i^ann^'"
disjomtedly, looking at him

how it impelled him strondv ^n '
f ^u'^'*^"^'

""^ ^^^ '^^^-
bit domestic. ^ ^ *° P'°^^^^ ^^at he was really not a

sudd^X.
''" "^^ ^"^ °^ ^^ I-°Ple of the place? " she shifted

^^Vell^I really haven't had much chance yet-a few of the

To this simple sne^rh ,1-1 ,
""'^ ^'"^'^ ^"^m."

raising of the^wt '^efr:^?'?"^^
^^""^^ ""^>'-''^ ^"•^^^

the intimacy of an inner cirde n
'"'"'

[^ ''''''^' ^^'^^ into
society mixed, and to imn '

v

"''^^"'' '^'' '^'^ ^"«' ^-""d
certainmemfx^sof theZ^72' '"^'-"^^''y-t,,,, ,, j^.^^^

whathe-orshc^woulL'h":
: n^ir:'

''"'' ^"" ""^ ^'"'^^

conscious response to this nn^n '7 u
'"'"'^"'^^•"^- I" "n-

about the taWe. Titers a Tnl", ?T^^^'
^^''^h "'^^"^«i

and the fun was becomlg et
' To u

' '''"'^'"^' ^'-"^' -"J
Morrell occasionally sTppfd .t h? h

"""'^ ^^"^' ""'^>-- ^^'^s

3'ight but rather dis^urbTng p^ i^''""''"" '^^' ^^^^^^'^ ^
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"I
"Why did you come out here, anyway?" she asked him

can't make out. I'm curious."

"Why shouldn't I?" demanded Keith.
"Well, men come here either for money, for adventure, or to

make a career." She n.arked each on the Uiblecloth with the end
of a fork. "Which is it'"

"Guess," laughed Keith.

"You don't need money—or else you have a wonderful nerve
to take the Boyle house. I believe you have the nerve, all right
Men with your sort of close curly hair are never—bashful!" she
laughed shortly.

^'Boyle's rent is safe—for a while," admitted Keith.
"Career?" she went on, looking him in the eves speculatively

and allowing her gaze to sink deep into his. He noticed that her
eyes were a gray green, like semi-precious stones of some sorts
with surface lights, but also with grayer radiations that seemed
to go below the surface to smouldering depLhs—disturbing eves
hke the perfume. " Career? " she repeated. " I think vou hold
yourself better—a career in the riff-raff of this town." She shook
her head archly. "But adventure! Oh, la! There's plenty of
that-all sorts!" She gave the impression of meaning a great
deal more than she said. " I wish I were a man ! " she exclaimed
and laughed.

'

"I'm glad you're not," rejoined Keith sincerely.
She tapped him lightly on the arm with her fan
"Oh, la!" she cried.

Keith laughed meaningly and mischievously. He was feeling
entirely at home- '

. his mental shirtsleeves—thoroughly at
ease.

"You're a lawyer, are you not?" she asked him
"Try to be."
" Going to practise? "

"If any practice comes my way."
She looked at him, smiling slowly.

"Oh, it'll come fast enough." She seized her glass and held
ittohim. "Here's to your career!" she cried. "Bottomsup!"
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They clinked Riasses and drank.
;^ou must meet people- influential people " she told himWe must see what wc nn H« t-ii u

h^"1^'«^> sne told him.
" Von V • 1 \z

"^' ^ '' ^^^'^ some of them in
"W. re simply hne to take all this trouble for me^'She tapped h.m again on the arm.

plan it'-nJl: yotVnv;!'";
'"" ^"^'^' ^^ ^""^^ ^e^'^

••\V..II TV .
"^ connections in tov\-n at all?"

some letters
''"'' '""' ' ' "' ^^^^^^^ ^'^-^ ^-'". and I have

;; Casual acquaintances are well enough, but vou^ le-ters?"

Alr/rtXVdV'ruer^r-' ^^ - Mr. t>:.J:CL
But she was making a wr>' face.

thefa^Si:;L:;^^_!!!5^^^^^
But, what?"

She made a helpless little gesture

1 Lnmv: the sort of p^plc who alwavs pay their debts '

"

shi^'i t't";;;: t- r n' r^'i
^"' ^ugh«'-:^^;..ade-

waLeverfaM:,:;:^,taI:.ian!.''^
'"^- ^^^^""^^^'^ -"' -^'

-e;^:i::ts\,tu;:r hi^t t;'^
: ""'''--' '^---

low-voicd and .i.^k
'

o H
^^'""'^'^'•.^" '"n^art something

she leanc.i h.-r I ,? ^^ " ^-^"^^^ ''" ^^^^^'^ To do thit

versalinn I.,
^^ ^" ''"'"^ '»"'' shoulder. The con-

of h^r blev and l^^:;?M 'k"^
"^ '"•" f^^"^""-' ^'^^ -^^ness

"Femhi n n ^^'l^'"''-
f^ack with a half apology,i tminine nonsense v.hf' t/%i^i v,-_- «<-.. ^-

^^- c-.xpee.<.d ,o under Jand" t u
^^^"" '"^^ ^""'^'"''

understand. She was herself a little flushed



THE C;KA^ dawn 75
from leaning over, l)Ut she appeared not to notice Keith's
rather breatiiless stale. He muttered something, and gulped
at his champagne.

"Do you know Mrs. Sherwood?" he asked, merely to say
something.

but to his surprise Mrs. Mor A\ answered him shortly, her
manner changing:

"No, I don't. We draw the line somrwlnre!"
Again she addressed the woman on the right, but this time

without leaning across:

"Oh, Amy, the fair Tutricia has another victim! " and laughed
rather shrilly. Suddenly she rapped the table with the handle
of a knife. "Stop it!" she cried to the company at large.

"You're making too much noise!"

They all turned to her except one youth who was too noisily

busy with his {)artner to have heard her. Failing in another
attempt to get his attention, Mrs. Morrell picked up a chunk
of French bread and hurled it at him.
"Good shot!" "Bravo!" "Encore!" came a burst of ap-

plause, as the bread, largely by accident, took him squarely be-
tween the eyes.

The youth, though astonished, was game. He retaliated
in kind. Keith whip{)e<! up an empty plate and intercepted it.

The youth's partner came to his assistance. Kehh, a plate in

either hand, deftly [irotected Mrs. Morrell from the Hying mis-
siles. The imjilied challenge was instantly accepted by all.

The air was full of bread. Keith's dexterity was tested to the
utmost, but he came through the battle with flying colours.

pA-erybody threw bread. Tliere was much explosive laughter,
that soon became fairly exhausting. The battle ceased, both be-
cause the combatants were out of ammunilie i, and because they
were too weak from mirth toproceed. Keit ii with elaboratemock
gallantry turned and presenici Mrs. Morrell with the two plates.

"The spoils of war!" he tolu her.

"He should be decorated for conspicuous gallantry on the
field of battle!" cried some one.

I
i
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The idea ttx>k. But tluy could find notliinR api)r()priati'

until Teeny McFarlane deliberately stepped up (>n llie taljjc

and broke from the ^hs'^ chandelier one of iib numerous daii-
glinf: prisms. This calK-d forth a mild protest from Morrell—
"Oh, I say!"—which was drowned in a wild shriek of delight.
The process of stepping down from the labl< filled Teeny's
wide skirts so that for an instant a slim ilken leg was plainly
visible as far as \hc knee. "Oh! oh!" cii.d evcr\ one. Som(
pretended to be shocked, and covered their faces with sjiread
fingers; others feigned to try for another look. Teeny was quite
unperturbed.

Keith was the centre of attention and a gre.t success. But
there were no more t^te-a-tetes. Airs. Morrell managed to
convey the idea th;il she was di.spleased, and Keith was of a
sufficiently generou- and ingenuous disposition to be intrigued
by the fact. He had no chance to probe the matter. In a
moment or so Mrs. Morrell rose and strolled toward the draw-
ing-room. The others straggled after her. She rather liked
thus to emphasize her lack of convention as a hostess, making
a pose of never remembering the proper thing to do. Aow she
jiiovcd h( I- and there, laughing her shrill ratlicr mirthless laugh,
calling r.orybody "dearie," uttering abrupt little platitudes.
Keith found himself left behind, and rathe; out in the cold.
The company had quite frankly segregated itself into couples.
The room was well adapted to this, filled as it was with com-
fortable chairs arranged with apparent carelessness two by two.
The men lighted cigars. Keith saw Nan's eyes widen at this.

She was sitting near the fire, and Sansomc liad penned her in
beyond the possibility of invasion by a third. At this lite
smoking was a more or less doubtfully considered habit, and
in the best society men smoked only in certain rigidly s[)ecitied

circumstances. In a drawing-room such an action' might be
considered the fair equivalent to powdering the feminine no.se.

In such a condition Keith was left rather awkwardiv alone,
and was fairly thrust up^on a fictitious interest in a photograj)h
album, at which he glowered for some moments. Then b u
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wcll-p! inni'd and skiHullv fxecutccl Hank movcmtnt be cauirht
Mrs. MorHl.
"Look lure," Iv.' demanded; "what has the stamling army

done to deserve abandonment in a hostile country?
"

But she looked at him directly, without response to his play-
ful manner.

"My friend, ' she said, "iliis is a pretty free and easy town,
as no doujjt you liave obser\ ed, and society is very mixed. But
we haven't yet conn to rect i\ in^ women like Mrs. Sherwood, or
relishing their hein^ mentioned to us."

" Why, what's the matter with her? " demanded Keith, aston-
ished. "Is she as far from respectability as all that?"

" Respectable! That word isn't untlerstood in San Francisco."
She appeared suddenly to -often. " You r a dear innocent boy,
so you arc, and you've got a dear innocent little wife, and I'll

have !«) look out for you."

Before the deliberole and superior mocki rv in her eyes as
well as in her voice, Keith fell somehow like >t small boy. He
was -lunj,' to a momentary astonishing: fury.

" Hy God— " he be^'an, and checked himself with difTicuIty.

She smiled at hi: -lowly.

"Perhaps I didn t mean all of that," -he said: "inrhaps only
half of it," she added with sifjnificance. "My personal opinion
is that 'vu are like!v to be a curly haired little devil; .--

i when
you look at nie hi- ;. hat, I'm irlad we're not alone."

She looked a; him an eni,L'nialic moment, then turned awav
from the tabic near which lhe>- had beni standing. "Come
help me break uj) some of this ' twosing,

'

" he said.

Shortly after this the party disper-iil. Mrs. Morreil saic*

good-bye to them carelessly, or not at all, according as it hap-
pened.

"Vou must come again, come i,ftui," she told the Keiths.
"It's pretty dull unless you make >()ur own fun." She was
half sleepily conventional, I'er lids heavy. "Perhaps we an
have some music soon," she a(!ded. The words were rareless,

but she lot Keith an especial gleam.
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78 THE GRAY DAWN
The Keiths walked sociably home together, almost in silence.

Keith, after his habit, super-excited with all the fun, the row,

and the half-guilty boyish feeling of having done a little some-

thing he ought not to have done, did not want to seem too

enthusiastic.

"Jolly crowd," he remarked.

"They were certainly noisy enough," said Nan indifferently;

then after a moment, "Where do you suppose some of them

get their clothes?"

Keith's mind was full of the excitement of the evening.

He found himself reviewing the company, appraising it, won-

dering about it. Was Teeny McFarlane as gay as she appeared?

He had never seen women smoke before, but that dark girl with

the red thing in her hair puflFed a cigarette. Perhaps she was
Spanish—he had not met her. And Mrs. Morrell—hanged if

he quite dared make her out—it wouldn't do to jump to con-

clusions nor too hastily to apply Eastern standards; this was

a new country, fatal to make a fool mistake; well-built crea-

ture, by gad

Nan interrupted his thoughts. He came to with a start.

" I think we'd better put the big armchair in the front room,

after all," she was saying.
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NEXT morning Keith allayed what little uneasiness his

conscience might harbour by remarking, as he adjusted

his collar:

•'Mrs. Morrell is an amusing tj'pe, don't you think? She's

a bit vulgar, but she seems good hearted. Wonder what colour

her hair used to be?"

"I suppose they are all right," said Nan. "They are a little

rowdy. They gave me a headache."

Illogically rehabilitated in his own self-esteem, Keith went

on dressing. He was "on" to Mrs. Morrell; her methods

were pretty obvious. Wonder if she thought she had really

fooled him? Next time he would be on guard and beat her at

her own game. She was not a woman to his taste, anyway

—

he glanced admiringly at Nan's clean profile against the light

—

but she was full of vitality, she was keen, she was brimming

with the joy of life.

The long drive over the Peninsula to the sea and back, the

episode of the Spanish people, the rowdy supper party, had one

effect, however: it had made so decided a break in the routine

that Keith found himself thrust quite outside it. He had

worked feverishly all the week, at about double speed; and in

ordinary course would have gone on working feverishly at double

speed for another week. Now, suddenly, the thought was irk-

some. He did not analyze this; but, characteristically, dis-

covered an irrefutable reason for not going on with it. They
rescued Gringo from Sam's care, and drove up to the house.

On the way Keith said:

"Look here, Nan; do you suppose you and Wing can get on

Ail the hea\y work is done. I reallyall right this morning?

79
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ought to be settling the oftice and gelling some lines laid for

business."

"Why, of course we can get on, silly!" she rejoined. '"This

isn't your job, anyway. C course you ought to attend to

your business."

Keith again consulted Palmer, Cook & Co. The same clerk

showed him ofBces. He was appalled at the rents. Even a

miserable little back room in the obscurer blocks commanded a
sum higher than he had anticii)aled paying. After looking at

a dozen, he finally decided on a front room in the Merchants'

Exchange Building. This was one of the most expensive, but

Keith was tired of looking. The best is the greatest economy
in the long run, he told himself, and with a lawyer, new-come,
appearances count for much in getting clients. Must get the

chents, though, to support this sort of thing I The rest of the

morning he spent buying furniture.

About noon he walked back to the Bella Union. His horse

and buggy were not hitched to the rail, so he concluded Nan had
not yet returned for lunch. Mrs. Sherwood, however, was seated

in a rocker at the sunny end of the long veranda. She looked

most attractive, her small smooth head bent over some sort of

fancywork. Before she looked up Keith had leisure to note the

p ise of her head and shoulders, the fine long Unes of her figure,

and the arched-browed serenity of her eyes. Different type

this from the full-breasted Morrell, more—more patrician I

Rather absurd in view of their respective places in society, but

a fact. Keith found himself swiftly speculating on ^Irs. Sher-

wood's origin and experience. She was endowed with a new
glamour because of Mrs. Morrell's enigmatic remark the eve-

ning before, and also—for Keith was very human—with a new
attraction. Feeling vaguely and boyishly devilish, Keith

stopped.

She nodded at him, laying her work aside.

"You are practically invisible," she told him.

"Making ourselves a habitation. Seen Mrs. Keith?"

"No. I don't think she's come in."
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Keith hesitated, then:

"I think I'll go up to the house for her."

Mrs. Sherwood nodded, and resumed her work calmly, with-

out further remark.

At the house Keith found Nan, her apron on, her hair done

up under a dust cap, very busy.

"Noon?"' she cried, astonished. "It can't be! But I can't

stop now. I think I'll have Wing pick me up a lunch. There's

plenty in the house. It's too much bother to clean up."

Keith demurred; then wanted to stay for the pick-up lunch

himself. Nan would have none of it. She was full of repressed

enthusiasm and eagerness, but she wanted to get rid of him.

"There's not enough, I wouldn't have you around. Go

away, that's a good boy! If you'll leave Wing and me entirely

alone we'll be ready to move in to-morrow."

"Where's Gringo?" asked Keith by way of indirect yielding

—he had really no desire for a picked-up lunch.

"The little rascal! He started to chew everything in the

place, so I tied him in the backyard. He pulls and flops dread-

fully. Do you think he'll strangle himself?"

Keith looked out the window. Gringo, all four feet planted,

was determinedly straining back against his tether. The col-

lar had pulled forward all the loose skin of his neck, so that

his eyes and features were lost in wrinkles.

"He doesn't yap," volunteered Nan.

Keith gave it as his opinion that Gringo would stop short

of suicide, commended Gringo's taciturnity and evident per-

severance, and departed for the hotel. In the dining-room he

saw Mrs. Sherw- ' ^ in a riding habit, eating alone. Keith

hesitated, then . the vacant seat opposite. She accorded

this permission cordially, but without coquetry, remarking that

Sherwood often did not get in at noon. Immediately she

turned the conversation to Keith's affairs, inquiring in detail

as to how the settling was getting on, when they expected to get

in, how they liked the house, whether they had bought all the

furniture.
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"You remember I directed you to the auctions?" she said.
She asked all these questions directly, as a man would, and

listened to his replies.

"I suppose you have an office picked out?" she surmised.
At his mention of ihe Merchants' Exchange Building she

raised her arched eyebrows half humorously.
"You picked out an expensive place."
Keith went over his reasoning, to which she listened -vith a

half smile.

"You may be right," she commented; "the reasoning is
perfectly sound. But that means you must get the business in
order to make it pay. What are your plans?"
He confessed that as yet they were rather vague; there had

not been time to do much—too busy settling.

"The usual thing, I suppose," he added: "get acquainted,
hang out a shingle, mbc with people, sit down and starve in the
traditional manner of young lawyers."
He laughed lightly, but she refused to joke.
"There are a good many lawyers here—and most of them

poor ones," she told him. "The difficulty is to stand out
above the ruck, to become noticed. You must get to Know all
classes, of course; but especially those of your own profession,
men on the bench. Yes, especially men on the bench, they mav
help you more than any others "

He seemed to catch a little cynicism in her implied meaning,
and experienced a sense of shock on his professional side.
"You don't mean that judges are

"

"Susceptible to influence?" She finished the sentenc for
him with an amused little laugh. She studied him for an in-
stant with new interest. "They're human—more human here
than anywhere else—like the rest of us—they respond to kind
treatment " She laughed again, but at the sight of his face
her own became grave. She checked herself. "Evervthing is

so new out here. In older countries the precedents have all
been established. Out here there are practically none. They
are being made now, every day, by the present judges. Natu-
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rally personal influence might get a hearing for one point of

view or the other
"

"I see what you mean," he agreed, his face clearing.

"join a good fire company," she advised him. "That is

the first thing to do. Each company represents something dif-

ferent, a different class of men."

"Which would you advise?" asked Keith seriously.

" That is a matter for your own judgment. Only, investigate

well. Meet all the people you can. Kno»v the newspaper

men, and the big merchants. In your profession you must

cultivate men like Terry, Girvin, Shattuck, Gwin. Keep your

eyes open. Be bold and use your wits. Above all, make
friends; that's it, make friends—everybody, everywhere. Don't

despise anybody. You will get plenty of chances." She was

sitting erect, and her eyes were flashing. Her usual slow indo-

lent grace had fallen from her; she radiated energy. Her slen-

der figure took on a new appearance of knit strength. "Such

chances! My heavens! if I were a man!

"

"You'd make a bully man!" cried Keith. Mrs. Morrell,

uttering the same wish, had received from him a different reply,

but he had forgotten that.

She laughed again, the tension broke, and she sank back

into her usual relaxed poise.

"But, thank heavens, I'm not," said she.



XIII
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A FFAIRS for the Keiths passed through another week, of

l\ what might be called the transition stage. It took them
*- -^ that long to settle down in their new house and into some
semblance of a routine—two days to the actual installation, and
the evenings full of small matters to arrange. Nan was busy
all day long playing with her new ioy. The housekeeping was
fascinating, and Wing Sam a mixture of delight and despair.

Like most women who have led the sheltered life, she had not

realized as yet that the customs of her own fraction of one per

cent, were not immutable. Therefore, she tried lo model the

household exactly in the pattern of those to which she had been

accustomed. Wing Sam blandly refused to be moulded.

Thus Nan spent all one morning drilling him in the proper

etiquette of answering doors. Mindful of John McGlynn's
advice, she did this by precept, ringing her own door bell,

presenting a card as though calling on herself. Wing Sam's
placid exterior changed not. A half hour later the door bell

rang, but no Wing Sam appeared to answer il. It rang again,

and again, until Nan herself opened the door. On the door-

step stood Wing Sam himself.

"I foolee you, too," he announced with huge delight.

Painstakingly Nan conveyed to him that this was neither

an amusing game nor a practical joke. Later in the day the

door bell rang again. Nan, hovering near to gauge the result

of her training, saw Wing Sam plant himself firmly in the opening.

"You got ticket?" he demanded sternly of the dehveryman
outside. "You no got ticket, you no get in!"

Which, Nan rather hysterically gathered, was what Wing
JSam had gained of the calling-card idea.

84
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Afur that, temporarily as she thouplu, Xan pcrniitled liini

to ),'() back to his own niclhod, which, had she known it, was the

method of every Chinese servant in California. The visitor

found his bell answered by a blandly smilini,' Winj,' Sam, who

cheerfully remarked: "Hullo:" It was friendly, and it didn't

matter; but at that stage of her development Nan was more or

less scandalized.

Nan's sense of humour always came to her assistance by

evening, and she had many amusing anecdotes to tell Keith, over

which both of them laughed merrily. Gringo added somewhat

to the complications in life. He was a fat, roly-poly, soft -boned,

ingratiating puppy, with a tail that waved energetically but un-

controUedly. Gringo at times was very naughty, and very much

in the way. But when exasperation turned to vengeance he had

a way of keeling over on his back, spreading his hind legs apart in

a manner to expose his stomach freely to brutal assault, and

casting one calm china-blue eye upward.

"Can there anywhere exist any one so hard-hearted as to

injure a poor, absolutely defenceless dog?" he inquired, with full

confidence in the answer.

The iniquities of Gringo and the eccentricities of Wing Sam

Nan detailed at leri'"' '.rd also her experiences with the natives.

She as yet looked ne as natives. Only later could she

expand to the pc' •
: 'uding them in her cosmos of people.

Nan was transpk a her roots had not yet struck down

into the soil. In hei ^nopping peregrinations she was laking

casual acquaintance, and she had not yet become accustomed to

it.

"I bought some darling little casseroles at Phelan's to-day,"

she said. " The whole Phelan family waited on me. Where do

you suppose the women get their perfectly awful clothes? Mrs.

Phelan offered to take me to her milliner!" or "You know

Wllkins—the furniture man where we got the big armchair? I

was in there to-day, and he apologized because his wife hadn't

called!"

They went to bed early, because they were both very tired.
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Im-Kt'ilh also had generally passed an interesting day,

mediately after breakfast he went to his ofTicc, and con-
scientiously sat a while. Sometimes he wrote letters or cast up
accounts; but there could not be much of this to do. Alout ten
or eleven o'clock his impatient temperament had had enough of
this, so he drifted over to the Monumental engine house. After
considerable thought he had decided to join this company. It
represented about the class of men with whom he wanted to
affiliate himself—the inlluential men of the lawyer, Southcrn-
politiciar large business men type. There were many of these
volunteer organizations. Their main purpose was to fight lire;

but they subserved other objects as well—political, social, and
financial. David liroderick, for example, already hated and
feared, parily owned and financed a company of ward-heelers who
were introducing and establishing the Tammany type of spoils

politics. Casey, later in serious trouble, practically manipulated
another.

Among the Monumentals, Keith delighted especially in Bert
Taylor. Bert Taylor likewise delighted in Keith. Tiie little

chubby man's enthusiasm for the company, while recognized as
most valuable to the company's welfare, had ended by boring
most of the company's members. But Keith was a new listener

and avid for information. He had had no notion of how compli-
cated the whole matter could be. Bert Taylor dissertated some-
times on one pnase of the subject, sometimes on another.

"It's drills we need, and the fellows won't drill enough!" was
Bert Taylor's constant complaint. " What do they know about
hose? They run it uut any way it comes; and roll it up anyhow,
instead of doing a proper job."

"How should you do it?" asked Keith.
" It ought to be laid right—so there's no bends or sharp angles

in it; it should never be laid over heaps of stones, or any kind of

uneven surface—it all increases the water resistance. If there
are any bends or curves they should be regular and even. The
hose ought never to rest against a sharp edge or angle. And
when you coil it up you ought to reverse the sides every time, so

^'^^.^i, mf4>":i J'-
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Do ihiv do it?
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Not unlessit will wear even and stretch even.

I stand over them with a club!"

He showed Keith the hose, made of India rubber, a comi)ara-

tively new thing, for heretofore hose had been made of riveted

leather. Bert Taylor made him feel the in-' k <'f this hose with

his forefinger to test its superlative smoothness.

" Mighty little resistance there! " he cried triumphantly.

The nozzles, all in racks, he handled with almost reverent care.

"These are the boys that cost the money," said Taylor. "If

the inside isn't polished like a mirror the water doesn't come

smooth. Anfl the least little dent makes the stream ragged and

broken. Nothing looks wor^e—and it isn't as effective on the

fire. It ought to be thrown like a solid rod of water. I can't get

the boys to realize that the slightest bruise, dent, or burr throws

the stream in a ragged feathery foam. The result of that is

that a lot of water is dissipated and lost."

Keith, who had taken hold of the nozzle rather negligently, re-

turned it with the reverent care due crown jewels.

"How long a stream will it throw^" he asked.

"With thirty men on a side she's done a hundred and twelve

feet high, and two hundred anci eighteen for distance," said Bert

with ?,imple pride.

He picked up the nozzle again.

' ^ :here. Here's an invention of my own. Cost money to put

it in, too, because every other nozzle on earth is made wrong."

He explained that other nozzles are made so that the thread of

the hose screwed into the nozzle; while '-^ his, the thread of the

nozzle screwed into the hose.

"If there's a leak or a bad connection," explained Bert, " vilh

the old type, the water is blown back into the fireman's face, and

he is blinded. His whole efficiency depends on a close joint. But

with my scheme the leak is blown forward, away from the line-

man. It's a perfectly sound scheme, b: * I can't make them see

it."

" Sounds reasonable," observed Keith, exami) ing perfunctorily

a device to which later he was to owe bis life.
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Itrm l.y itim liny wml ovtr tlu' details of tfiuiiinunt— the

stalitit; ladders, tin- juinpiiif,' slurts. llu-hraix li inpt-, the xiutum
|)i|K-s. tlu- llat roses, stat)<le(H ks, m.ose necks, the do|;tail>, dam
l)oards, shovels, saws, pohaxes, hooks, and rope--. Ironi .'. (on-
sideration of lluin llie two luaiu lied olT to tjie j;ineralities of lire

liK'htin.u. Kiiih learned thai the eoiiihalin;,' of a tire, the
<lri\inf; it into a t orner, oiitllankini; it, was a line art.

"I say al\va>s. tv/ /;/ c/o.sr," siid Tax lor. ".\ tire can he put
out as well as Ju^t drowned out."

It struck Keith as intere^^lin.!,' that in a room a stream should
always he directed at the to|> of a lir>', m) that the water running
down helps extinguish the llames helow, whereas in attack at the
holtom or centre merely puts out the inuuediale hiaze, leaving
the rest to spread upward or sideways. Taylor put hiir.self on
record apiinst fiKhtint,' lire from the street.

"Don't want a whole lot of water and row," he maintained.
"Gel in close (|uarters and make every droj) coinil."

When Bert's enthusiasm palled, Keith always found men in the
readinji-room. The engine house was a sort of clearing house
for |)olitics, husiness schemes, personal affairs, or differences.

Once a day, also, as i)art of his joh in his profe.>-sion, Keith went
to the courthouse. There he sat in the enclosure reserved for
lanvers and listened to the i)rocee(lings, his legal mind alert and
iiitensted in the technical Ijr.ltles. At no time m the world's
history has sheer technicality unleavened hy conmionsense heen
carried further than in the early California "courts. K\en in the
most law-ridden times elsewhere a certain check has heen ex-
ercised by puhlic o[)inion or the presence of Inisine.ss intertsts.

But here was as 3x1 no puhlic opinion; and business interests,
their energies fully ta.xed hy the necessities of a new count rv,
were willing to pay heavily to he let alone. Consefiuentlv,
lawyers were permitted to play out their fasr' iting game to
liielr hearts' content, and totally without reference to expedience
or to the justice of the case. Ihe battles were indeed intensely
technical and shadowy. Points within {joints were fought
bitterly. Often for days the real case at issue was forgotten.

' 'i^^.i'l.^\
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Onlv out' of till' tiiofi' (i!>\i(iii>> instaiucs of tciliniral liiumph

mid Ik- (Itnl. UiK- rr.aii killol aiiotlur, op a |)ul>IU slriit, In lore

many 'viliu^scs. 'I'Ih iiidicitmiit vva>, liowiAcr, tlirown out and

lu- fili-aM-.l l)..raii-c it elated only that !.if vktim was killvil hy a

l)i>!ol, ami faili'il tt) spciify that lii> (Kath wa Aw to tlu- <Ii-^-

(.liari,'c i>f -ai<l pi-lol. 'I'lie lawyer who iMiUcd ihi:^ bril''inl

idea wasjirt-atly admired and warmly vOti^^ratiilaltd.

The win els of the law ground very ^lowly. ()iu*)f the simplest

an<l m<' I el'feelive i xpedieiit of defence wa^ delay. A ease-

could be postponed and reminded, olleii until the wiiiiesses

were scattered or inllueiieed. liul there were inlinile ,,,.inliersof

le^'al expedients, all most iiUereslinj,' to a ma.i of Keith's pro-

fession. His sense of justice was naturally stronu and warm, and

an a|)[)eal to it outride a courtroom or a !' otTice alwa\ ^ j,'ot an

inunediale and comnioiisense resi)onse. l^it inside the law his

mind aulomatieallv ilo>ed, and a "case" could have only legal

aspects. W hich is true of the majority of lawyers to-day.

On the adjournment of court Keith generally drifted over to

the Kl Dorado or the Kmi)ire, where he spent an hour or so loaf-

ing with M)me of his numerous ac(|uaintances. He was of the

temperament that makes itself cjuickly popular, the laughing,

hearty sort, full of badinage, and genuinely liking most men with

whom he came in contact. There was always much joking in

the air, but back of it was a certain reserve, a certain wariness, for

every second man was a profes.sed "tire-eater," given to feeling

insulted on the slightest grounds, and tlying to the duel or the

street fight instanter.

This hour was always most pleasant to Keith; ne\ertheless, he

went iiome about live o'clock in t)rder to enjoy an hour or so of

<hi> light about the place. He perfortTied prodiiries of digging in

the new garden: constructing terraces, tlower beds, walks, and

the like. While the actual construction work was under way he

was greatly interested, but cared nothing for the linished j.roduct

or the mere growing of the flowers.

Gringo received his share of training, at hrst to his intense

disgust. Twice lie refused obedience, and the matter being

.

' ''jiL'ytf*'"
.^..J*:
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pressed, resorted to the simple expedient of retiring from the
scene. Keith dropped everything and pursued. Gringo crawled
under things, but was followed even to the dustiest and cob-
webbiest farthest corner under the porch; he tried swiftness and
dodgmg, but was trailed in all his doublings and twistings at top
speed; he tried running straight away over the sand hills, and at
first left his horrible master behind, but tlie horrible master
possessed a horrible persistence. Finally he shut his eyes and
squatted, expecting instant annihilation, but instead was haled
back to the exact scene of his disobedience, and the command re-
peated. Nan laughed until the tears came, over the large,
warm, red-faced man after the small, obstinate, scared pup, but
Keith refused to joke.

"If he finds he can't get away, no matter what happens, I'll
never have to do it again," he panted. "But if he wins out, even
once, it'll be an awful job."

Gringo tried twice. Then, his faith in his ability to escape
completely shattered, he gave up. After that he adored Keith
and was always under his feet.

Keith saw nothing of any of the women. Mrs. Sherwood
seem.ed to have dropped from their ken when they left the hotel.
Once Keith inquired casually about Mrs. Morrell.

" She's been over twice to see the place," replied Nan.
"We ougl.t to go over there to call," proffered Keith vaguely;

but there the matter rested.



XIV

ONE night Keith was awakened by Nan's suddenly
sitting up in bed. There came to his struggling con-
sciousness the persistent steady clangour of many

deep bells. Slowly recognition filtered into his mind—the fire

bells!

He hastily pulled on some clothes and ran down thefront stairs,
stumbling over Gringo, who uttered an outraged yelp. From
the street he could see a red glow in the sky. At top speed he
ran down the street in the direction of the Monumental. In the
half darkness he could make out other figures running. The
deep lones of the bells continued to smite his ear, but now in
addition he heard the tinkling and cUnking of innumerable
smaller bells—those on the machines. He dashed around a corner
to encounter a double line of men, running at full speed,
hauling on a long rope attached to an engine. Their mouths
were open, and they were all yelling. The light engine careened
and swayed and bumped. Two men clung to the short steering
tongue, trying to guide it. They were thrown violently from
side to side, dragged here and there, tripping, hauUng, falling
across the tongue, but managing to keep the machine from
dashing off at a tangent. Above them, high and precarious,
swayed the short stout figure of Bert Taylor. He was in full

regalia—leather helmet, heavy leather belt, long-tailed coat,
and in his free hand the chased silver speakinp trumpet with
the red tassels that usually hung on the wall. He was in his
glory, dominating the horde. His keen eye, roving everywhere,
seeing everything, saw Keith.

"Catch hold!" he roared through the trumpet.
Keith made a flying grab at a vacant place on the line, caught
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it, u-as almost jcrkc-d from his feet, recovered himself, and chanrcd
on, yelhiif,' hke the rest.

^

But nv'v Bert Taylor began to shriek something excitedlv Itbecame evident, from glimjises caught down the side street's, but
especially through the man.v vacant lots, that another engine
was paralleling their own course a block away.
''Jump her, boys, jump her!" .shrieked Bert Taylor "For

Crod s sake, don't let those Eurekas beat you!"
He danced about on top of the waterbox of the engine in

inimment peril of being jerked from his place, battering "his
Sliver trumpet insanely against the brake rods, beseeching,
threatening profanely. And profanity at that time was a fine
art. Men studied its alliteration, the gorgeousness of its
imagery, the blast of its fire. The art has been lost, existing
still, in a debased form, only among mule drivers, sailors, and the
owners of certain makes of automobiles. The men on the rope
responded nobly. The roar of their going over the plank roid
was like hollow thunder. .^V man dropped out. Next dav it
was discovered he had broken his leg in a hole. At tremendous
speed they charged through the ring of spectators, and drew up
proud and panting, victors by a hundred feet, to receive the'
plaudits of the multitude. A handsome man on a handsome
horse rode up.

"Monumentals on the fire! Eurekas on cistern number
twenty! he commanded briefiy.

Tliis was Charles Uuane, the unpaid fire chief, a likable,
efficient man, but loo fond of the wrong sort of friends
Now It became evident to Keith whv Bert Tavlor had ur^ed

them so strongly in the race. The fire was too distant from 'the
water supply to be carried in one length of hose. Therefore one
engine was require.l to relay to another, i,umping the water from
the cistern, through the hose, and into the waterbox of the
other engine. The other engine pumped it from its own

o7honour
""' ^" ""' ^''"'" ^^'' ^''''""' ""^ '''"'''' ''^' ^''' ^''''''''"'

The Eurekas fell back grumbling, and uttering open threats to
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wash their rivals. By thi. they meant that thev would pump
water into the Monumcntals fa.ter than the latter could pump it
out, thus overflowing and eternally disgracing them Thev
dropped their suction hose into the cistern, and one of theirnumber held the end of the main hose over a little trapdoor in
the Monumental'3 box. The crews sprang to the long brake
handles on either side, and at once the regular thud, thud, thud of
the pumps took up its rhythm. The hose writhed and swelled-
the light engines quivered. Bert Taylor and the Eureka fore-
man, Carter by name, walked back and forth as on their quarter-
decks, exhorting their men. Relays, in uniform assumed on the
spot stood ready at hand. Nobody in either crew knew or
cared anything whatsoever about the fire. As the race became
closer, the foremen got more excited, begging their crews to in-
crease the stroke, beating their speaking trumpets into shapeless
battered relics. An astute observer would now have understood
one reason why the jewellery stores carried such a variety
of fancy speaking trumpets. They were for presentation by
gratef

u owners after the fire had been extinguished, and it was
generally necessary to get a new one for each fire

Keith, acting under previous instructions, promptlv seized a
nelmet and polea.xe and made his way to the front. The fire had
started in one of many flimsy wooden buildings, and had rapidly
spread to threaten a whole district. Men from the hook and
ladder companies were already at work on some of the hopeless
cases. A hreman or two mounted ladders to the eaves, draggin-
with them a heavy hook on the end of a long pole. Cutting a
small hole wuth their axes, they hooked on this apparatus and
descended. As many firemen and volunteers as could get hold of
the pole and the rope attached to it, now began to pull

" \ o, heave ho! " they cried.

The limbers cracked; broke, the wliole side of the house came
out vvith a grand and satisfying crash. An inferno of flame was
thereby laid open to the streams from the hose lines. It was
grand destructive fun for evervbodv. esneciallv for th-^ hnv^ of a'l
ages, which included in spirit about everv male person present
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This sort of work was intended, of course, to confine or check the

fire within the area already affected, and could accomplish

nothing toward saving the structures already alight. The roar

of the flames, the hissing of firebrands sucked upward, the crash

of timbers, the shrieks of the foremen through their trumpets, the

yells of applause or of sarcasm from the crowd, and the thud, thud,

thud, thud of numerous brake bars made a fine pandemonium.
Everybody except the owners or tenants of the buildings was
delighted.

Keith, with two others, wasinstructedtocarry the Monumental
nozzle to the roof of a house not afire. Proudly they proceeded

to use their scaling ladders. These were a series of short sections,

each about six feet long, the tops slightly narrower than the

bottoms. By means of slots these could be fitted together.

First, Keith erected one of them against the wall of the building,

at an angle, and ascended it, carrying another section across

his shoulder. When he reached a certain rung, which was
painted red, he thrust his foot through the ladder and against the

wall, pushed the ladder away from the wall, and fitted the

section he was carrying to the top of the section on which he was
standing. He then hauled up another section and repeated.

When the ladder had reached to the eaves, he and his companions
dragged the squirtin-, writhing hose up with them, chopped foot-

holds in the roof, and lay flat to look over the ridgepole as over a
breastwork. All this to the tune of admiring plaudits and with a

pleasing glow of heroism. There was a skylight, but either they

overlooked or scorned that prosaic expedient.

At the other end of the ridgepole Keith made out the dark
forms of two men from another company. His own companions,

acting under orders, now descended the ladder, leaving him alone.

The next building was a raging furnace, and on it Keith

directed the heavy stream from his nozzle. It was great fun. At
first the water seemed to have no effect whatever, but after a

little it began to win. The flames were beaten back, broken into

detachments. Finally, Keith got to the point of chasing down
small individual outbreaks, driving ihem into their lairs, drown-

H
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ing them as they crouched. He was wholly interested, and the
boy in him, with a shamefaced half apology to the man in him,
pretended that he was a soldier directing a battery against an
enemy.

Along the ridgepole cautiously sidled the two men of the other
company, dragging their hose. Keith now recognized them. One
was a vivid, debonair, all-confident, magnetic individual named
Talbot Ward, a merchant, promoter, speculator, whom every-
body liked and trusted; the other a fair Hercules of a man, slow
and powerful in everything, called Frank Munro.

" Look here," said Ward, " does it strike you this roof's getting
hut?"

Recalled to himself, Keith immediately became aware of the
fact.

"The house is afire beneath us," said Ward; "we've got to get
out,"

"What's the matter with your ladder?" asked Keith.
'

' They took i i away. '

'

"We'll use mine."

They let themselves cautiously down the footholds that had
been chopped in the roof, and looked over. A blast of smoke
and flame met them in the face.

" Good Lord, she's all afire! " cried Keith, aghast.
The llamcs were licking around the scaling ladder, which was

already blazin;^. Keilh directed the stream from his hose straight
down, but with no other result than to break the charred ladder.
They crawletl back to the ridgepole, and worked their hose

lines around to the end of the building, out of the flames. Here a
two-story drop confronted them.

" This thing is going to fall under us if we don't do something,"
muttered Ward.
"Duane's forgotten us, and those crazy idiots at the engines

are too busy trying to keep from being washed." surmised Keith.
"Look here," said Munro suddenly; "ru brace against a

chimney and hang on to the hose, and you can slide down it like a
rope."
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"How about you?" demanded Ward crisply.

" Vou can run for more ladders, once you're on the ground."

At this moment the water failed in Keith's hose. He stared at

the nozzle, then rapidly began to unscrew it.

'"Cistern empty or hose burst," surmised Munro.

But Talbot Ward, cocking his ear toward a distant pande-

monium of cheering, guessed the true cause.

"Sucked," said he. By this he meant that the Monumental
crew haci succeeded in emptying their waterbo.x in spite of the

Eureka's best tJorts.

" Get of! your nozzle quick! " urged Keith.

Munro, without stopping to ask why, bent his great strength

to the task; and it was a task, for in his hose the pressure of the

water was tremendous. It spurted back all over him, and at the

last the nozzle was fairly blown away from him.

"Now coui)le my hose to yours quick, quick, before my hose

fills! "cried Keith.'

"They won't go " Munro began to ol)ject.

" Yes, they will, mine's a special thread," urged Keith, who had
remembered Bert Tavlor's reversed nozzle.

All three bent iheir energies to catching the threads. It was a

fearful job, for the strength of the water had first to be overcome.

Keith was terribly e.xcited. Time was precious, for not only

might the roof give way beneath them, but at any moment the

water might come again in Keith's hose. Then it would be physi-

cally impossible to make the coupling. All three men concen-

trated their efforts on it, their feet grijiping the irregularities of the

roof or slipping on the shingles. Frank Munro bent his enormous

back to the task, the veins standing jur in his temples, his face

turning purple with the effort. Keith helped him as well as he

was able. Talbot Ward, coolly, deliberately, delicately, as

though he had all the time in the world, manipulated the coupling,

feeling gingerly for the thread. The water spurted, fanned,

sprayed, escaping with violence, first at one point, then at an-

other, drenching and blinding them.

"There!" breathed Ward at last, and with a few twists of
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his sinewy hands brought Uie couplings into tloso connection.

Munro relaxed, flrawing two or three deep breaths. Without
the aid of his great strength the task could not have been ac-

complished.

"Hook her over the chimney," gasped Keith.

With some difficulty they lifted the loop of the throbbing hose
over the chimney.

" Down we go! " cried Keith, and slid hand over hand down the
way th us made for them. The others immediately followed , and
all three stood looking back. It was a wonder the building had
stood so long, for in both stories it was afire, and the walls had
apparently burned quite through. Indeed, a moment later the

whole structure collapsed. A fountain of sparks and brands
sprang upward in the mighty suction.

"There goes our good hose! " said Keith.

The remark brought them to wrath and a desire for vengeance.
"I'm going to lick somebody!" cried Keith, starting deter-

minedly in the flirection of the engine.

"We'll help," growled Munro.
But when they came in sight of the engine their anger evapo-

rated, and they clung to each other, weak vnth mirth.

For the Monumental was "washed," and washed aplenty. This
was natural, for now the water was pouring into her box from
boih directions, and would continue so to pour until the hose
coupled to Ward's engine had burned through. The water was
fairly spouting up from the box, not merely overflowing. Her
crsw were still working, but raggedly and dispiritedly. Bert
Taylor, his trumpet battered beyond all recognition, was fairly

voiceless with rap( An interested and ribaldly facetious crowd
spared not its sarcasm.

" My crowd must be in the same fix! " gurgled Ward; " the back
pressure has 'washed' them, too." Then the full splendour of the

situation burst on him, and he fell again on Munro for support.

"Don't you see," ho gasped. "They'll never know! The
hose will burn through. Unless we tell, liiey'U never knowl
We've qot even, all right."
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At this inoment Duanc rode up, foaming at the moutl, „rfdestnng to know what the assort, .1 adjectives tl^ yT."r u„i"f

Fires were to these men a good deal of i l.rL- tI
^

There was much bickering. It seemed that Bert Tay or in his

appea^ld T; th'e
' T f

"'^ ^"" P"^'^^' ^'^^ extra men who

brakes and ^ "'^''^^\"^°'?^"t to relieve the tired men at the

menf?.' h^ '^•^' "?^"'" '^^''" ^^^^^ impetus that the Monu-

hadten Ht ,lol tV ^ u '" ''""^'^^ maintained that if theynad been left a one thi. would never have happened.
1 hese whiskey bummers never can last!" they said Fv^r.,

Srs' T,::rs'"
''- -t '--• >*- -i^eshiii"were served. After some consideration Keith decided to leil

were' Srts^^t," l'""' " "'^^ "'^' '"^M—,'at

broke out ThU^ ? 'rP''"^ "'""""' "P- A clamour

to'trXratl"™ z:cS olr he™o" ''4:', '"' "r-
iuhiia..,, returning eve,. few^lt^tHo plritTofr



XV
KEITH got home about daylight to find Xan, terriblv

anxious, waiting up for him. He brushed away heV
anxiety with the usual masculine impatience at beingmade a fuss over, gave a brief account of the fire-omitting

mention of his narrow escape-and insisted that she go to bed

Z -1 \ T TT''"^'
'^'' ''^''^y*^^' ^"d immediatelv fell asleep"

Keith bathed himself and changed., made a cup of coffee*and wandered about rather impatiently waiting for time to mdowntown. Wing Sam appeared, the morning paper cameIhe sun gained strength, and finally tempted him outside
i" or some time he prowled around, examining Nan's -fforts

at gardening. There was not much to show as yet, but Keithhad already the eye of faith so essential to the Californian,and saw plainly trees, shrubs, and flowers where now only

was already well grown, and he cast on it an appraising eyeNo sign of life showed about the place except a thread of .smoketrom the kitchen chimney. It was still early
Nevertheless, five minutes later Mrs. Mo^rell opened the sidedoor and stepped forth. She had on a wide leghorn hat, andearned a basket and scissors as though to gather flowers. Im-

mediately she caught sight of Keith and waved him a gav
greeting. He vaulted the fence and joined her.

'

"Aren't these early morning hours perfect? Isn't this elor-ous sunshine? " she greeted him.
*

As a matter of fact Mrs. Morrell seldom rose before noonand detested early morning hours and glorious sunshine. Shewas inchned to consider the usual remarks in their praise as
sheer aflectation. But she adored iires, and often went to
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i

tlicm when tlu-y promiseH well enou^'li. Sometimes she attenrled
in company with certain of her men friends ; and sometimes
alone, doakerl ris a man. She like<l the destruction and stimu-
lation of them. She had been to the tire just extinKuished,
and seeing Keith in the garden, had put on iur thiffiest and ^one
out to him. It was time this most attractive youn« man ne.xt
door [)aid her more attention.

"How does the hero of jie tire survive? "she asked him archly.
"Hero.?"

"Don't pretend ignorance. Charles told me all about it.

He heard your tale at the Monumental."
"It's hardly heroism to gel out of u scrape the best way

possible."

"It's heroic to save lives, I think; but especially heroic to
keep your head in an emergency."
"Mr. JMorrell all right?" asked Keith, to change the subject.
"He is sleeping off the fire—and the after effects. Vou men

need watching every minute—even when we think you must be
in danger of your lives."

She laughed and clipped a few flowers at random.
"Have you been moving furniture all these days? We've

seen nothing of you. I thought we were going to have some
music. I do my little five-fmger exercises all by myself and
nobody knows but I am \)\uj ing Beethoven. Vou ought in
Christian charily to help me out—whether you want to or not.
What do you think of our garden? Don't vou adore flowers?"
"No, I don't believe I do," replied Keith bluntly. "I like

to see a pretty woman amongst 'em," he went on gallantly,
"they set her olT. It's like dresses. No good to show me
pretty frocks—unless they're filled."

"La! You are so clever; at times I'm really afraid of you,"
said she.

She went on tossing a few blooms into her basket. Dnder
the stimulu' of the tire she had acted on im])ulse in going out
into the garden. She realized it as perhaps a mistake. Keith's
early morning freshness and fitness made her feel less sure of

v'"''or>-( WI^I'^VWW^^^^'Wl .v-S.
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herself than usual. She had an uncasv impression that .he
was not at her best, and this reacted on her ahilitv to exercise
her usual magnetism. In fact, Keith, tiie least observant of menm such tlun-s, coul.l not avoid noticin- her ratiier second-hand
l()..km.!^ skni, and that her features were more pronounced than
he had thoupht.

^

''Do come over this evening for some mu.MC," she bcpged
' \ on can tak - a nap this afternoon, and vou can go home early

"

Keith had l)een ju^t a little uneasv over thi.. second interview
with Mrs. Morrell. His straightforward nature was incline.l
to look back on the impression she had made on him at the
sup, jr party with a half-guilty sense of some sort of vague
disloyalty he could not formulate. \ow he felt much satisfied
with himself, and quite relicNed. Therefore, he acce|)ted.
"I shall be very g^ -.d to," said he.

_

At breakfast, which was rather late, he told Xan of the meet-
ing and the invitation. Xan's clear lines, fresh creamv skin,
bright young eyes, looked more than usuallv attractive to him
"Perhaps she ccin play," he said. "Let'J go Hnd out. And

you must wear your prettiest gown; I'm proud of my wife, and
I want her to look her very best."
A little lat'.T he remarked:
"I wonder if she isn't considerably older than Morrell."

,f |.
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WHKX he had at last mi* lud downtown after his late
l)n-akfast, Kc'h fo^ind it in a fair turmoil. Knots of
men s«,K)d evi-r\ whiTf ar^,'lJinJ,^ sonu-lintes verv heat-

edly. Kureka mcniluTs were oin-nlv exj)ressin« their' ant'er
ovor what tl railed Taylor's "dirty Iriek" in putting hire-
lings on the .es, men who did not helon^ to the Monu-
mental orKaniziitic,.. at all. If it had not I.een for that the
Monumentals could never have "sueked " at all. On the other
hand, the Monumentals and their friends were vehemently as-
sertuiK that they were well within their rifrhts. Fist.s were
brandished. Several fights started, but were stopped before
they had become serious.

Keith avoided these storm centres, waving a friendly hand,
but smilingly refusing to be drawn in. Near the Merchants'
I'..\change, however, he came on a quieter, attentive group in the
centre of which stood Calhoun Hennett. The Southerner's head
was thrown back hauL-htily, but he was listening with entire
courtesy to a violent haiangue from a burly, red-faced man in
rough clothes.

"And I tell you that sort of ; trick won't go down with nob(xiy,
and the story of why you were washed won't wash itself It's
too thin."

''I havj the honah, suh." said Dennett formally, "to info'm
yo' that yo' do not know what yo' are talkin' about."

His silken tones apparently e^.-aged liie man.
" V'ou silk-stockingcd of a !" said he.
Withoul haste Calhoun Bennett rapped the man across the

face with his light rattan cane. Venting a howl of .3^1, the
Eureka partisan leaped forward. Calhoun Bennett, quick as a
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Hash, <lrtw a mall <ltrrinn(T and liml; anel the man wt nt down
in a luMp. Su|.rrl>ly noni lialanf, Mcnm It, without a Klantc at
his vittim. Iiiriud away, thf riii;,'of s|»(. tators [)ariinu to let him
throuKh. lie saw Kt-ith, an<l at omc joined him. (hawing,' thr
younu man's arm through hi. own. Krilh. looking; l,ark, saw
the man already sitliiif,' up, feeling his ^ho Ider and dir^inj,'

vij^'orously.

Hennetl was fairly radiating ra- , whi. h, however, he manaK'nl
lo suppress beneath a weil-hred exterior ( aim.
"These hounds, suh," he told R.ith, "profess not to helievc

us, suh: They profess, suh, thai our explanation of how wc
were washed is a f.ii)ri(ation. Vou will ohlii^e me. suh, hy
j)rotTeriir yo' personal testimony in the case."
He fa(fd Keith resoluti-Iy toward the Kureka enKini- house.

Keith spared a thought to wonder what he was heinj,' lei. in for hy
this handsome younj,' lire-eater, hut he went alonj,' unprotestinj,'.

.\round tlie Kureka engine house was a hi^ crowd of men.
Thes. fell silent as Hennctt and Keith approached. 'Ihc'

Kurekas rei)resenled (|uite a ditTerent social order 'rom me
Monument als. Its memhership was recruited from those who
in the East had hee.i small farmers, artisans, or workini^mcn in
the more skilled trades; inde{)endcnt, plain, rather rough,
thoroughly democratic, a tritle contemptuous of " silk, stockings,

"

outspoken, with little heed for niceties of cticjuette or conduct,
rk'nnett pushed his way through them to where stood Carter, the
chief, and several of the more intlucntial. Keith, looking at
them, met their eyes directed squarely into his. They were
steady, clear-looking, solid, rather C(;arse-grained, grave men.

"I have brought Mr. Keith here, who was an eyewitness, to
give his testimony as to the events of last evenin',"'said Bennett
formally.

Keith told his story. It was received in a blank noncom-
mittal silence. The men all looked at him steadily, and said
nothing. Somehow, he was impressed. This silence seemed
to him, fancifully, more than mere lack of words—it con-
veyed a sense of rcservt force, of quid appraisal of himself
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and his words, of the experiences of men who have been close to
reahties, who have done things in the world. Keith felt himself
to be better educated, to own a better brain, to have a wider out-
look, to be possessed, in short, of all the advantages of superiority
He had never mmgled with rough men, and he had alwavs looked
down on them. In this attitude was no condescension and no
priggishness. Now he felt, somehow, that the best of these men
had somethmg that he had not suspected, some force of character
that raised them above his previous conception. Thev might be
more than mere "filling" in a city's population; they might well
come to be an element to be reckoned with.
When he had quite finished his story, there ensued a slight

pause. Then said Carter:
"We believe Mr. Keith. If Mr. Ward and Frank Munro

were there, of course there can be no doubt." Somehow Keith
could not resent the implication; it was too impersonally de-

ZTt .Tl'
"^'"^ °" ^'^^ ^^^^ formality and emphasis:

Mr. Keith had a very narrow escape. It was lucky for him that
your hired men had 'sucked' your waterbox. In view of that
we can, of course, no longer regret the fact."

" It was a dirty trick just the same! " growled a voice out of the
crowd.

Carter turned a deliberate look in that direction, and noth-
ing more was said. Bennett ignored the interruption, bowed
frigidly, and turned away. The Eureka leaders nodded In
dead silence Keith and Bennett withdrew.
"That settles that!" observed Bennett, when at a little dis-

tance. ' .\ lot of cheap shopkeepers! It makes me disgusted
every time I have anythin' to do with them!"
As they walked away, one of the hangers-on of the police court

approached, touching his hat.

"For you, Mr. Bennett," he said most respectfully, prolTering
a paper.

' ^

" Me.^
" observed Bennett, surprised. He unfolded the paper

glanced at it, and laughed. "I'm arrested for wingin' that
shoulder-striker' up the street a while back," he told Keith
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-just a

"Anything I can do?" asked Keith anxiously.
" Not a thing, thank you. There'll be no trouble at all-

lit lie nuisance. May call you for a witness later."
He went away with the officer, but shortly after Keith saw him

on the street again. The matter had been easily arranged
Keith went to his office. In spite of himself he could not

entirely take Bennett's point of view. Several of the men at
Eureka headquarters looked interesting-he would like to know
them-perhaps more than interesting, the potentiality of a
reasoning and directed power.



XVII

THE afternoon nap suggested hv Mrs. Morrell was not
enjoyed, and Keith returned home feeling pretty tired
and inchned to a quiet evening. Xan had to remindnim of his engagement.

.
''?^'

'f'
f^"^

^ note
.
ver by Wing," he sa.J, a httle crossly.

1 don t feel like making an etlort to-night."
But Xan's convention could not approve of anything quite so

radically a last-minute decision.
" It's a little late in the day for that," she pointed out. " Shemay have stayed in just to see us. We can leave earlv "

Keith went, grumbling. They found Mrs. Morrell in fullevening dress, showing her neck and shoulders, which were her
best points for she was full bosomed and rounded without losing
firmness of flesn Xan was a trille taken back at this gorgeous
ness, for she had not dressed. Keith, with his usual directnessmade no secret of pretending to be utterlv overwhelmed

1 didn t know we were expected to dress for a real concertwith flowers! " he cried, laughing.
Mrs. Morrell shrugged her hne shoulders indifferentlv
This old rag!" she said. "Don't let that bothJr vou I

relid
" ^"^

^"' ''" something c< •
! for the evening. It's such a

It developed that Morrell had an engagement, and could not
St3,\ .

"He was so disappointed," purred Mrs. Morrell
She was all eager for the music, brushing aside this and other

preliminaries.

"You play, sing? "she asked Xan. "Whatapity! I'm afraid
you'regoing to be terribly bored."

io6
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She turned instantly to Keith, hurrying him to the piano,
giving the impression of being too eager to wait—almost the
eagerness of a drunkard in the presence of drink. And this in
turn conveyed a vibrating feeling of magnetism, of tempera-
ment under restraint, of possibiHties veiled. The impact struck
Keith's responsive nature full. He waked up, approached the
piano with reviving interest. She struck idle chords and Hashed
at him over her shoulder a ijrilliant smile.

" What shall it be? " she demanded, still with the undercurrent
of eagerness. "You choose—a man's song—somethini- soulful
I'm Justin the mon-^'."

" Do you know ...e 'Bedouin Love Song? '
" he inquired.

" The 'Bedouin Love Song? ' No—I'm afraid not. We are so
faro- ;f the world."

•' It's a new thing. It goes like this."

He hummed the air, and she followed it hesitatingly, feeling
out the accompaniment. Mrs. Morrell knew her instrument and
had a quick ear. Occasionally Keith leaned over her shoulder to
strike for her an elusive chord or modulation. In so doing he had
to press close, and for all his honest absorption in the matter at
hand, could not help becoming aware of her subtle perfume, the
shine of her flesh, and the brightness of her crown of hair.

" You play it," she said suddenly.
But he disclaimed the ability.

"I don't know it any better than vou do, and you improvise
wonderfully."

They became entirely absorbed in this most fascinating of tasks
tne working out httle by little of a complicated accompaniment.

'

"There! " she cried gayly at last. "I believe I have it Let's
try."

KeiLx had a strong smooth baritone, not too well trained, but
free from glaring faults and mannerisms. It filled the little
drawing-room ringingly. He liked the song, and he sang it with
fire and a certain defiance that suited it. At its conclusion Mrs
Morrell sprang to her feet, breathing quickly, her usual hard^
quick artificiality of manner quite melted.
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"It'-, wonderful I "she cried. "It lifts one right up! It makes

me feel I'd run away " She checked herself abruptly, and

turned t where Nan sat in an armchair outside the circle of light.

"Don't you just adore it?" she asked in a more restrained

manner, and turned back to Keith, who was standing a little

flushed and excited by the song. " You have just the voice for it

—with that vibrating deep quality." She reseated herself at the

piano and struck several loud chords. Under cover of them she

added, half under her breath, as though to herself, but distinctly

audible to Uie man at her shoulder: "Luck for us all that you

are already taken."

Keith would have been no more than human if he had not

followed this cue with a look. She did not lower her eyes, but

gave him back his gaze directly. It was as though some secret

understanding sprang up between them, though Keith, in half-

angry confusion, could not have analyzed it.

After this they compared notes until they found several songs

they both knew\ Mrs. Morrell brushed aside Keith's suggestion

that she herself should sing, but she did it in a wry that left the

implication that he was the important one vocally.

"No, no I I've been starved too long. I'm as tired of my
little reed of a voice as of the tinkle of a musical bo.x."

The close of the evening was brought about only by the return

of Morrell from his engagement. Keith had utterly forgotten

his fatigue, and was tingling with the enthusiasm to which his

nature always rose under stimulus. The Englishman, very self-

contained, clean-cut, incisive, brought a new atmosphere. He
was cordial and polite, but not expansive. Keith came down

from the clouds. He remembered, with compuncLion,Xan sit-

ting in the armchair, the lateness of the hour, his )wn fatigue.

"You should hear Mr. Keith's new song, Charley," said Mrs.

Morrell. "It's the most wonderful thing! The 'Bedouin Love

Song.' Y'ou must surely sing it at the Firemen's Ball. It will

make a great hit. Xo, you surely must. With a voice like

yours it is selfish not to use it for the benefit of all. Don't you

agree with me, Mrs. Keith?"
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"I'll sing it, if you will play my aciompaiiimcnt," said Keith.
On their way home Keith's enthusiasm bubbled up again.

"Isn't it great luck to find somebody to practise with?" he
cried. " Unexpected luck in a place like this! I wish you cared
for music."

"Oh, I do," said Xan. " I love it. But I just can't do it, that's

all."

"Did you like it to-night?"

"I liked it when you really saug'' replied Xan with a little

yawn, "but it always took you such a time to get at it."

A short silence fell.

"Are you really going to sing at the Firemen's Ball? " she asked
curiously.

' haven't been asked yet," he reminded her. "Don't you
think it a good idea?"

"Oh, I don't know," said Nan, but .'ler voice had a little edge.
Keith felt it, and made the u-ual mascuhne blunder. He
stopped short, thunderstruck at a new idea.

'AVhy, Xan," he cried reproachfully, "I don't believe you like

her!"

"Like her!" she flashed back, her anger leaping to unreason-
able proportions—" that old frump!

"

Xo sooner had the door closed after them than Morrell's con-
ventional smile faded, and his countenance fell into its usual
hard, cold impassivity.

"Well, what is the game there?" he demanded.
"There is no game," she replied indifferently.

"There is very little money there, I warn you," he persisted.

She turned on him with sudden fury.

"Oh, shut up!" she cried. "I know my own business!"
" And I know mine," he told her, slowly and dangerously. "And

I warn you to go slow unless I give the word."
She stared at him a moment, and he stared back. Then, quite

deliberately, she walked over to him u^'til her breast almost
touched him. Her eyes were half closed, and a little smile
parted her full Up'^.
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"Charley," she drawled wickedly, "I warn you to go slow.

And I warn you not to interfere with me—or I might interfere
with you.'"

Morrcll shrugged his shoulders, and turned awav with an
assumption of indifference.

" Please yourself. But I can'; afford a scandal just now."
" You can't afford a sccimhil.'-' she cried, and laughed hardly.
Aot just now," he repeated.

ii n
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P^h^?;T ^m'
""^^-i^^ '-antagonizing by her husband, per-haps the Idleness with which the well-to-do woman was

afflicted perhaps a genuine liking for Keith, gave A^sMorrell just the impulse needed. At any rate she uled thecomn^on bond of music to bring him much into' her company

of i J?h"°' " ^f'"'' ""''''' ^^^^h -'^^ extravagantWond

IZ WT °^,f
P^""^^ntal amateur excursions into Lhtermusic, and he liked Mrs. Morrell. She was a good sort stSforward and honest and direct, no nonsense in\erbu 'she knewher way about, and a man could have a sort of pleasing harmles^flirtation to which she knew how to play up. Cre was not nor

couldtherebe-inKeith'smind-anyharmintheilrelatLnT

see an>body else or that other women might not-of course in

wa^ qual'sk Iful in ".' 'n '"^^ "^ ^'^ ^"^^-^^' ^"^ ^he

dift cu t r V ^'""^"t"-'
'-"''"^^"^ ^"^^"^ This was not

and repd t C 'ZVl' '' ^\^ T^"^'
P^^^^^"-

«;nu. fV
-,

-Hor.... s efforts to be fascinating Shesau hem plainly enough, but was at first merelv amused and

h" sudr?:::;:^;^::,':?
^^^

rr.^'
^-^-^^ ^° beiie^bl::^'

lolin^ I ,
'''^' '*'"'^ ^^''" "« '-'ff^ct on Milton, over-looking the fact that the crudities of women never appear asPlamly to a man as they do to another woman. For a CmaaIS in the know. At first she offered one excuse or another inan attempt to be both polite and plausible She mu h 'rferred a book at home, or a whole free evening to wo kTtm .fint

III
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"I promised to run over to the Morrclls' this eveninj,'," he
would say. "More music. Of course you won't care to come.
You won't l)e lonely? I won't be pone late."

"Of course not," she laughed. "I'm thankful for the chance
to get through with the blue room."

Nevertheless, after a time she began to experience a faint,

unreasonable resentment; and Keith an equally faint, equally
unreasonable feeling of guilt.

Left to itself this situation would, therefore, have righted it-

self, but Mrs. Morrell was keen enough to give it the required
directing touches:

"Too bad we can't tear your wife away from her house and
garden."

"If you only had some one to practise with regularly at home I

Your voice ought to be systematically cultivated. It is won-
derful!"

And later:

"You ought not to come here so much, I suppose "

rather doubtfully. "Any swrt of practice and accompaniment
—even my poor efforts—does you so much good! You or I

would understand perfectly; but it is sometimes so difficult for the
inexperienced domestic type tocomprehcnd! An olderwoman who
understands men knows—but come, we must sing that once more."
The effect of these and a thousand similar .^jjeeches injected

apparently at random here and there in the tide of other things
was at once to intensify Keith's vague feeling of guilt, and to

put it in the light somehow of an injustice to himself. He had
an unformulated notion that if Nan would or could only under-
stand the situation and be a good fellow that every one would
be happy; but as she was a mere woman, with a woman's prej-

udices, this was impossible. It was absurd to expect him to

give up his music just because she wanted to be different! He
had really nothing whatever to conceal ; and yet it actually seemed
that difficulty and concealment would be necessary if this sort

of unspoken reproach were kept up. Women were so con-
foundedly single-minded!



THE GRAY DAWN J13
And as the normal, healthy, non-introspective male tends

thoT' r .'^I'^""^^"''^;
''''' "^ his own making, it thus came aI,out

tha kcith spent less and less time at home. He did not
explam to himself why. It was certainly no lessening of his affec-
lon for Nan. Only he felt absolutely sure of her, and the men-

tal SI uat.on sketched above left him more open to the lure ofdowntown, which to any live man was in those days especially

ov?r nl 7 'Tu^S
^he "fellows" got together, jawed things

over, played pool, had a dnnk or so, wandered from one place

ll^^T^^'j u'"^
""'''^ '^' '''^'^ •"t^'-^^^t «f the young and

able-bodied on the seething, colourful, vital life of the new com-
munity. It was all harmless and mighty pleasant. Keithargued that he was "establishing connections" and meetingmen vvho could do his profession good, which was more or less
true; but it took him from home evenings.
Nan, at first, quite innocently played 'into his hands. She

really preferred to stay at home rather than be bored at the
Morrells

. Latervvhen this tradition had been established,
she began to be disturbed, not by any suspicion that Milton's
interest was straying, but by a feeling of neglect. She was hurt.And .Utle by little, in spite of herself, a jealousy of the womannex door began to tinge her solitude. Her nature was too

.Tnlr QrM^"'
to harbour such a sentiment without a

struggle. She blamed herself for unworthv and wretched jeal-ousy, and yet she could not help herself.
'

Often, especially at
first Keith in an impulse would throw over his plans, and askher to go to the theatre or a concert, of which there were manyand excellent^ She generally declined, not because she did no^want to go. but because of that impelling desire, universal inthe feminine soul, to be a little wooed to it, to be compelled bv
gentle persuasion that should at once make up for the past and
be an earnest for the future. Only Keith took her refusal at
It. tace value. Nan was lonelv and hurt
Her refusals to respond to "his rather spasmodic attempts
be nice to her were adopted by Keith's subconscio,,. needs

iur comtort. It she didn't want to see anvlhing of life she
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shouldn't expect him to bury himself. His restless mind
gradually adopted the fiction persistently held before him by
Mrs. Morrell that his wife was indeed a domestic little body,
fond only of her home and garden. As soon as he had h\j)no-
(ized himself into the full acceptance of this, he felt much hap-
pier, his uneasiness fell from him, .^nd he continued life with
zest. If any one had told him that he was neglecting Nan, he
probably would have been surprised. They were busy; they
met amicably; there were no reproaches; they managed to get
about and enjoy things together quite a lot.

The basis for the latter illusion rested on the Sunday excur-
sions an ! picni.s. Both the Keiths always attended them.
There was invariably the same crowd— the Morrells; Dick Blatch-
ford, the contractor, and his fat, coarse-grained, good-natured
Irish wife; Calhoun Bennett; Ben Sansome; Sally Warner, a dash-
ing grass widow, whose unknown elderly husband seemed to be
always away "at the mines"; Teeny McFarlane, small, dainty,
precise, blond, exquisite, cool, with very self-possessed man-
ners and decided ways, but with the capacity for occasionally
and with deliberation .utdoing the worst of them, about whom
were whispered furtive things the rumour of which died before
her armoured front; her husband, a fat, jolly, round-faced, some-
what pop-eyed man who adored her and was absolutely ignorant
of one side of her. These and a sprinkling of "fast "youths made
the party. Sometimes the celebrated Sam Brannan went along,
loud, coarse, shrewd, bull voiced, kindly when not crossed, un-
scrupulous, dictatorial, and overbearing. They all got to know-
each other very well and to be very free in one another's society.
The usual i)rocedurc was to drive in buggies, sometimes to

the beach, sometimes down the peninsula, starting rather early,

and staying out all day. Occasionally rather elaborate lunches
were brought, with servants to spread them; but the usual cus-
tom was to stop at one of the numerous road houses. No man
drove, walked, or talked with his own wife; nevertheless,
these affairs though rowdy, noisy, and "fast" enough, were es-

sentially harmless. The respectable members of the community
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were surridcntly shockt'.!. however. Gay drcss.'s. gav Iau«hler
«ay l)eliavi()ur, ^uy scorn of convention, ahov^ all,' tlic resort
to the mysterious naughty roa.l houses were enough. It must
he confessed that at times things seeme.l to go a bit far; but
N'

,
wlio v\as at first i)ewil(Iere(l and shocked, noticed that the

vvomen did many things in public and nothing in private. \s
already her mind and tolerance were adapting themselves to
new things, she was able to accept it all philosophically as
part of a new phase of life.

These peof)le haH no misgivings about themselves, and they
passed judgment on others with entire assurance. In their
slang, all with whom they came into contact were either
hearses or "live Mollies." There was nothing racial, local,

or social in this division. A family might bo divi.led, one mem-
ber being a live Molly, and all the rest the most dismal of hearses
Occasionally a stranger might be brought along. He did notknow It but always he was very carefullv watched and
apf.raised: his status discu.ssed and decided' at the supper
tr which the same people-minus all strangers-gathered later
A. one of these discussions a third estate came into being
Teeny McFarlane had that day brought with her a youngman of about twenty-four or twenty-five, well dressed, of pleast

ant features, agreeable in manner, well spoken, but quiet
"He isn't a live Molly, " stated Sallv positively.
"Well. Sally took a walk with him'," observed Sam Brannan

dryly; "she ought to know!"

^

"Don't need to take a walk with him," countered bally;
just take a talk with him—or try to."
''I did try to," interpolated Mrs. Morrell.
"May as well make it unanimous, looks like," said Sara
lie goes for a hearse."

littfe^la^v''"^

McFarlane interposed in her positive, precise

"I object," she drawled. "He certainlv isn't as bad as all

IV T. ? ?
"" "''''' ^">'' ^""^ ^"^ "^^'-*'" b«red anybody in his

life. Did he bore you, Sally?"
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"I can't say In- did, now you mention it. Hi's one of those
nil i- do^ijiy |H'o[)le you don't mind liavinj; around."
Tluy distussc'd tlu" matter anitnaltdly. 'IVeny McFarlane

ili'\elo|)ed an uncxpeitnl obstinacy. Slu- did not su^f^est that

Ihr youn^ man was to In- iiu hided in any of the future parti«'s;

iiKk'ed, she ansv red the (hrii t question deeicKdly in tlie nega-
tive; no, there was no use iryinj,' to inehide anyl)o<ly unless they
de(i(U'iily "l)elon};ed."

" V«)u wouhhi't call him a live Molly, now would you, Teeny? "

im|)lored C'al Hennett.

"\i>," she answered slowly, "1 suppose n(jt. Hut he is

//('/ a hearse."

The men, all hut I'opsy Mcl-'arlane, were inspeelinR Teeny's
cool, unrevealin^ e.\terior with covert curio>ity. Slu> was al-

ways an enii^ma lo them. I'^ach man was askinj; himself why
her interest in the mere labelling of this stranger.

"He isn't a live Mollv and slie objects lo his being a hearse,"

laughed Sally. "He must be something between them. What,"
she infjuired, with the air of propounding a conundrum, "is

between a live .Molly and a hearse?"

"(Jive it upl" they cried unanimously
Sally looked nonplussed, then shriekci' "Why, the pall-

bearers, of course!"

The silly phrase caught. Thereafter, those who were ac-

knowledged to be dl right enough but not of their feather were
known as "pallbi irers."

The Keiths were live Mollies. He was deciiledly one. His
appearance alone inspired gotwl nature and high spirits, he
looked so clean, vividly coloureil, enthusiastic, ali\e to his linger

tip?. He was always game for anything, no matter how ridic-

ulous it made him, or in what si)rt of a so-called false position

it might place him. When he had reached a ciTtain state of

dancing-eyed joyous recklessness, Xan was always athrill as

to what he might do next. .\nd Xan, sj)ite of her (|uieter

ways and the reserves imjiosed on her by her breeding, was
altogether too pretty and Lou much uf a real person ever
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to l)t' ilasscd as a luar^r. With h r ravishi'iK Kastrrn toilet ti-;,

her (liar, t ri:miy comploxion, and the (Iran-rut liiu's of Iut
throat, cliin, ami ihcil-- , she always madf tin- oilu-r womt ii lo..k

a lillU- li«» \ i\ idly actcr.icd. The nun all a<lmirid lur on si^'lit,

and at lir^ did tlnir hi-st to inU-rt-st Iut, 'I'licy MUd'cdcd, for

ill K^tiira! iluy wvw of \iial ^tulT, hut not in the intiiiiati'Iy

|HT>onal way Iluy di>irrd. Her nature found no thrill in

exptrinunt. Oiu' hy one they fjave lur u|) in the f.ivour of less

attractive hut livilier or more eoniplai^ant companions; hut
they continurd to like her and to pay her nuuh ;,'cniTal atlni-
lion. S' ver, in any nuance of manner, evi ii triid to miike a
differeiue; neverliiele^s, their attitude toward her was always
more defereiilial than to tiie other women.

lien Satisome was the one exception to the t'irst part of the
ahove statement. Her j,'enlli- hut ohvious withdrawals from
his advances piciued his conceit. Hen was a si)oiled youth,
with plenty of money; and he had always heen a sjjoikd voulh,
with f)lenty of money. Wl-y he had come to San Francisco
'lo one knew. I'os.-'ily hr did not know himself; for as his

affairs hail always heen iiilc, ht- had drift. •([ much, and mii,dit

have drifted here. Whatever the reason, llie fact remained
that in this husy, new, and amI)itious communitv he was tht
one example i)rofessionally of the <;il(led \oulh. His waist-
coats, gloves, varni.^lieil hoots, jewellery, handkerchiefs were
always patterns to the otlier amateur, ;.,'ilded youths who had
also other thin<,'s to do. His social tact was enormous, and a
recognized instjtulion. If there had heen cotillcms, he would
have led tiiem; hut as there were no cotillons, he contented him-
self with i)eintj; an arhittr tlr<^,nili,iniin. He rather prided him-
self on his knowk'dge of such things as jades, old prints, and
ohscure poets of whom nohody else had ever heard. Xaturallv
he had always heen a great success with women, hoth a,- harm-
less parlour ornaments, and in more dangerous wavs. In .San

Francisco he had i)rohahly carried farther than he would have
carried anywhere else. He had sustained no serious reverses,

because diihcuii game had not heretofore interested hmi. Fntcr-
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ing half interestedly with Nan into what he vaguelv intendeda. one of h,s numerous, harmless, artistic, perfumed flir aUon

Tun thi^
"^
^T^^ unexpectedly held at arm's lengthJu this was needed to fillip his fancy. He went into thegame as a game Sansome made himself useful. By dVnt ofbeing on hand whenever Keith's carelessness had left her in neJdof ar escort and only then, he managed to establish himself on

ha:mS:'sLl;^s;r ^
--''

'' ''-''^''' ^'--^^^' -^^^
Outside this small, rather lively coterie the Keiths had vcrv

^u eTats f sTf'^"
^""^^^^^^' '''' ''' -thereof ^th^

were to be her n ,

"""''''^ '°"''>'' ^"^ ^he bearers of whatwere to be her proudest names, were mostlv "hearses "
Theirhusbands were the forceful, able men of "the citv but theylemselves were conventional as only conventional wome^can be when goaded into it by a general free-and-easv uncon-ventional atmosphere. That was their onlv method of show-mg disapproval. The effect was worthy but dull. It was aP y, for among them were many intelligent, charming women

n v" r ::^;1he"m ^'f""^f'^^^'^^^ ^^ ^"^P^-^" ^^^ ^^^^^
never saw t cm, and gained their ideas of them only from themerciless raillery of the "live Mollies "

wat"™s!r" Th"'r T i'"
^"^-^^--g> and entertainingwas expensive. The Boyle house was e.xpensive for that mat-ter; and about everything else, save Chinese servants, and Tem-

witT 'k"ST?k'' 'T' '''^^'' ^h'P h^^ g'^^^^d ^he marl"

wSh
,^^'^^\d. brought with him a fair sum of money withwhich to make his start; but under this constant drainage itdwindled to whot was for those times a comparativelv sma

law than antl.r^' ""T
"^'"^ "^'"^ '^^^^ ^^ P-^^isinglaw than all the other professions. In spite of wide acquaint-

ye made a start. He did not worry-that was not his nature-bu he began to realize that he must do one of two things-

o liir Th'Tr"'^'
""^'°"' °^ ^^^'^ "P ^^^ P--t modeot living. The latter course was unthinkable!
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ONE morninr:; Keith was silting in his office cogitating

these things. His door opened and a meek, mild little

wisj) of a man sidled in. He hdd his hat in his hand,
revealing clearly sandy hair and a narr. v forehead. His eve-
brows and lashes were sandy, his eyes pale blue, his mouth weak
but obstinate. On invitation he seated himself on the edge of
the chair, and lai<l his hat carefuUy beside him on the floor.

"I am Dr. Jacob Jones," he said, blinking at Keith. "You
have heard of me?"

"I am afraid I have not," said Keith pleasantly.

The little man sighed.

"I have held the City Hospital contract for three years,"
he explained, ''and they owe me a lot of money. I thought you
might collect some of it."

"I think if you'd put in a claim through the usual channels
you'd receive your dues," advised Keith, somewhat puzzled.
He had not heard that the city was refusing to pay legitimate
claims.

"I've done that, and they've given me these," said Doctor
Jones, handing Keith a bundle of papers.

Keith glanced at them.

"This is 'scrip,'" he said. "It's perfectly good. When the
city is without current funds it issues this scrip, bearing interest
at 3 per cent, a month. It's all right."

"Yes, I know,'' said the little man ineffectually, "but I don't
want scrip."

Keith ran it over. It amounted to something like eleven
thousand dollars.

"What do you want done about it?" he asked.

119
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''I want you to collect the money for me "
But Keith had recollected something

the h^'ll'tnff
'' i""'S

^'''''*-"' ^'' ^^^^""'' ^"^ darted acrossthe hal to a fnend's office, returning after a moment with a file

h S i i^ '"CI :Y'"'^'
''' '^'^'^' --eth^'^'alo

Dercent honH. ^ i
'' Legislature has voted an issue of loper cent, bonds to take up the scrip "

I' I don't understand," said Doctor Jones

it fo^^i^l^!:^^^,r-- ^^-^^ and exchange

n I. f """^ "">' "'""'^y- Thcv don't guarantee 't

sn"t h ust^'^n'^
'' ^\^' '^ '"'^y' ^-^ ans^^me his

stand It, mstcad of 3 per cent, a month I'm to get 10 per cent, a

''That's the eflect," corroborated Keith.
Well I don't want bonds, I want monev, as is my due "

slowt^.Tl^rra" that' h^lf • ? '''' ''' ^^^^ ^^^^^

honch- h 1 : ,

^"^^'^ *'^ '"'P ""^^' exchange for

'^hk interlTV''-'-'''-7'"'
"^"'^^"«^'''" ^^ -id Inallv.It that interpretation is made of the law, suit and iudcmentwould he against the city. Do you want to try that" " '

^^

Of course I want to try it
! " cried Jones.We

1, bring me your contract and vouchers, and any otherpapers to do with the case, and I'll see what can be done ''

1 have them right here," said Doctor Jones
This, as Keith's first case, interested him more than its in-rinsic worth warranted. It amused him to bring al hi powers

^t^l ';""
'''"""'-^' '"^ '""^ ^-hnical point, and fina lye.tall,.h,ng it in court. In spite of the evident intention ofhe Legislature that city scip should be retired in favmir obonds, It was ruled that the word „:av in place of he ord

:rii'TAint'thr"-fV'^^
'"""^^^-- j-^.^-- was^^b.

shTrUl " f n
".^-^ ^""^ -^'''^'" thousand dollars, and the^herilT was formally mstructed to sell certain water-front lots
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The sale was duly adver-in order to satisfy that judgment,
tised in the papers.

Next morning, after the first insertion of this advertisement,
Keith had three more callers. These were men of importance:
namel\-, John Geary, the first postmaster and last alcalde of the
new city; William Hooper, and James King of William, at that
time still a banker. These were grave, solid, and weighty
citizens, plainly dressed, earnest, and forceful. Thev responded
politely but formally to Keith's salute, and seated 'themselves.

" You were, I understand, counsel for Di)ctor Jones in obtaining
judgment on the hospital scrip?" inquired Gear>-.

"That is correct," acknowledged Keith.
"We have called to inform you of a fact that perhaps escaped

your notice: namely, that these gentlemen and myself have been
appointed by the Legislature as commissioners to manage the
funded debt of the city; that, for that puri)ose, title of all city
lands has been put in our hands."
"Xo, I did not know tlut,"

"Therefore, you see," went u

title to any lots that might be
judgment."

Keith pondered, his alert mind seizing with avidity on this
new and interesting situation.

*_' No, I cannot quite see I liat," he said at last ;
" the actual title

is in the city. It owns its property. You gentlemen do not
claim to own it, as individuals. You have delegated to you the
power to pass title, just as the sheriff and one or two others have
that power; but you have not the sole [)ower."

"We have advice that title conveyed under this judgment will
be invalid."

"That is a matter for the courts to settle."

"The courts " began Hooper explosively, but Geary over-
rode him.

"If all the creditors of the city were to adopt the course
pursued by Doctor Jones, the city would soon be bankrupt of
resources."

"eith.

y,
" the sheriff cannot pass

iU to satisfy Doctoi Jones's
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tti

i •

"That is true," agreed K.ith.

matter I am nc, act nl t/n -s^.f
^,

" T"" \-
^°'"^'^' '^^^ '" ^^is

alTair. I might feel i'clin , o^ u s^^r,
""'^'

• ."
'^ ''"' '"^

detail. But I a.^ onlv an agem ''
''''^ ^'"^ "^"^^' '"

•But—" interrupted Hooper again.

After some fuuhcr n, ," ^ ""•' '""l*' "'" <•"= '<> bid."

Keith quicklv dt 3r,""7/-'™.'l'<>; '"Ok iheir leave.

toM him.
* ^-- ' -^ °" ™" ' «« 'WO bits a lot bid," they all

n^i'ttrs raTtatd .^HM,;::
*'"'™* *»--< The c„..

sticU^Crgr.
"^' "'""•" -'='<' Keith. "Then do this:

But little Jones was .scared

bonds^ft-e' 1 """^•^•" "'" '^' >*»P^ I'd better take those

hi.s',^h:d.''"V™*;™,!^
-''I

^f>l-f'o h.d been „aki„, „p

and spread it ahout e! vX \hat .'n'"
""•-™" «° ""' "'"'

off the sheri,r-s''si^aTth: asfm" r'rSvr '"'^"- ^""
Come, that's fair enough. Y„u can't iot "a«« "

""' "''^'"

3



THE GRAY DAWN 123

"All right," agreed Jones after a minute.
" Remember: it's part of the bargain that you stale everywhere

that you're going to force this sale, and tliat vou don't let any-
body blulT you."

The affair made quite a little stir. Men like .Sam Brannan,
Dick Blatchford, the contractor, and Jim Polk discussed Keith
and his ability.

"Got a pretty wife, too," added Brannan. " never heard
of the fall of man."

"Well, she's going to, if the Morrell woman has her way "

observed Ben Sansome dryly.
'

Polk stretched his long legs, and smiled his desiccated little
smile.

"He's a pretty enterprising youngster—more ways than one "

said he.
'



XX

ON THE evening of the tlnr.l clay after hi. latest intervieww.h lX,ctor Jones, Keith threw down his paper vvith a cry

issue wit'h
!'' "^' '^^^ '"^" •'^^''^""'"^ ^'-' -'"-- of eve Vuc with minute rare, comhin^; even the fine print for the

colur^H
•'
?^^-^'^^'---^^- "-e was what he wLted top ocolumn, third page, where every on.- would be sure ,o see it The

^rdS";r^' ' ^'^"^' ^^^^^"^^"^' ^^^"^"S i>ubi;:^auenu^

incle leSr -

1'""

''^^l^?"^'^^""! '

^"^' ^^^^"^i"« that titles issuedunatr bheriir b .-ale would be considered invalid
keith read this with great attention, then drew his personal

vour of Doctor Jones. After some search he unearthed the littleman in a downtown rookery, and from him obtained an as Innient of his judgment against the city. Doctor Jones lost nt time-sprea<ling the news, with the additional statement thi he onSHlored himselt well out of the mess. He proceedecl to o ierhimself a long-coveted microscope, and was^thencefo th o"ftosight among low-tide rocks and marine alga^ The'Sff s . ecame off at tl,e advertised date. There were no b 1 rs- thcommissioners' warnhig had had its effect. Kei 1 h msels ui^e'"™ !" '^•°°°- '''^' ^^-^ ^^-"^ -'--t:'
self asZl K r" of M

'

' 7 """'"' ''"'' "^ ''''''''' P^^^' ^''"'^ '^ ^im-

sJo^tShrha;^^-^^^^^

helnni'Sh'! "^"f) """l^' •

1^^"^'"^^"^^' hugely. Whenever

natuS H
"^" ^"'^ '^''^' "" "^ ^^-'"^-h he took goodnaturtdlv. He was considered, in a moment of aberration tohave bought an exceedingly doubtful equitv. Some tS hemust have a great deal of money, arguing that only the owtr of
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a fat bank account could alTord to take such fliers; others con-
siderco that he must have very Httle sense. Keith was ap-
parently unperturbed. He at once began to look about h=m
considering the next step in his scheme. Since this investment had
taken nea.ly every cent he had left, it was incumbent to raisemore money at once.

He called on John Sherwood at the Empire. The gambler
listened to him attentively.

"I can't go into it," he ^aid, when Keith had finished. A slight
smile sketched itself on his strong, impassive face. '' Xot that Ido not believe it will work; I think it will. But I have long made
It a -ule never to try to make money outside my own business-
which IS gambling. I never adopt ordinarv honest methods "
Keith s honest but legally tiained minrl failed to notice the

Sherwood thought a moment.
"I'll take you to Malcolm Xeil," he said at last. It was

Keith's turn to look thoughtful.
"All right," he said at last. " But not just right away. Giveme a couple of days to get ready."

K^k'^T^^'^'Ti ''T ^^'^"^^ '''^'''^ ^''''^ to Malcolm
>^cil s oflice, introduced and left him. Keith took th< profferedwooden chair, examining his man with the keenest attention.

bv birth. He had come out in '49, intending, like evervbody

Fra^cT-r T.
' """''' ^^' ^"^ ""''''' 8one farther than San

^
anci.co The new city olfered ample .cope for his talent., andhe speedily became, not only rich, but a dominating personalityamong financial circles. He accomplished this by supplement-

ing his natural ability with absolute singleness of purpose Itwas known that his sole idea was the making of monev. He was
reputCG to be hard, devoid of sentiment, unscrupulous. Natu-
rally he enjoyed no popularity, but a vast respect. More peoplehad heard of him, or felt his power, than had seen him: for h.went httle aoroad, and preferred to work through agents John
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Sherwood's service in obtaining for Keith a personal interview
was a very real one. Neil's offices were small, dingy, and ill

lighted, al
'
he back of one of the older and cheaper buildings. In

the outer of the two were three bookkeepers; the other contained
only a desk, two chairs, and an engraving of Daniel We'.jster ad-
dressing the Senate.

The man himself sat humped over slightly, his heafl thrust a
little forward as though on the point of launching a truculent
challenge. He was lean, gray, with bushv, overhanging
brows, eyes with glinting metallic surfaces, had long sinewy
hands, and a carved granite and inscrutaljle face. His few word's
of greeting revealed his voice as harsh, grating, and domineer-
ing.

Keith, reading his man, wasted no time in preliminaries.
" Mr. Xeil," he said, " I have a scheme by which a great deal of

money can be made."
Neil grunted. If it had not been for the fact that John Sher-

wood had introduced the maker of that speech, the interview
would have here terminated. Malcolm Neil deeply distrusted
men with schemes to make large sums of money. After a time,
as Keith still waited, he growled

:

"What is it?"

"That," said Ke ^h, "I shall not disclose until my standing in
the matter is assured.'"

" What do you want? " growled Neil.
" Fifty per cent, of the profits, if you go in."
" What do you want of me? "

"The capital."

"What is the scheme?"
"That I cannot tell you without some assurance of your good

intention."

"What do you expect?" rasped Neil, "that I go into this
blind?"

"1 have prepared this paper," said Keith, handing him a
document.

Neil glanced over the paper, then read it through slowly with
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^real Larc. When he had fmishcd, he looked up at Keith, and
tliere was a f;leam of admiration in his frosty eye.

" Vou arc a lawyer, I take it?" he surmisefi.

Keith nodded. Neil went over the dcKument for the third

time.

"And a gocxl one," added .Neil. This is watertijjht. It

seems to he a contract agreeinj^ to ihe division you sujj^^est, pro-

viding 1 go into the scheme. Very well, I'll sign this." He
raised his voice. "Samuels, come in and witness tliis. Now,
what is the scheme?"

Keith pnKluced another paper.
" It is written out in deUiii here."

Neil reached for it, but Keith drew it back.

"One moment."
He turned it over on the blank side and wrote:
"This is in full the financial deal .eferied to in contract

entered into this 7th of June, 1S52, bv Malcolm Neil and Milton
Keith."

To this he appended his signature, then handed the pen to
Neil.

"Sign," he requested.

Neil took the pen, but hesitated for some moments, his alert

brain seeking some way out. Fina - and grudgingly he signed.
Then he leaned back in his chair, eying Keith with rather a
wintry humour, thougli he made no comment. He reached again
for the paper, but Keith put his hand on it.

"What more do you want?" inquired Neil in amused tones.
His sense of humour had been touched on its only vulnerable
point. He appreciated keen and subtle practice when he saw it.

"Not a thing," laughed Keith, "but a few words of explana-
tion before you read that will make it more easily understood.
Can you tell me how much water lots are worth?"

"Five to eight thousand for fifty varas."

"All right. I've bought ten fifty vara lots at sheriff's sale for

five thousand dollars."

Neil's eve went cold.
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'' I've heard of that

. \our title is n., K„o<i. The reason youRot^them so cheaply was that nobody would bid because of

"That's for the courts to deci.le. The fact remains that I'vea tille, even though clouded, at Scoo per lot
"

"f'roceed."

"VVell, the commissioners are now advertisinR a sale of thesesame lots at auction on the i ah "

"So I see."

"Well." said Keith softly, '"it strikes me that whoever buvs
these lots then is due for a heap of trouble."
"Howsu.
"My title from the sheriff may be clouded, but it will be

contested a^amst the title given at that sale. The purchaser
will have to cietend himself up to th.- highest court. 1 an prom-
ise him a good tight."

'

\eil was now watching him steauily.
"If that fact could be widely advertised," went on Keith

slowly, by way of a threat, so to speak, it strikes me it would
be very apt to discourage bidding at the commissioners' saleNobody wants to buy a lot of lawsuits, at anv price. In ab-
s^^nce of competition, a tifty vara lot might be sold for as low
as say S5oo-

Xeil nodded. Keith leaned forward

fimrTr-
r"'"''

"H^
'"''^ ^'^'^- '^P'^^'^' ^ '^"y i" against ^his

timid buuling Suppose / am the one who gets the commis-
sioners' title for $500. Then T have both titles. And I amnot likely to contest against myself. It's cost me Si,ooo per

eacUot°^'

""^ '^^"^'' ^"""^' ''^ *"''^'" ^'^'°°° ^" S7,ooo on

He leaned back. Malcolm Neil sat like a graven imageno expression showing on his flintlike face nor in his eyes'At length he chucUed harshly. Then, and not until then,'
Keith proceeded:

"But that isn't all. There's plenty more scrip afloat Ifyou can buy up as much of it as you can scrape together.
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III pet judumt-nt for it in tin- lourts. and wc can enlarge the deal
until somebody smells a rat. We need several things."

"What?"
"Secrecy."

Xeil made no reply, but the lines of his mouth straightened.

"Influence to push matters along in olTicial circles,"

"Matters will be pushed along."

"A nevvspa{)er."

"Leave that to me."
"Agents—not known to be connected with us."

Neil nodded.

"Working capital—but that is provided for in the contract.

And"—he hesitated—"it will not harm to have these matters
brought before a court whose judge is not unfriendly."

"I can arrange for that, Mr. Keith."

Keith arose.

"Then that is settled." He picked up the duplicate copy
of the contract. "There remains only one other formality."

"Yes? What?"
''Your check for Si 2,000."
" What
" For mv expenses in this matter up to date."

"What!" cried Xeil.

"The contract si)ecitk's that you are to furnish the working
capital," Keith pointed out.

" But that means the future "

"It doesn't say so."

Neil paused a moment.
"This contract would not hold in law, and you know it," he

asserted boldly. " It would be lield to be an illegal conspiracy."

"I would be pleased to have you point out the illegality

in court," said Keith coldly, his manner as frosty as Neil's.

"And if conspiracy exists, your name is affixed to it."

Neil pondered this point a moment, then drew his checkbook
toward him with a grim little .mile.

"Young *Ti".n, you win," said he.
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Keith thawed to simniness at once.
Uh. well work tojrether ill ricrUt

each other," lu- lauuh^ .'si
'

.
*" '

''"'" '^' ""''^••"'^tancl

Let him report to
2' "'' "'"' '"'"' ^'"^ ^'"^^"^ -^ip.
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THK timt- for th.- antui;il Firemen's Hall was now at
haiKl. At this period the J'iremen's Hall was an in-
stitution of the tirsi social iniix.rtance. As has b<'cn

shown, the various or^ani/ation^ were voluntary associations,
and in their rinks hirds of a feather llocked toK'elher. On the'
common meeting' ground of the \>[^ annual function all elements
met. even if they did not mingle as freely as they might.

In any case, the atTair was very elaborate and"ver\- gorgeous.
Preparations were in the hands ot >pocial ( ommittees months
m advance. One company had charge of the refreshments,
another of the mu.Mc. a third of the floor arrangements, and so
on. There was much jealous anxietv that each should do its
part thoroughly and lavishly, for the honour of its organization.
The members of each committee were distinguished bv coloured
ribbons, which they wore importantly everywhere. An air of
prcHKCupied business was the pro[)er thing for days liefure the
event.

It was held this year in )nc of the armouries. The decoration
committee had done its most desixTau-. Flags of all nations
and strips of coloured bunting druix-d the rafters: greens from
the Sausiilito Hills framed the windows .uid doors; huge oiled
Chme.se lanterns swayed from the roui.. The tloor shone like
glass. At either end bowers of green half concealed the orches-
tras—two of them, (hat the music might never cease. The
side rooms were set ior refreshments. Many chairs lined :he
walls. Hundreds of lamps and retiectors ha<i been nai!; 1 uj)
in every conceivable place. It took a negro over an hour to
light Ihem all. Xear '.he door stood a wide, tlat table pile<I
high with programs for the dancers. These were e!:>.bor.-.?i'
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JilTairs, and had cost a mint of money—vellum folders, embla-
zoned in colour outside, with a sort of fireman heraldry and the
motto: "IVe strive to save." Gilded pencils on short silkrn
tasselled cord^ rlangled from their corners.
At eight o'clock the lights were all blazing, the orchestras

were tunmg, and the iloor fluttered with anxious labelled com-
mitteemen dashiig to and fro. There was nothing for them
to do, but they were n(«rvous. By half-past eight the first
arrivals could be seen hesitating at the outer door, as though
reluctant to make a plunge; herded finally to the right and
left of men's and women's dressing-rooms. After a long chat-
tering interval, encouraged by the slow accumulation of num-
bers, a little group debouched on the main floor. Its members
all talked and laughed feverishly, and tried with varying suc-
cess to assume an accustomed ease thev did not feel. Most
of the women, somehow, seemed all white gloves and dancin^
slippers, and bore themselves rather like affable, slightly scared
rabbits. The men suddenly became very facetious, swappinc
jokes in loud tones.

The orchestra at the far end immediately struck up but
nobody ventured on the 'auge and empty floor. Masters of
ceremonies, much bebadged, rather conscious of white gloves
strove earnestly with hurried, ingratiating smiles to induce the
younger members to break the ice. Ben Sansome, remarkable
among them for his social ease and the unobtrusive correctness
of his appointments, responsible head of the rece{)tion com-
mittee masterfully s -ed a blushing, protesting damsel and
whirled her away. This, however, was merely an informal sort
of opening. The real ball could start onlv with the grand
march; and the grand march was a pompous and intricate
affair, possible only after the arrival of the citv's elite. Partners
for the grand march hafi been bespoken months before.
The Keiths arrived about half-past nine. Nan was looking

particularly well in her girlish fashion. Her usual delicate
colour was heightened by anticipation, for she intended ardently
to "have a good time." For this occasion, too. she had put
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on the best of her new Eastern clothes, and was confident of

the sensation they would create in the feminine breast. The
gown was of silk, the colour of pomegranate blossoms, light and
filmy, with the wide skirts of the da'-, the short sleeves, the
low neck. Over bodice and skirt had been gracefully trailed

long sprays of blossoms. Similar tlowers wreathed her head,
on which the hair was done low and smooth, with a golden arrow
securing it. A fine golden chain spanned her waist. From
it dangled smaller chains at the ends of which depended little

golden hands. These held up the front of the skirt artistically,

at just the right height for dancing and to show flounces and
ravishing petticoats beneath. It was an innovation of the
sort the feminine heart delights in, a brand-new thing straight

from Paris. Nan's gloves were of half length, the backs of the
hands embroidered and displaying each several small sparkling

jewels. The broad golden bracelets had been clasped outside the
gloves. Around her little linger was a ring from which depended,
on the end of a chain, a lar-c • ring, and through this larger ring

hung her dainty lace handkerchief. This was innovation num-
ber two. The men all stared at her proud, delicate, tlowerlike

effect of fresh beauty; but every woman present, and Nan knew
it, noted first, the cut of her gown, second, the dangling little

golden hands, and third, the handkerchief ring. She knew that
not later than to-morrow at least a half-dozen urgent orders
would be booked at Palmerston's; but she knew, also, that at
least si.x months must elapse before those orders could be filled.

As for the rest, her stockings were white, her slippers ribboned
with cross-ties up the ankles, she carried a stiff and formal
bouquet, as big around as a plate, composed of wired flowers

ornamented with a "cape" of lace paper; but those ihings were
common.

Altogether, Nan looked extraordinarily well, made a sensa-

tion. Keith was pleased and proud of her. He picked one of

the blazoned vellum cards from the table and scrawled his

initials opposite half a dozen dances.

"I'm going to hold you to tliose, you know," he said.
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iish?;L^to:*ouSs.""°- '-^ '-' -" ''-"'• -tab.

surrounded. Ben Sansot «' fht' aL rl '"'"p'"™''^
aaJ a half-dozen oth(>r<; .,-tK

' Calhoun Bennett,

ity of Mast;r of Cefemonie, Sh7
''>' S.^"^™"'" l>is capac-

laughing, her colour hiT I •,i,^,i'\''™"« ^ «'»"' "™<>.

tenfion'f filling hL™ card
""''^ ''"'" "^ "'" '"= --

card":^^^ '°Sh'^'L^th^:^t'lo^2,^'-". -^;". ".e

just suits her wide-eyed innoceTe " * ' ' ""'P''' ''>''=

She placed her fingers lichtlv on kVitl,'. .
away, nodding over her shoulder a, ,h I ™ ''"'' """''"l

men who had come in with he/ Th, H "< """P'"'^"'^^'' y°""8
again to Keith.

^'"" '"^ °' "'™. ^^e turned

"You didn't thinlt I'd forset von'" „k. , -a
proachfully. "See I kent vo^ff a

"" =' *°"8'' "-
initials mvself iSw don't ™,r tT'"' ' <"" <'°"" "«'»'=

"indeed I do, ^ich oLr^reX, "aS keir
^°"-'"

his own :ard.
•'^ Keith, opening

';The third, seventh, ninth, and eleventh "
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face of this smiling cynical-looking, vivid creature, he rathershrank rom saying that he had them with his wife. He swiftly
reflected that after all, he had four others with Nan, that she w^

"Delightful!" he cried, pencilling his program.

smt r'lafk^'lf.^"''""'
^"^^'" "'""•'"^'-' ^^''- ^^''^'' ^-th muchsmall talk. After a moment the music started for the grandmarch. Everybody took the floor

^

/'Where ra„ Charley be!" cried Mrs. Morrcll in apparent
distress. "Don t wait here with me. I assure you I do nom the least mind sitting alone " ^ ^

uo noi

ma^nner Xnt 1 Vl '
^f

^''" '^"' "^ ^^^ '' impossible, and in thismanner Nan lost her first engagement with her husband. Notthat It mattered particularly, she told herself, grand marcheswere rather silly things, and yet she could not avoid a feding othwarted pique at being so tied to the wall
At the close of the march, and after the couples had pretty

well resumed then seats, Mrs. Sherwood entered, unattendedand very lelsureb^ She made, in her quieter manner, a greater
sensation than had Mrs. Morrell. Quite self-posses;ed,'car y-
ing herself with her customary poise, dressed unobtrusively n

Par sian"l5 ,

'
"' "'^'^ ^^' '^'^^'"^^^^^ «^ ^" indubitable

Parisian model, moving without self-consciousness in contrast
to many of the other women, her small head high, her directgaze a-smoulder with lazy amusement, she glided across themiddle of the floor The eyes of every woman in the ball 00mwere upon her. The " respectable " element stared shamelessl^making comments aside. Those a little declasse, on the fringe
of society, or the "faster" women like Mrs. Morrell-who
might in a way be considered her rivals-were apparently
qui e unaware of her. She made her unhasting way to a\v..canl
chair, sat down, and looked calmly about her
Immediately she was surrounded by a swarm of the unat-tached men. The attached men became very attentive to their

partners.

i
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M.

"Hullo," remarked Keith cheerfully. "There's Mrs. Sher-
wood. I must go over and say good-evening to her."
On sudden impulse Nan rose with him. She instinctively dis-

liked her present company and the situation; and a sudden pang
of conscience had told her that not once since she had left the
Bella Union had she laid eyes on the woman who had received
her with so much kindness.

"Take me with you," she said to Keith.
"My dear! " cried Mrs. Morrell. " You wouldn't! Take my

advice—you're young and innocent!"
She sought one of those exclusive, private-joke glances at

Keith, but failed to catch his eye.

'I

She was very kind to me when I arrived," said Nan serenely.
Keith hesitated, th.n his impulsive, warm-hearted loyalty spoke.
"Good for you. Nan!" he cried.

They moved away, leaving Mrs. Morrell alone, biting her lip
and planning revenges.

The group around Mrs. Sherwood fell away at their approach.
Nan sat down next her, leaning forward with a pretty and girlish
impulsiveness.

"It's ages since I have seen you, and I have no excuse to
offer," she said. "The days slip by."

" I know," said Mrs. Sherwood. " New house, new Chinaman,
even new dog—enough to drive the most important thoughts out
of one's head. But you've come out to-night like a flower, my
dear. Your gown is charming, and it suits you so well

!

"

She chatted on, speaking of the floor, the music, the decora-
tions, the crowd.

"I love this sort of thing," she remarked. "People in the
mass amuse me. Jack couldn't get awav until midnight, but I
wouldn't wait for him. I told him it didn't worry me a bit to
come without an escort," smoothing away what little em-
barrassment might linger. The music started up a^ain. The
Keiths arose and made their adicux. Mrs. Sherwood looked
after them, her bright eyes tender. Mrs. Keith was the only
woman who had yet spoken to her.
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"Isn't she simply stunning?" cried Keith. "She has some-

thing about her that makes most of these others look cheap."
"She's really wonderfully attractive and distinguished look-

ing," agreed Nan.
"If she were only a little less practical—a little softer; more

feminine—she'd be a sure-enough man killer. As it is, she needs
a little more—you know what I mean "

"More after Mrs. Morrell's fashion," suggested Xan a trifle
wickedly. It popped out on the impulse, and the next instant
Nan would have given anything if the words had not been said.
Keith was arrested i;: mid-enthusiasm as though by cold
water. He checked himself, looked at her sharply, then accepted
the pseudo-challenge.

"Well, Mrs. Morrell, for all her little vulgarities, impresses
you as being a very human sort of person."
He felt a sudden and unreasoning anger, possibly because the

shot had hit a tender place.

" Shall we dance? " he suggested formally.

"I'm sorry," replied Nan, "I have this with Mr. Sansome;
there becomes."
For the first time Keith felt a little irritated at the ubiquitous

Sansome; but his sense of justice, while it could not smooth his
ruffled feelings, nevertheless made itself heard.

" What I need is a drink," he told himself.

At the buffet he found a crowd of the non-dancing men, or
those who had failed to get the early numbers. Here were many
of his acquaintances; among them, to his surprise, he recognized
thegrim features of Malcolm Neil. All were drinkingchampagne.
Keith joined them. They chafTed him unmercifully about his
purchases of clouded titles in water lots, and he answered them
in kind, aware of Neil's sardonically humorous eye fixed on him.
But at the first bars of the next dance he bolted in search of Mrs.
Morrell, with whom, he remembered, he had this number.

Mrs. Morrell danced smoothly and lightly for a woman of her
size, but was inclined to snuggle up too close to permit undis-
tracted guidance to her partner. It was almost impossible to

A
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avoid collisions with other couples, unless one possessed a
Spartan mind and an iron will. In spite of himself, Keith be-
came increasingly aware of her breast pressing against his chest
her smooth arm against his shoulder; the occasional passing con-
tact of her, scarcely veiled from the sense of touch by the thin
flame-coloured silk; the perfume she affected; the faint odour of
her bright blond hair. In an attempt to break the spell he
made some banal remark, but she shook her head impatiently
She danced with her eyes half closed. When the music stopped
sh drew a deep sighing breath.

'' You dance—oh, divinely! " she cried. " I might have known
It.

She m.wed away, and Keith followed her, a trifle intoxicated.
"Let me see your card," she demanded abruptly. "Why, you

haven't done your duty; this is hardly a third filled
!

"

';l hadn't started to fill it—and then you came in," breathed
Keith.

They were opposite the door leading into one of the numerous
small rooms off the main floor of the armoury.

"Let's sit here—and you can get me a punch," she suggested.
He brought the punch, and she drank it slowly, leaning back in

an easy chair. The place was dimly lighted, and her blond, full
beauty was more effective than in the more brilliantly lighted
ballroom. Mrs. Morrell exerted all her fascination. The next
dance was half over before either Keith or—apparently—Mrs,
Morrell became aware of the fact.

^

"Oh, you must run!" she cried, apparently greatly exercised.
Don t mind me; go and find your partner."
Keith replied that he had this dance free, a fact of which her

inspection of his card had perfectly informed her. In answer to
his return solicitation as to her own partner, she shrugged her
shoulders.

"Oh, he'll find me," she said indifferently. " This is very cozv
here."

They resumed what had become an ardent flirtation. Toward
the end of the dance Mrs. MorreU's partner came in, looking very
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flurried Before he could say a word, Mrs. Morrell began re-
proachfully to chide him with lack of diligence.

"I've been waiting just rooted to this spot!" she said truth-
fully.

'^ Shall we dance?" suggested the unfortunate voung man
It s nearly over," replied Mrs. Morrell carelessfv. " Do sitdown with us. Get yourself something to drink. 'Don't so'"

she commanded Keith fiercely under her breath.
At the beginning of the fourth dance, however, her next

partner found her and led her away. She "made a face" over
her shoulder at Keith.

When a woman makes up her mind to monopolize a man who
has not acquired the fine arts of rudeness and escape she generally
succeeds. Keith's cordial nature was incapable of rudeness.
Besides, being a perfectly normal man, and Mrs. Morrell ex-
perienced and attractive, he liked being monopolized. It
crossed his mind once or twice that he might be in for a .scolding
when he got home. Nan might be absurd. But he was so
secure in his essential loyalty to Nan that his present conduct
was more m the nature of a delightfully naughty escapade than
anything else. He stole the apples now, and later would go duti-
fully for his licking. Men of Keith's nature are easily held and
managed by a wise woman, but the woman must be very wise
Keith loved celebrations. On the wings of an occ ion he rose
joyfully and readily to incredible altitudes of high-spirited but
harmless recklessness. Birthdays, anniversaries. New Years
Christmas, arrivals, departures, he seized upon with rapture.'
l:.ach had its appropriate ceremonial, its traditional drink, the
painstaking brewing of which was a sacred rite On such
occasions he tossed aside the cloak of the everyday. A "cele-
bration" meant that you were different. Humdrum life and
habits must be relegated to the background. It was permitted
that, unabashed, you be as silly, as frivolous, as inconsequential
as boisterous, as lighthearted, as delightfully irresponsible as
your ordinary concealed boyishness pleased. Customary re-
pressions had nothing to do here. This was a celebration'
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And in the aforementioned our very wise woman would have
seen—a safety valve.

K ith was off on a celebration to-night: an unpremeditated,
freakish, impish, essentially harmless celebration, with a faint
flavour of mischief in it because he had Nan in the back of his
head all the time. He played up to Mrs. Morrell with exuber-
ance, with honestly no thought except that he was having a
whacking good time, and that i . 1 Nan was being teased. It

was characteristic that for the time being he fell completely under
Mrs. Morrell's fascination. They were together fully half the
time, appearing on the floor only occasionally, then disappearing
in one or the other of the many nooks. Mrs. Morrell " bolted "

her dances shamelessly. Keith thought her awfully amusing and
ingenious in the way she managed this. Sometimes they hid in

out-of-the-way places. Sometimes she pretended to have mis-
taken the dance. "The sixth, are you very sure? I'm con-
vinced it is only the fifth." Keith's conscience troubled him a
little concerning the few names on his own card.

"I have this with Mrs. Wilkins," said he. "I really ought to
go and look her up."

She took his card from him and deliberately tore it to small
bits which she blew from the palm of her gloved hand. He pro-
tested in real dismay, but she looked him challengingly, recklessly,

in the eye, until he laughed, too.

All this was, of course, well noticed. Keith, again characteris-
tically, had not taken into consideration the great public. Nan
might have remained comparatively indifferent to Keith's
philandering about for an evening with the Morrell creature

—

she had by now a dim but growing understanding of "celebra-
tions"—but that he should deliberately neglect and insult her in

the face of all San Francisco was too much. Her high, young
enjoyment of the evening fell to ashes. She was furiously angry,
but she was a thoroughbred. Only a heightened colour and a
sparkling eye might have betrayed her to an astute woman.
Observing her, Ben Sansome took heart. It was evitient to him
that the Keiths had long since reached an absolute indifference in
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their relations, that they lived the conventional, tolerant
separate lives of the majority of married couples in Ik-n San-
some s smart acquaintance. He ventured to apply himself more
assiduously, and was by no means badly received.

Keith remembered the next dance with his wife. He could not
find her, although, a trifle conscience stricken, he searcher! every-
where. After the music hud finished, she emerged from the
dressing-room; the next time she could not be found at all.
Evidently she was avoiding him with intention.

Mrs. Sherwood, after each dance, returned invariably to the
same chair near the middle of one wall. There, owing to the
fact that the "respectables" withdrew from the chairs on either
side, withdrew gradually and without open rudeness, she held
centre of a httle court of her own. This made of it a sort of post
of observation from which she could review all that was going on
She had no lack of partners, for she danced wonderfully, and in
looks was quite the most distinguished woman there Keith's
dance with her came and went, but no Keith appeared to claim it
Mrs. Sherwood smiled a, little grimly, and her glance strayed
down the wall opposite until it rested on Nan. She examined
the girl speculatively. Nan was apparently completely ab-
sorbed in Ben Sansome; but there was in her manner something
feverish, hectic, a mere nothing, which did not escape Mrs. Sher-
wood's keen eye.

About midnight Sherwood appeared, and at once made his
way to his wife's side. He was punctiUously dressed in the mod.
a swallowtail," bright, soft silk tie of ample proportions;
frilled hnen, and sparkling studs. He bent with an old-world
formality over his wife's hand. She swept away her skirts
from the chair at her side, her eyes sparkling softly with
pleasure.

"You won't mind," she said carelesslv to the young men
surrounding her, "I want to talk to Jack for a minute."
They arose, laughing a little.

"That is your one fault, Mrs. Sherwood," said one. "you ar<>
altogether too fond of your husband."

I
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" Well, how are things going?" asked Sherwood, as they moved
away.

"I'm having a good time. But you're very late. Jack."
"I know—I wanted to come earlier. Everything all right?"

At the question a little frown sketched itself on her clear

brow.
" In general, yes," she said. " But they've got that Lewis boy

out in the bar filling him up on champagne."
"That's a pity."

"It's a burning shame!" said she. "And I'd like to shake
young Keith. He's dangled after the MorrcU woman from start

to finish in a manner scandalous to behold."

Sherwood laughed.

"The 'Morrell woman' will do his education good," he re-

marked.

"Well, she isn't doing that poor little Mrs. Keith's education

any good," returned Mrs. Sherwood rather tartly.

Sherwood surveyed Nan and Ben Sansome leisurely.

"I must sayshe doesn't look crushed,"he said, after a moment.
" Do you expect her to weep violently?" asked Mrs. Sherwood.
He accepted good naturedly the customary feminine scorn for

the customary masculine obtuseness.

"Well, I don't know that we can help it," said he, philo-

sophically.

Mrs. Sherwood appeared to come to a sud'Ien resolution.

She arose.

"You go get that Lewis boy away from the bar," she com-
manded.

Deliberately she shook and arranged her full skirts. The
man with whom she had this dance, and who h^^d been waiting

dutifully for the conference to close, darted forward. She
shook her head at him smilingly.

"I m going to let you oflF," she told him. "You won't mind.

I have something extra special to do."

She swept quite alone across the middle of the ballroom, se-

rene, self-possessed, and walked directly toward Keila and Mrs.
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Morrcll, who were seated toRethcr at the other end. A per-
ceptible pause seemed to descetKj. The music kept on pluving,
couples kept on dancing, but, nevertheless, suddenly the air was
charged with attention. Sherwood looked after her with min-
gled astonishment and fond pride.

"A frontal attack, egad!" said he to himself.
Keith and Mrs. Morrdl pretended, as long as they decently

could, not to see her. She swum leisurely toward them. Finally
KeJth arose hastily; Mrs. Morrell stared straight ahead.
"Young man," accused Mrs. Sherwood, with a faint amuse-

ment m her rich, low voice, "do you know that this is our
dance?"

_

Keith excused his apparent lapse volubly, telling several
times over that his program had been destroyed, that he was
abject when he thought of the light this put him in.

"It is only when angels like yourself condescend to reach
me a helping hand that I have even a chance to right myself,"
he added. He thought this rather a good touch.

Mrs. Sherwood stood before hm easily, in perfect repose
of manner, the half smile still sketching her lips. She said just
nothing at all in response^ to his gUb excuses; but when he had
quite finished she laid her hand in his arm. Mrs. Morrell,
her colour high, continued to stare straight ahead, immobile
except for the tapping of one foot. To Keith's request to be
excused she vouchsafed a stiff half nod, partly in his direc
tion.

They danced. Mrs. Sherwood, like most people who have
command enough of their muscles to be able to keep them in
graceful repose, danced marvellously well. When she stopped
after a single turn of the room. Keith expostulated vigorously.
"You are a perfect partner," he told her.

"Take me in here and get me a slierbet," she commanded,
without replying to his protests. "That's good," she said,
when she had tasted it. "Now sit down and listen to me.
You are making a perfect spectacle of yourself. Don't you
know it?"
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a spectacle of yourself," she expl n' u

a perfect spectacle of your wife as
is not your right at all."

Keith sprang to his feet, furious.

•'You are meddling with .vhat is .eaily my ovm business
madam," said he.

'

For the first time she looked up ai him, clearly and steadily
in the eyes.

"Very well. That is true. Stop a moment and think.
Are you attendint^ to your i)Usmess yourself, even decently?
Yes, I understand; you are angry wuh me. If 1 were a man,
you would challenge me to a duel and all that sort of thing

"

She smiled indifferently. "Let's take that for granted and get
on. Sweep it aside. You are man enough to do it, or I mis-
take you greatly. Look down into yourself for even one
second. Are you playing fair all around? Aren't you a little

ashamed?"
She held him with her clear, level gaze. His own gaze did

not fall before it, and his head went back, but slowlv his face
a xk turned red. Thus they stared at each other for a full
hall mmute, she smiling slightly, perfectly cool; he seething with
a su])pressed emotion of some sort. Then she turned indolently
away.

" You're too fine to do things like that," she said, with a new
softness in her voice; "we all have too much faith in you. The
common tricks would not appeal to you, except in idleness is it
not so?"

She smiled up at him, a little sidewise. Keith caught his
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breath. For a fleet in- instant this extraonlinarv woman deigned
to exert her feminine charm; for th.- first lime the coquette
looked trom her eyes; for ih,- first time he saw mvsteriouslv
deep in her veiled nature a depth of possibilitv. of rich i)ossi-
bihty-he could not ^rasp it-it w.-is g<.ne. 'iJut in spite of
himself his pul,es leaped like a llam," FUit now she was gazing
again ;.» the ballroom .loor. cool, m.lolent, aloof, unapproach-
able \et just at that instant, somehow, the other woman
looked shallow, superficial, cold. His glan. e fell on Mrs. Morrell
still sitting where he luui left her. Something was wrong with
her effect

—

.\nalysis was submerged in a blaze of anger. This anger
was not now against the woman before him; his instinct pre-
vent,-d liat. \or against Mrs. Morrell nor his wife; reluctant
justice prevented that. .\ur ag .inst himself-where it really
belonged. Thin-, were out of joint; he felt cross-grained and
ugly. Mrs. Sheiwoi ! rose.

"You may take me back now," said she.
As they glided acn >s the floor together, her small sleek head

came just above his shoulder. \o embarrassment disturbed
her manner Keith could not find in him a spark of re.sentment
against her. bhe moved by his side with an air of poise and
detachment as a woman whose mind had long sinf e weighed and
settled the aflairs of her own cosmos so that tritles could not
disturl) er.

Leaving her in her accustomed i hair, v here Sherwood waited
keith loyally returned to Mrs. Morrefl, who still sat alone!
.^ubcons. lously he noticed something wrong with Mrs. Morrell.
Her gowning was indeed rather a conspicuous efTort than an
artistic success. She had badly torn her dress-perhaps that
was It.

Mrs. Morrell rc( iverl him with ever\- appearance of svmpathv
"\ou poor thing:" she cried. "What a feartul situation'

Of course I know you ( ouldn't help it."

But Keith was grumpy and monosyllabic. He refused to
discuss the situation or Mrs. Sherwood, returning with an ob-
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vious effort to commonplaces. Mrs. Morrell exerted all her
fascination to get him back to the former level. A little cold
imp sat in the hack of Keith's brain and criticised sardonically:
Why will big women persist in being kittenish? Why doesn't
sh3 mend that awful rent, it's fairly sloppy! Suppose she thinks
that kmd of talk is funny! I do wish she wouldn't laugh in
that shrill, cackling fashion! In short, the very tricks that
an hour ago were jolly and amusing were now tiresome. Having
been distrait, ungallant, masculinely put out for another fifteen
minutes, he abruptly excused himself, sought out Nan, and went
home.

From her point of observation, Mrs. Sherwood watched them
go. Nan looked very tired, and every line of Keith's figure ex-
pressed a grumpy moroseness.

"Congratulations," said Sherwood.
"He certainly is a child of nature," returned his wife. " Look

at him! He is cross, so he looks cross. That this is a ball-
room and that all San Francisco is present i. a mere detail."

^'How did you break it up?" asked Sherwood curiously.
"Men are so utterly ridiculous! He had built up a lot of

illusions for himself, but his instincts are true and good. It
needed only a touch. It was absurdly simple."

"He'll go back to the Morrell to-morrow," asserted Sherwood
confidently.

She shook her head.

"Not to her. He sees her now. And not to-morrow. But
eventually to somebody, perhaps. He has curly hair."

Sherwood laughed.

"Shear him, like Sampson," he suggested. "But it strikes
me he has about the most attractive woman—bar one—in town
right at home."

"She'd have no trouble in holding him if she were only
awake. But she's only a dear little child—and about as help-
less. She has very little subtlety. I'm afraid she'll follow the
instincis of her training. She'll be too proud to do anything
herself to attract her husband, once his attentions to her seem

wsvjm: 1w.i*^BfaBK«*Jvr*WkVI- K*3ilii£.° ??.^-£P^.%EW9aK«ffi[:M
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to drop off. She'll just become cold and proud—and perhaps
eventually turn elsewhere."

"I don't believe she's a bit that kind," asserted Sherwood
positively.

"Nor do I. But, Jack, a woman lonely enough has fancies

that in the long run may become convictions."

LQ-' f;r:iv:-j^-^>jro»a
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XXII

MRS. SHERWOOD was completely right. Keith had
seen Mrs. Morrell. The glamour had fallen from her

at a touch. He did not in the least understand how this

had happened, and considered that it was his own fault. Mrs.
Morrell had not changed in the least, but he had, somehow.
He looked upon himself as fickle, disloyal, altogether despicable.

Yet for the life of him he could not get up the slightest spark

of enthusiasm for musical evenings, Sunday night suppers, or

week-end excursions into the country. They had fallen dead
to his taste; and with the sudden revolt to which such tempera-
ments as his are subject, he could not bear even the thought
of them without a feeling of incipient boredom. The blow
administered to his self-respect put him quite out of conceit

with himself and the world in general. If he had followed his

natural instinct, he would instanter have thrown overboard all

the Morrell episode, bag and baggage.

But that was, of course, impossible. Keith felt his obliga-

tions; he was a man of honour; he had respect for the feelings

of others; he could not make friendly people the victims of his

own outrageous freaks. That was out of the question I

Mrs. Morrell sent for him. She had been puzzled by the

episode of the evening before. It would have been absolutely

incredible to her that a hundred words from a woman who was
not her rival could have destroyed her influence over this man.
She had considerable knowledge of men, and she had played htr

cards carefully. But she realized that something was the

matter; and she thought that the time had come to use the power
she had gained. A note dispatched by the Chinaman would do.

Keith obeyed the summons. He knew himself well enough

148
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to realize that the intimacy, such as it was, must come to a
pretty abrupt termination. OtherAvise, he would shortly get

very bored; and when he got very bored he became, in spite of

himself, reserved and self-contained to the point of rudeness.

For the exact reason that he saw thus clearly, his conscience was
smiting him hard. Mrs. Morrell had done nothing to deserve

this treatment. He was a dastard, a coward, ashamed of him-
self. If she wanted to see him, it was her due that he obey her

summons promptly. He went with the vague idea of making
amends by doing whatever she seemed to require—for this once.

She entered the dim sitting-room clad in a flowing silken

negligee, which she excused on the ground of laziness.

"I'm still a little tired from last night,'" she said, with a laugh.

The soft material and informal cut clung to and defined the

lines of her figure, showing to especial advantage the long sweep
of her hips, the pliancy of her waist, the swell of her fine bust.

A soft lilac colour set off the glint of her fair hair. She was, in

fact, feeling a Uttle languid from the reaction of the ball and
in a sudden rush of ^motion she admired Keith's crisp freshness.

Her eyes swam a little and her breast heaved.

But the preliminary conversation went by jerks. Keith

answered her advances with an effort toward ease and cordiaUty,

but with a guarded, unnatural manner that sent a sudden pre-

monitory chill to the woman's heart. Her instinct warned her.

As the minutes passed, her uneasiness grew to the point of fear.

Was she losing him? WTiy? This was no time for ordinary

methods.

She arose and went to sit by his side.

"What's the matter, dear?" she asked.

"Nothing."

"W^V are you acting in this manner? What have I done?"
"I'm not; you haven't done anything- -of course."

She suddenly leaned forward, looking into his eyes, projo:ting

all the force of her magnetism. She had before seen him respond,

felt blm quiver to her tentative, mischievous advances.

"Kiss me," she breathed.
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Poor Keith was having a miserable enough time. Hc« clung

to his first thought-that this evening was her due, that hewas in some way bound, in ending everything, to pav whatevercom he had left. He obeyed her, touching her lips lightly and
''oldly with his own. Never was chaster'caress bestowed on

- ing mood!
C^ .e flung him violently aside, her face writhing and contorted

.
fury. She was enlightened, completely, as she could have

• enlightened in no other manner.
'^You can go!" she cried hoarsely. "Get out! Don't dare

enter this house again!"
He made some sort of spiritless, feeble protest, trying his best

to put some convincing quaUty into it. But .she did not even
hsten The ungoverned tiger-cat part of her nature was in the
ascendant the fierce pride of the woman living near the edge
of the half-world. She would gladly have killed him. At length
he went very confused, bewildered, miserable-and relieved'
tie left behind him a bitter enemy.

I
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IN
COMPLETE revulsion, Keith scuttled the frivolous world

of women. As he expressed it, he was siik of women.
They made him tired. Too much fuss trying to keep even

with their vagaries. A man liked something he could bite

on. He plunjjf'd with all the enthusiasm and energy of his

vivid personaliijv mtu his business deal of the water lots and
into the fascinating downtown life of the pioneer city. The mere
fact that he had ended that asinine Morrell affair somehow
made him think he had made it all up to Nan, and he settled

back tacitly and without further preliminaries into what his

mood considered a most satisfactory domestic basis. That is,

he took his home and his home life for granted. It was there

when he needed it. He admired Nan greatly, and supplied her

with plenty of money, and took her to places when he could get

the time. Some day, when things were not quite so lively, they
would go somewhere together. In the meantime he never failed

to ask her every evening if she had enjoyed herself that day; and
she never failed to reply that she had. Everything was most
comfortable.

After the Firemen's Ball Nan, somehow relieved of any
definite uneasiness, felt that she should be made much of,

should be a little wooed, that Keith should make up a little

for having been somewhat of a naughty boy. WTien, instead,

she was left more alone than before, she was hurt and depressed.

Of course, Milton did not realize—but wh:.t was there for her?

Wing Sam ran the house; she worked a good deal in the garden,

assisted by Gringo. Probably at no time in modern history' have
wives been left so much alone and so free as durinc this ncriod.

The man's world was so absorbing: the woman's so empty.
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Ben Sansome dropped in quite often. He was always amus-
ing, always agreeable, interested in all sorts of things, ready to
give his undivided attention to any sort of a problem, no matter
how trivial, to consider it attentively, and to find for it a fair
and square deliberate solution. This is exceedingly comforting
to the femmine mind. He taught Gringo not to "jump up";
he found out what was the matter with the Gold of Ophir cut-
tmg; he discovered and took her to see just the shade of hang-
mgs she had long sought for the blue room. Within a very short
time he had established himself on the footing of the casual old-
time caller, happening by, dropping in, commenting and advising
detachedly, drifting on again before his little visit had assumed
rememberable proportions. He had always the air of just
leamng over the fence for a moment's chat; yet he contrived to
spend the most of an afternoon. He spoke of Keith often al-
ways in affectionate terms, as of a sort of pal, much as though he
and Nan both owned him, he, of course, in a lesser degree.
One afternoon, after he had actually been digging away at

a bulb bed for half an hour, Nan suggested that he come in for
refreshment. Gradually this became a habit. Sansome and
Nan sat cozily either side the little Chinese tea table. He visi-
bly luxuriated.

" Vou don't know what a privilege this is for me—for any lone-
some bachelor in this crude city—to have a home like this to
come to occasionally."

He hinted at his situation, but made of its details a dark
mystery. The final impression was one of surface lightness and
gayety, but of inner sadness.

"It IS a terrible city for a man without an anchor'" he
said. " Keith is a lucky fellow ! If I only had some one, as he
has, I might amount to something." A gesture implied what a
discouraged butterfly sort of person he really was.

^''You ought to marry," said Nan gently.
"Marry!" he cried. "Dear lady, whom? Where in this

awful mixture they call society could one find a woman to
marry?"

m
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"There are plenty of nice women here," chided Nan.
"Yes—and all of them taken by luckier fellows! You

wouldn't have me marry Sally Warner, would you—or any of

the other half-dozen Sally Warners? I mij^ht as well marry
a gas chandelier, a prand piano, and a code of immorals—but
the standard of such women is so different from the standard
of women like yourself."

Nan might pertinently have inquired what Ben Sansome did
in this gallery, an>how; but so cold-blooded and direct an at-

tack would have rei^uired a cool detachment incompatible with
his dark,good looks, his winning, appealing manners, his thought-
fulness in little things, his almost helpless reliance on her sym-
pathy; in other words, it presupposed a rather cynical, elderly

person. And Nan vvas young, romantic, easily stirred.

"All you need is to believe in yourself a little more," she

said earnestly and prettily. " Why don't you undertake some-
thing instead of drifting? Some of the people you go with
are not especially good for you—do you think so?"
"Good for me?" he laughed bitterly. "Who cares if I go

to the dogs? They'd rather like me to; it would keep them
company! And I don't -know that I care much myself!" he
muttered in a lower tone.

She leant ' forward, distressed, her eyes shining with expostu-
lation.

"You mustn't hold yourself so low," she told him vehemently.
"You mustn't! There are a great many people who believe in

you. For their sake you should try. If you would only be
just a little bit serious—in regard to yourself, I mean. A gay
life is all very well

"

"Gay?" he interrupted, then caught himself. "Yes, I sup-

pose I do seem gay—God knows I try not to cry out—but, really,

sometimes I'm near to ending it all-

She was excited to a panic of negation.

"Oh, no! no!" she expostulated vehemently. ("Egad, she's

stunning when she's aroused!" thought Sansome.) "You
mustn't talk like that! It isn t fair to yourself; it isn't fair to

^?^^^^^^^f^
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your manhood! Oh, how you do need some one to pull you
up ! If I could only help

!

"

He raised his head and looked directly at her, his dark,
melancholy eyes lighting slowly,

"You have helped; you are helping," he murmured. "I
suppose I have been weak and a coward. I will try."

"That's right. I am so glad," she said, glowing with sweet-
ness and a desire to aid. "Now you must turn over a new
leaf," she hesitated. "Every way, I mean," she added with a
little blush.

"I know I drink more than I ought," he supplied in accents
of regret.

"Don't you suppose you could do without?" she begged very
gently.

•|Will you help me?" He turned on her quickly; then, his
delicate instincts perceiving a faint, instinctive recoil at his
advance, he added: "Just let me come here occasionally, into
this quiet atmosphere, when it gets too hard and I can see no
light; just to get your help, the strength I shall need to tide me
over."

He looked very handsome and romantic and young. He was
apparently very deeply in earnest. Nan experienced a rush of
pity, of protective maternal emotion.

"Yes, do come," she assented softly.



XXIV
A LL this time Keith was busy every minute of the day.

l\ The water-lot matter was absorbing all his attention.

A. JL Through skilful and secret agents Neil had acquired a
great deal of scrip issued by the city for various public works
and services which the holders had not yet exchanged for the

new bonds. These he turned over to Keith. Very quietly,

by prearrangement, the atter sued and obtained judgments.

When all this had been fully accom{)lished—and not before

then—the veil of secrecy was rent. Kowlee's paper advertised

a forthcoming sale of water lots to satisfy the judgments.

Then followed, for Keith, an an.vious period of three days. But
at the end of that time the commissioners issued a signed warning

that the titles conveyed by this sale would not be considered

legal. On seeing this, K'.ilh at once rushed around to Neil's office.

"Here it is," he announced jubilantly. "They held off so

long that I began to be afraid they did not intend to play our

game for us. But it's all right."

The matter was widely discussed; but next morning placards,

bearing the text of the commissioners' warning, were posted on
every blank wall in town and distributed as dodgers. These
were attributed by the public to zeal on the part of those ofl5-

cials; but the commis.-ioncrs knew nothing about it.

"Some anonym"us friend of the city must have done it,"

Hooper told his friends, and added, "We are delighted!"

The unknown fri'ind was Malcolm Neil himself.

This warning had its effect. As Keith had predicted, no-

Dody cared to put good money into what was officially and
authoritatively announced as a bad title. At the sheriff's sale

there were »o bona fide bidders except the secret agents of

IS5
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Malcolm Neil. The sheriff's titles—such as they were—went
for a song. Immediately the ostensible purchasers were per-
sonally warned by the commission; but they seemed satisfied.
So matters rested until, a little later, the commissioners in-

serted in all the papers the customary legal advertisements
settmg forth a sale by them, under the .State law, of these ame
water lots to satisfy the interest and fill the .sinking fund for
the bonds. The next morning appeared a statement signed
by all the ostensible purcha.sers under the sheriff's sale. This
stated clearly and succinctly the intention to contest any
title.s given by the commissioners, even to the highest courts.
This was marked advt, to indicate the newspaper's neutrality
m the matter. Rowlee commented on the situation editorially.
He took the righteous and indignant attitude, expressing ex-
treme journalistic horror that such a hold-up should be possible
in a modern, civilized community, hurhng editorial contempt
on the dastardly robbers who were thus intending to shake down
the innocent purchasers, etc. In fact, he laid it on thick. But
he managed to insinuate a doubt. Between the lines the least
astute reader could read Rowlee's belief that perhaps these first
purchasers might have a case, iniquitous but legal. He hammered
away at this for a week. By the end of that time he had, by the
most effective, indirect methods—purporting all the time to be
attacking the signers of the warning—succeeded in instilling into
the public mind a substantial distrust of the stability of the titles
to be conveyed at the commissioners' sale. Malcolm Neil com-
plimented him highly at their final and secret interview.
Again Keith's predictions were fulfilled to the letter. No-

body wanted to buy a lawsuit. There were a few bidders, it

is true, but they were faint hearted. Another set of Malcolm's
secret agents bid all the lots in at a nominal figure. That very
afternoon they all met in Neil's stuffy little back office. Keith
had the deeds prepared. All that was necessary was to affix
the signatures. The purchasers under both sales conveyed their
rights to Neil and Keith. The latter now possessed uncontested
and incontestable tule.

1 i
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XXV
HAVING personally delivered the deeds to the recorder's

ofuce, Keith went home. In the relief from pressure,
the triumph, and the exaltation, his instinct carried him

to the actual background of his life-his ,'enuine but preoce npiod
attection for Nan. Ihe constraint, that had been so real to her
had never been anj-thing but nebulous to him.
He burst into the house, capered around the room boyishly

seized her, and waltzed her gayly about. Qu.Ue taken by sur-
prise Nan s first thought was that he had been drinking toomuch; so naturally she failed to rise instantlv to the occasion

Stop It, Milton!" she cried. "What "has got into you!Vou re tearing me to ribbons!

"

He laughed heartily.

"You must think I'm. crazy," he acknowledged. "Sit down
here and learn what a great man your husband is." He poured
out the story o the transaction, omitting no details of the clever
schemes by which it had been worked. He was, above all,proud of his legal address and acumen-there was something
in Eastern training, after all; this lay right under their noses^
but none of them saw it until he came along and picked it up!And there are some pretty smart men out here, too, let me tell

Z ' \:l''u^'Y-
"'^'^>"^'-- ^'^"^ ^" P-^^ «f the -orld, and

the.v ve had a hard practical education, their eve teeth are cut'"His egotism over being keener than the acknowledged big menwas very fresh and charming. The money gained he mentioned
as an afterthought, only when the other aspect of the situationhad been exhausted. "The cold hard dollars are prettv wel-
corne just now," he told her. " There's about a quarter million
in those lots-and we can realize on all or part of them at any

IS7
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time. All came out of here!" He lapix'd his forehead, and
paused in his rapid pacing to and fro to look down at her in the

easy chair. "We are well off now. We needn't scrimp and

save"—it did not for the moment occur to him that they had

not been doing so
—

" I'm going to get you eight new gowns, and

twelve new hats, and a bushel of diamonds "

"I'm glad, very glad!"' she cried, catching his enthusiasm, her

mind for the t'lrst time occupying itself seriously with the

mechanism of the deal. .\t first, when he had been explaining,

she had not thrown off the impression that he had been drinking,

and so had paid little attention to his explanations. " It sounds

like magic. Tell me again—how you did it."

Nothing loath, he went over it again, making clear the double

clouding of the titles.

But Nan, being much alone, had the habit, sharefl with few

women of that time, of reading the newspapers. Slie had
followed Rowlee's campaign, and she had taken seriously the

editor's diatribes. Rowlee had been talking for effect. The
ideals of ultimate civic honesty were yet fifty years in the

future, but he had stumbled on their principle. Nan's mind,

untrained in any business ethics, caught them; and her sure

natural instincts had accepted their essential justice. In recog-

nizing Milton's connection as promoter with just this deal,

she was suddenly called upon to make adjustments for which

there was no time. She knew Milton would do nothing wrong,

and yet—he was waiting in triumph for her response.

"It was very clever. /Vnd yet, somehow, it doesn't sound

right " she puzzled. " .Are you sure it's honest?
"

"Honest?" he snorted, halted in mid-career. "Of course it's

honest! Why isn't it honest?"

Confronted with the direct question, she really did not know.

She groped, proffering tentatively some of the arguments half

remembered from Rowlee's editorial columns. But she con-

fronted now a lawyer, sure of himself. Keith explosively and

contemptuously demolished her contentions. Everything was
absolutely legal, every step of it. If a man hadn't a right to buy
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in i.r.,i,crty at any saK. an-l .dl if a«ain wlu r. Ii. want..!. wIut.
in thun.kr wa, our l..,a.tnl liberty.^ Just (!„> kind of foul .,o(i„nwomen «ei

!
Keith in hi. Imnist pri.lc an.l triunu.h l.a.l , onu- for

symiKithy an.l admiration. Purn..! JKuk <.n hunsdf. lu- iKramc
va/jUflyn-sen-.tul, rii|.-.hortl\lr|"i tlir house.
Hardly ha.l th. front do/.r , l<,...| after him wlu^n V" ,n l.urst

into tears. She had not memi it li.eom>-out thai u , ,; all Of
anirs.' she l,ad iia.l no real taoi^ht thai .Milton u. \u[ ,|u .,„v-
thin-(li.shone>t;ho\val.> irdof him to take it that wav She had
smiply express,-.! a (|ueer instinctive ihou-ht iM.i'h 1 Hashed
across her min.l; and now she could not for fin "le ,,f „„ -uesshow she had come to do so. Mi.serably and |,,,- iunatch- slv-
rcalucd that she had bungled it.
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BUT if Keith missed the appreciation of his triumph
at home, he received full meed of it downtown. In
a corner of the Empire a dozen of the biggest men in

town were gathered. They were Sam Brannan; Palmer, of
Palmer, Cook & Co.; Colonel E. D. Baker, the original "silver-
tongued orator"; Dick Blatchford, the contractor; Judge Terry,
of the Supreme Court; oily, coarse Ned McGowan; Nugent and
Rowlee, editors, and some others. They were doing an e.xceed-
ingly important part of their daily business: sipping their late

afternoon cocktails. Calhoun Bennett joined them.
"Little item of news to interest you-all," drawled the

Southerner. "I've just come down from the recorder's office.

The deeds for the water lots have just been recorded." He
paused.

"Have a drink, Cal," urged Dick Blatchford, "and sit down.
What of it?"

" They were recorded in the names of Malcolm Neil and young
Keith. I'll have a cocktail."

"That so? Pretty shaky title. Which sale did they record
under?"

"Both!" said Bennett.

He stood until he saw that the significance of this had soaked
in; then he drew out a chair and sat down. Ned McGowan
chuckled hoarsely.

"Pretty slick!" said he. "Wonder some of us didn't think of
that! I suppose they went around and scared the purchasers
until they got them pretty cheap. Trust old Neil to drive a
bargain!"

But Palmer, the banker, who had been thinking, here spoke up:

1 60
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"The purchasers were undoubtedly their agents," he surmised

''By God you're rightl" cried Terry. "Old Malcolm iscertamly the devil without a tail!
"

"Speak of him and you get him," remarked Colonel Bakerpomtmg out Neil, who had just entered.
They raised a shout at him, until finally the old man, re-

luctantly and crabbedly, sidled over to join them
You re discovered, old fox!" cried Terry; "and the outrageddigmty of the law demands a drink."

They plied him with half-facetious, half-envious congratu-
lations. But Neil would have none of them
"Not my scheme," he growled. "Entirclv Keith's. I'm a

dragS me i^'
" ''^ "' ^"^"""' '' ^"'^'""^"^^ "^ '' ^"'

Jmcrt"'''^"^^"
"^"^ "^'^ '^'^ '^' 'P'^^'' grumpily for a

fin'^ltv ''"ir'' "'"^T''
'"'"^°"' '*'^'' '^^^^^^^'^ "^'" ^'^ vouchsafed

tinally. He was, for some reason, willing to brag a bit
This statement was received in admiring silence by all butTer y. Everybody but that devil-may-care and lawless pillar ofthe aw was afraid of Neil. But Terry would joke with anybody.
I hope you re going to let him have a little of it, Neil " helaughed. '

thJlT^ ""'T
'^'-'"^

!"'' ''' ^'°'" ^''^''^" ^" Terry with much

"Judge," grunted the financier at last, "that voung man willget his due share. He has tied me up in a con'tract that evenyour honoured court would find diflicultv in breakin- "

'^IW^',^''"''^'"^
^hot he arose and stumped out.

It Malcolm Ne,l acknowledges he is tied up," observed Terrv
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"Consider the man who tied him," begged Colonel Baker.
"He must, in the language of the poets, be a lallapaloozer."

"He's worth getting hold of," said Dick Blatchford.
Therefore, when, a little later, Keith appeared, he was hailed

jovially, and invited to drink. Everybody was very cordial.

Within live minutes he was hail fellow with them all, joking with
the most august of them on terms of equality. Judge Terry, in
whose court he had stood abashed, plied him with cocktails;
Colonel Baker told several stu/ies, one of which was new; Sam
Brannan, with the mixture of coarseness, overbearing manners,
and fascination that made him personally attractive to men and
some women, called him "my boy"; and the rest of the party
had whole-heartedly taken him in and were treating him as one
of themselves. Keith had known all these men, of course, but
they had been several cuts above him in importance, and his

relations with most of them had been formal. His whole being
glowed and expanded. After the first cocktail or two, and after
a little of this grateful petting, he had some difficulty in keeping
himself from getting too expansive, in holding himself down
to becoming mo<lesty, in not talking too much. He quite real-

ized the meaning of this sudden cordiality; but he welcomed it

as another endorsement, from the highest, most unimpeachable
sources, of his clevernes.^ and legal acumen.
They drank and talked until twilight. Then Keith began to

make his excuses. They shouted him down.
"You're going to dinner with us, my son," stated Brannan.

"They've opened an oyster palace down the street, and we're
going to sample it."

"But my wife " began Keith.

"Permit me," interrupted Terry, bending his tall form in
courtesy. "I am about to dispatch a messenger to Mrs. Terry,
and shall be pleased to instruct him to call at vour mansion
also."

It was so arranged. Immediately they adjourned to the new
"Oyster Palace," a very gaudy white and gilt monstrosity with
mirrors and negro minstrels. There were small private rooms,
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it seemed and one of these was bespoken from the smihnjr
manager, flattered at the patronage of these substantial men
San Francisco Hved high in those davs. It could pav, and for

pay the best will go anywhere. The dinner was quite perfect.
There were more cocktails and champagne. Under the in-
fluence of good fellowship and drinks, Keith was fmalK- prevailed
upon to give the details of the whole transaction. Perhaps this
was a hltle indiscreet, but he was carried awa\- by the occasion
1 he noisy crowd suddenly became quiet, and listened with the
deepest attention. When Keith had hnished, there ensued a
short silence. Then Judge Terry delivered his opinion.

'-Sound as a dollar," he pronounced at last. " Xot a hole in it
Is that your opinion, Colonel Baker? "

"Clever piece of work," nodded the orator gravely.
After this interim of sobriety the dinner proceeded more and

more noisilx-. The <lrink affected the dillereut men in different
ways. .\ flush a{i)oared high on the cheek bones of Terry's lean
face and an added dignity in his courtlv manner. Brannan
became Lader and more positive. On Blatchford his potations
had no appreciable effect except that his round face grew redder
i\ed McGowan dropped evm his xeneer of good breeding be-
came toul mouthed and profane, full of unpublishable rem'ini.-
cence to which nobody paid any particular attention. Calhoun
Bennett's speech became softer, more deliberate, more con-
sciously Southern. Keith, who was reallv most unaccustomed to
the heavy drinking then in vogue, was ulled with a warm and
friendly feeling toward everybodv. His thoughts were a bit
vague, and he had difficulty in focussing his mind sharply The
lights were very bright, and the room warm.
Suddenly they were all in the o[)en air unrlcr the stars There

seemed to have been an unexplained interim. Evervbodv was
smoking cigars. Keith was tugging at his pocket and expostu-
lating something about payment—something to do with the
dinner. Evidently some part of him had gone on talking and
thinkmg. The fresh air bnuight him back to the command.
Various suggestions were being proffered. Blatchford was for
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hiring rigs and driving out to the Mission; Calhoun Bennett
suggested the El Dorado; but Sam Brannan's bull voice decided
them.

"I'm going to Belle's!" he roared, and at once started off up
the street. The idea was received with acclamation. They
straggled up the street toward the residential portion of town.

Keith followed. The delayed action of the drink had thrown
him into a delicious whirling haze. He left that he could be
completely master of himself at any moment merely by making
the effort

;
only it did not at present seem worth while. He knew

where Belle's was: it was the ornate house diagonally across the
street from his own, the one concerning which the clerk had been
so evasive when they were house hunting.

Belle's was a three-story frame building, differing in no out-
ward essential from the fashionable residences around it. On
warm evenings there sometimes came through the opened
windows the sound of a piano, the clink of glasses, loud laughter
or singing. The chance bystander might have heard identically
the same from any other house in the neighbourhood. Only
Belle's occasionally—rarely occasionally—contributed a crash or
an oath. Such things were, however, quickly hushed. Belle's
was run on respectable lines. Men went in and out quite openly,
with the tolerance of most, but to the scandal of a few. Those
curious, consulting the yellowed files of the newspapers, can read
little protests—signed with mm de plumes—from young women,
complaining that young men of their acquaintance, after calling
decorously on them, would cross ijuite openly to the house o\cr
the way. Yet they were powerless, for a year or so at least, to
break up the custom.

For Belle's was a carry-over from the '49-'si days when of
social life there was none at all. It differed from the merely dis-
reputable house. Belle prided herself on quiet conduct and
many friends. In person she was a middle-aged, still attractive
I'Vcnchwoman. She had furni:,hed her parlours very elaborately,
and she insisted that both her employees and clients should be-
have in the public rooms with the greatest circumspection.
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Indeed, a casual visitor, unacquainted with the character of the
place, might well have been deceived. The women sitting about
were made up and very decollete, to be sure, but their conduct,
while not always of the highest tone, was nevertheless quite
devoid of freedom. Belle permitted no overt word or action ; nor
was any visitor subjected to another expectation than the
occasional opening of a bottle of wine "for the good of the
house."

But outside of the one fundamental rule of decency, the caller
could make himself comfortable in .'.is own wav. He could
lounge, pound the piano, joke, play games, smoke where he
pleased, and enjoy what was then a raritv—the company and
conversation of nimble-witted, well-dressed, beautiful women
whose ideas were not narrow. Ultimate possibilities were
always kept very much in the background, but that there were
possibilities made for present relaxation or freedom.
Twice a year Belle was in the habit of giving a grand party.

The invitations were engraved. Entertainment was on 'a
sumptuous scale. There were dancing, all sorts of card games an
elaborate supper, the btjst of music, often professional enter-
tamers of great merit. Ever>'thing was free except wine.
Nearly the whole masculine population turned out for Belle's big
party—judges, legislators, bankers, merchants, as well as the
professional politicians and the gamblers. The most prominent
men of the city frequented Belle's at other times openlv, with-
out fear of public opinion—many of them merelv for the sense of
freedom and relaxation they there enjoyed. Everybody was
welcome.

Keith, however, knowing t'ae character of the place, had never
been inside its doors. Now, enveloped in his rosy haze, exceed-
ingly contented with his company, he followed where they led.M the door a neat coloured maid relieved him of his hat and coat^
and smiled a welcome. His dazzled vision took in a long drawing-
room, soft red carpets, red brocade curtains of heavy material,
with edges of gold fringe and with gold cords, chandeliers of many
dangling prisms, a while marble mantel, a grand piano, a few
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pictures of the nude, and many chairs. Ravishingly beautiful,
wonderfully dressed women sat about in indolent attitudes.
The hilarious party at once scattered through the room.

Calhoun Bennett went to the piano and began to play senti-
mental airs. Ned McGowan, his face very red, enthroned him-
self in an easy ch:ar, clasping girls who perched on either arm.
He talked to them in a low voice. They leaned over to hear,
and every moment or so they burst into shrieks of laughter!
Judge Terry was listening intently to some serious communica-
tion Belle herself was making to him. Sam Brannan was roaring
for champagne. The others were circulating here and there,
talking, playing practical jokes. Altogether, to Keith's rosy
vision, a colourful and delightful scene. Nobodv paid him the
least attention.

How long he siood there he did not know. The groups
before him shifted anu changed confusedly. The lights seemed
to blaze and to dim, and then to blaze again. After a long
interval he became aware of a touch on his arm. He looked
down. A piquant, dark-eyed, tilt-nosed girl was smiling ud at
him.

" Wat j'ou do? " she was begging. "You come wiz me? "

He focussed his attention on the room. It was almost empty.
He saw the back of Judge Terr>' disappearing into the street.
He passed his hand across Iii - r} cs>.

"Where are the others?" he asked confusedly.
She laughed with significance. He looked down at her

again. Her complexion was a sort of dead white, her lips were
red and glistening, her eyes were darkened. He turned sud-
denly and left the house. The coloured mairl, disappointed in a
tip, stood in the doorway, his hat and coat in her hands, staring
after him. The cool air a little cleared his brain. He stopped
short in the middle of the street, trying to collect himself.
"I'm drunk," he solved finally, and pro. -eded very carefully

toward his own house. After each dozen si ps he paused to col-
lect his thoughts before proceeding. In one of these pauses he
distinctly heard a window slam shut; there were plenty of
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louder things, he heard only the window. He hadn't the
least idea of the time of night, except that it must be very late.
As a matter of fact, it was not more than half-past ten. Near
his own gate he nearly ran into a woman strolling. With some
instinct of apology, he turned in her direction. .\s his bare head
was revealed in the dim light, ti.e woman uttererl a low laugh.

'•And was Belle as charming as ever?" demanded Mrs.
Morrell sweetly but icily. "Go in carefullv now, so dear little
wifey won't know."
She laughed again and moved past him. He stared after

her with a vague sense of injustice, somehow; then went on.
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KEITH was sorry next morninj:,, ?;ut he was not repentant,
in the sense of feeling that he had done anything fatally

. wrong. He was disgusted with himself. He wasted
no regrets, but did register a very definite intention not lo
let tliat happen again! It was all harmless enough, once in a
way, but it was not his sort of thing. Nan would not under-
stand it a bit—why should she? His head ached, and he was
feeling a little conscience-stricken about Nan, anyway. He must
take her around more, see more of her. Business had been very
absorbing lately, but now that this deal had been brought off

successfully, it was only due her and himself that he take a
little time off. In his present mood he convinced himself,
as do most American business or professional men, that he was
being driven in his work, and that he wanted nothing better
than a let-up from the grind. As a matter of fact, he—and
they—love their work.

In this frame of mind he started downtown rather late. On
the street he met a number of his friends. A good many of
them chaffed him good-naturedly about the night before. By
the time he reached his office he was feeling rauch better.
Things were assuming more of an ever\(iay comfortable aspect.
Ho had not been M-at.-d ten minutes before Dick Blatchford
drifted in, smoking a black cigar that gave Keith a slight qualm-
ish feeling. Dick seemed quite unaffected by the evening
before.

"Hullo, Mill!" he boomed, rollini; his heavy form into a
chair, his round, red face beaming. " How's the wild Injin this
morning? Say, you're a wonder when you get started! You
needn't deny it; wasn't I there?" He shook his head, chuck-
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ling fatly. "Look here," he went on, "I'm busy this morn-
ing—got to get down to North Beach to see Harrx- Meigs—and
I guess you are." He tossed over a package of papers that
he protluced from an inside pocket. 'Look those over at your
leisure. I think we better sue the sons of guns. Let me know
what you think." He fished about in u light-drawn waist-
coat pocket with a chubby thumb and forelinger, i)ulled out a
strip of paper, and flipped it to Keith as casually as though it
were a cigarette paper. "There's a little something as a
retainer," said he. "Well, be good!"

After he had lumbered out, Keith examined the check. It
was for one thousand dollars. If anything were needed to
restore his entire confidence in himself, this retainer would
have sufficed. The little spree was regrettable, of course, but
it had brought him a client—and a good one!
Two days later Keith, who now had reason to spend more

time in his office, received another and less welcome visitor:
this was Morrell. The young Englishman, his clean-cut face
composed to wooden immobility, his too-close-set eyes squinting
watchfully, came in as though on a social call.

"Just dropped around to look at your diggin's,"' he told the
surprised Keith. "Not badly fixed here; good light and
all."

He accepted a cigar, and sat for some moments, his hat
a-<d stick carefully tlisposed on his knees.

'Look here, Keith," he broke into a desultory chat after
a few minutes. "Deucedly awkward, and all that, of course;
but I've been wondering whether you would be willing to tide
me over—remittances late, and all that sort of thing. Stony
for the moment. Everything lovely when the mails arrive.
Neighbours, see a lot of each other, and that sore, you know."
Keith was totally unprepared for this, and floundered.

Morrell, watching him calmly, we t on:
"Of course I wouldn't think of coming to you, old chap-

plenty of people glad to bank for me temporarily—but I wanted
you fn know just how wc stand—Mrs. Morrdl'aiid I -that we
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lou tan rel\ ..n us -„„ uncasirxss, vou know."

4. t
';1^;'- '';r "^'"df you." returned Kdlh, puzzled.Aot a b,i. The way I looked at it was that a . hap wouldn'tbor ow from a man he wasn't fricndiv with. It isn't r-He laughed h.s high, cackling lau.h. ''Su I sai.l t- AlLi '

hedear man must be worryin' his head olT.' It was luekv fo 'vou

tieZ '\' ^"'"'" "' '^' ^^-^'^''^ '^'^'^ -^"^^' ^^nsc .aw "u'

^tmi^tr''"^^^"^^^-''-'^-^^^^"-*'-

"How much do you need?" he asked
''Five hundred dollars," rq.ied Morrell coolly.
I doubt I have that sum free in ready cash."

Morrell looked him in th(> eye
"I fancy you vv-iU be able o raise it," he said very delihcratdvThe men looked at each other

' ^''^'*^^y-

Iw it.^'^''''"''''''

'^'"•" '"'^' ^'''^' ^^'^'^""l excitement.
Morrell ?-.-.ame ^ ry stilY and English in manner.
Words do not iri^^hten me, sir. This is a personal loan

t .s an act.on between friends, just as my silence T^t sut"ject of your peccadillo is a friendly action. I mention that

ittnng. 1 see 1 ha\e made a mistake."
He arose, his bearing very frigid. Keith was naturally not

"Hold on'" lie sai.l. "Vou must forgive mv bein<^ startled-and you must admit you were a little unfortunat^^l yourpresentation. For this loan, what sc. uniy^"
^

;'My personal note," replied Morrell calmly

row.
'"""'' look into my resources. I will let you know to-mor-
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attd^Jre'^'Akf'"^rr
''"^ '"^^" "^'"'^ '^°"^'"^'^^-' ^^e matterat leisure. A tho ..^h of a sanguine and excitable temperamentwhci, only httle things were involved, he was clear ZZr.nH

uniniluenced by personal feeling in real l^r^enciTs
" '"'

iTst. would the MorrelLs carry out the implied threat? Hismst.nct supplied that answer. Of M„rp,il hiLel he tad nevehad any trust Now hr rememh. ,c,i what had never really

soc ety. had never been more than tolerat.rl, and that aooaren ly, only because of the liveliness of his Jvife. He had thendefinab le a.r of a bad 'un. And Keith's knowledge of women

Icntless
"""' '" ''" ''" ^'^^ ^'^"- ^'^""'" -ouldTc re"

Second, would a denial avail agains, their storv:^ His com-mc.nsense told him that if the Morrdls started th tWnghey would carry i, through to a hnish. There was no eise

Hdk s say. the coloured ma.d whom he had not tipped-and
. here w.»rc his haf and fuat.

'

Third, could he afford to let them tell the talc? As far as

d ciSX:
'"

n
;'^':''" P-^--"-".v - -iallv. modecidedly >cs. Rut at home, as decidedly no. In her calmest mos, judin.I, -rustin. loving mood, Nan could n^'r'understand. Her breedn.g and upbringing were against i

'hce t Vr" T'"'""^ '''' •''^^^^^•"- bet-i such a
:

lace as Belles and any chsreputable house-if t'ere was a
diffc>r..nce. This point neede<! little argument.

Ihen he must pay.
Having definitely decided this, he repressed his natural in-chnations toward anger, drew the money, lai.l it aside Tn Wsd awer, and went on with his work. When Morrell came innext morning, very easy and debonair, he handed out the goldpi ces and took m return the man's note, without rela.xmg theextreme gravity and formality of his manner
"Thanks, old euapl" cried Morrell. "YouVc saved my life
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fhlT'

v"'^'/'" ?^P^"^^d: then cackled harshly: "Good joke
that! No, / won't forget!"
Keith bowed coldly, waiting. Morrell, with a final cackle,made leisurely for the door. As he laid his hand on the knob

Keith spoke: '

"By the way, Morrell."
Morrell turned.

liberlter
""^'^ ^°" "^""'^ ''^^''^'' '^'^'" ^^^'^^^ ^"^ ^^^ ^^'

Morrell examined him. Keith's face was grim. He smiled
enigmatically.

" Tact is a blessed gift, old top," said he, and went out.
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XXVIII

TTa'eln^^Xtvu'^^^^^^ " '' ' ^"T'^^'P-^ - Keith's

Mrs. Morrel,,^.5:^\:Ltv -fed fnTh
'^- f ^"^''^ «^

returned to the old round „, J?"^™'
'>"'" 'k might oon ha,e

parties, were it no.Z clc'der;/"""'™'' "'"""^' ^"^
occupation was thrust u^oX*"^^^ "^

"- >"d absorbing
only one of many that came to him He h''' """ """
.mme.ed in the fascinating inSc^^s ofhe'Sr

™"""«^'^

Haf;rieXr°:^drs'^is°t'' "-^- »'-

c"iXLTar,irs.vx?^^^^^^^^
one man and his as S'tes nnoH ,i^"

7^' ^^^"^^ °" bv
ability, and the 7:^7:^10^^!^. ^f ^^^ °' '"^^--
the profession, it followed fh.. • ^- ^^^ ^^^"^"^ brains in

cide in various formnlmieTr'T ""^ ^^^^^ ««-^-
of frequent occurrence and I '^, "P""" ^"^^^ ^^^^
excursions, with tickets were or.

"""""/^^ '"''""^^^' '^S^h^
shootings of a more iJoTmaT^,?^^^^

^' "^ '^^"^- Street
to count. Invariably an aUeL? "",7" '^^ numerous
made to arrest the hom'cide Tf hV^rr'"-^

'"''^^^^"'' ^^«
best lawyers, and reste^secte If he hi

'"'"'^' ^^ ^'^^^ ^^^
peared for a time. Almos everybodv h.d"" """V'

^' ^''^P'
enough friends with money, to Xt the fn^"'^

'"'"'^' "^
i,2co murders-or "killinL^^' . . ™^' ^°"''se- Of

cue. i-Z'e^rrlSt-iJatr;^^^^^^^^^^
173
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l[H

very easy game. The whole battery of technical delays, de-
murrers, etc., was at his command; a much larger battery thaneven the absurd cnmmal courts of our present day can muster.
Delays to allow the dispersal of witnesses were easily arranged
for, as were changes of venue to courts either prejudiced infavour of the strict interpretation of "law" or frankly venal
Of^shadier expedients, such as packing juries, there seemed no

Your honourable, high-minded lawyers-which meant the
well-dressed and prosperous-had nothing to do with such
dirty work; that is, directly. There were plenty of lawyers
not so honourable and high minded called in as "counsel "
These little lawyers, shoulder strikers, bribe givers and takers
were held in good-humoured contempt by the legal stars-who
employed them

!
Actual dishonesty was diluted through a num-

ber of men. Packing a jury was a fine art. Initially was needed
conmvance at the sheriff's office. Hence lawyers, as a class
were m politics. Neither the stellar la^vyer nor the sheriffknew any of the details of the transaction. A sum of moneyT M *\".^°.™f's "counsel" as expenses, and emerged, con-
siderably diminished, in the sheriff's office as "perquisites "
It had gone from the counsel to somebody like Mex Ryan from
him to various plug-uglies, ward heelers, shoulder strikers
from them to one or another of the professional jur>'men, and
then on the upward curve through the sheriff's underlings whomade out the jury lists to Webb himself. The thing was done
In this tortuoas way many influences were needed Themost honest lawyer's limit as to the queer things he would ao

depended on his individual conscience. It is extraordinary
what long training and the moral support of a whole professionmn do toward educating a conscience. Do not despise unduly
he awyers of that day. We have all of us good friends in
the legal profession who will defend in court a criminal theyknow to be guilty as charged. They will urge that no man
should go undefended; and will argue themselves into a belief
that in such a case "defence" means not merely fair play but
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a desperate effort to get him olT, anyhow-trained conscienceIf such sopiHstr.es are sincerely believed bv hon. st Tn n

o"^

cSnt in'r'
'" ^^""'"^' '' ^^^^^— so;hiltH r/a^edcurnnt in a community not five vears old. It was difficult fndraw the hne between the men who mistakenl • bdi^'d th mselves honest and those who knew themselves dishonest

.K 1

once m politics there could be no end. In this fieldthe aw rubbed shoulders with big contracts, big operationsA city was being built, in a few years, out of nothfng bv a

for'-lr
" '"' '"^ '^^^^'"S population. The opportn tiesfor making money on public works-either honestlv or bv obbery-were almost unlimited. The mood of the' times was

o SldT H
"^"^ '''' ''^' unexhausted placers pou d a flld

It paus'eS [n T"?'
'""'''''

T'^^^'
^"^ ^ '-ge percentage of

Xant sum v'' ^''"^^' ^^'^ '^'"^ ^ ^-^-^^ but still

mv hSh .r i''"'^
'""' '''^y- P^°P'^ ^«"W and would

we 1 Se iTV" .T'
\^°"^'^' '''' ^hey would rather payveil to bclet alone than bother with public affairs The citv

mui^icipahty was rich m its real estate. The value of all

i coXuSvT "^^^fyi^^ tixne more cash wt^l d

seeded iSustibr' '' "^^ "^^ '' ^"'^^^ '^''- ^^^ ^P^^^

mett' ouir
'°

't

^^" '^' P"^^^'^ contractors gathered. Im-

PaviL
^

'^""'^l
""''' undertaken at enormous prices

r Ir ,

'

'l/^.' r^''
"""^^^'^"^'-'^ ^" ^he quickest, liim:-

e. most slipshod fashion; and at terrible prices! The

hnf.n
''' ^ P'"'^t'=""ous frail structure that had failed as a

at a htr^; r""^
'" '^'""'" '' ^"^^ ^^^'^ ^^^>-' -- bought

elenhanf a^r 'f^'V'
'''•' ^""^ ^' ^^'^-^^ ^ ^'^^"^^ble wWtee ephan

,
and even he busy populace spared time to grumble

make ,h ?r ,^^f.\
r^^body knew what it would cost tomake he thing habitable even. Soon, to everv one's relief itburned down. The property was then swindled over to Pet
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Smili. The Jenny Lind Theatre, an impossible, ramshackle
structure, was purchased over the vigorous protest of everv de-
cent cituen, for the enormous sum of S ^,00,000. Another
Sioo.ooo u-as alleged to have been spent in remodelling and
furnishmg ,t. Then it was solemnlv declared "unsuiied to the
purpose." It also burned down in one of the numerous fires
-But tne money was safe I

To get such deals as these through "legallv" it was of course
necessary that olhcials, councilmen, engineers, etc., should be
sympathetic Naturally the big operators, as well as the big
lawyers, had to go into politics. Elections came soon to be somany farces. In some wa.-ds no decent citizen dared show his
face. Shoulder strikers" were openlv hired for purpo'^es of
intimidation. Bribery was scarcely concealed. .\na if things
looked doubtful, there were always the election inspectors and
judges in reserve who could be relied upon to make tilings rome
out right in the final count. The proper men were alwavs re-
turned as elected. If violence or fraud were alleged, lawyers al-
ways got the accused otT in a strictlv legal manner.

In these matters, it must be repeated, no opprobrium ever
rested on either the big lawyers or the big operators "Ex-
penses" went to the underlings, and after some mvsterious sub-
terranean manipulation, of which the big fellows remained
blandly unconscious, results came back.
In the world of public works Keith lapidlv made himself a

position. He was leading counsel for Dick Blatchford and one
or two others. His job was to know all the rules of the game
so well that there were no comebacks; to set the machinery in
motion by which the contracts were prorured; and to straighten
out any irregularities that might arise ait^ :ward. His position
was almost academic. The matters he fought and decided
were so detached from actualitv, as far as he was concerned
that they might have been hypothetical cases. When Dick
wanted anything specific, Keith instructed Patsy Corri^an to
see that the proper officials awarded the contract. If the mat-
ter ever came to the courts, Keith furnished the brains and Patsy
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somehow "saw" the shcritT and whoever was necessarv from
the mysterious underworld. Everybody was doing the same
tluuK. In the minds of men prolits of anv sort were legitimate
proyuled they were "legal," but cspeeiallv against so vague an
entity as a community. Civic consciousness had not been born
in ihem. for the simple reason that llie city was constituted per-
fectly to suit them. Only when men are dissatisfied with their
government do they seek to become resjwnsible for it. There
was no active public opinion against them. Men were too
busy to bother with such thmgs. Occasionallv a fairlv vigor-
ous protest against some peculiarly outrageous steal made it-
self heard, but the men who made it were either cranks or it
was suspected they had been pinched in some wav. They
merely represented the opposition any active man expects.
And every last one of these merry, jovial pirates was inordi-

nately proud of the ship he was helping to scuttle! That one
fact, attentively considered, explains much.
The city was growing, it was taking on a permanent character

In spite of waste, shoddy work, and frequent fires, its vitality
was triumphant. The sand hills had all been graded flat, and
the material from them had filled in the water lots of the bay
miles of fireproof brick structures had been built on four or five
streets; there were now a half score of long wharves instead of
one; omnibuses ran everywhere; fine steamers plied to fashion-
able watering places about the bay; the planks in the streets were
being replaced by cobblestones; telegraph service had been in-
augurated to San Jose and Sacramento; several new theatres had
been built; gas lamps were being placed about the streets; huge
wooden palaces with much scrollwork ornamentatv,n were
being built on Stockton Street and the Rincon Hill. A'l these
thmgs, as well as the climate, the mines, the agricultural re-
sources, the commerce, the scenerv, were fullv appreciated and
enthusiastically made the most of by every motlur's son. Anv
man among them was ready at a moment's notice to wax en-
thusiastic about the resources and the future of the place. They
were " boosters " in the modern acceptation of the term.

Ti^'mtri^mm^iMif?M?ii:



i:

I"

XXIX

I^khl^lS'T' ^I'r'-^^f-
"^'•^""- hi,h-strun.mar.'s worldKeith lo.,k U, himsdi a pn.nii.uru pari. He was so fiiilv

him ";,7"^''^.'";f
^-^ <''^--^ions ihal his practice cli.i not iuul

citir in^'n ''n
'" "' '^^" "^'^"''' '"'' '•"^^'^•"-' ^'-^ "^"^t have

ha nowa.Iays would he called a corporation lawver. HiscIcnts were few, hut wealthy, ,,owerful, and remunerative-
: his

^ame ^1, " " "f '";'. ^^"^'^•- "^' ^•"J">-' ^^e intricate

inevitable give and take ol a comi)licatcd world he knew ofcoarse, o shady ,ioin,s heneath; but he was not personallv'in-u>hcd; he accepted them as part of the make-up of societvhuman nature, the medium of work.
'

'

But Xan was necessarily left more and more to her own
devices. .\nd, further, she was left alone without even the nre-

vv th Mrs. Morrell. She knew that Keith was whollv absorbed inhis business She was loyal to his unexpressed idea'that in these

career. She was loyal to his preoccupation. It was the onlyway m which she could help. And vet, without bein. giver^cause for ,n,evance, she was temporarily thrust outside hi.s lifeput m cold storage, as it were, until she should be wanted Hebo ted immediately after breakfast; often he di.l not come home
to unch; was quite hkely to go out again in the evenin-^

It followed that Xan had to make her own life out of thematerials at hand. This was at first difficult, for all the ma-
teria s werenovel to her. Gradually, howev-er, she luted herself
into the social transformation that was taking place.

178
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Heretofore, society had not existed. Now, vamielv, it was

beKinmnu' to take . oherenee and form. A transition period was
on.

1 he ••nol)s" were evolvinj; from ehaos. \\o\Av of the fast
Morreil type were losing their intliiente and as. endeney. were
beinK pushed aside to the fringes by the more "soMd" elements.
VVudlh and arrogant dignity were coming into their innings
Formal function>, often on an elaborate scale, were taking the
place of the harum-scarum informal parties. There came ui)
some questions of social leadership. In short, social life was
developmg into the usual game. Lacking other interests. Xan
found it amused her to play at it, to contend with the leaders, to
form alliances, to declare war, to assume by right and talent her
place among the best.

This pleased Keith. Social standing heli^ed him in business-
and he enjoyed the sight of his beautiful voung wife queening it
serenely over the city's best. He was always eager to advance
mo'iey for new gowns or expensive parties. At lirst he went out
with her, but soon found that three o'clock in the morning meant
a next day's brain dulled of its keenest edge. Hut he would not
hear of her staying at home on his account.
'Tm tired, and I'm going to bed right awav," he told her

•'\ou go and uphold the splendour of the family. Get Ben to
take you."

Sansome was to Keith a tremendous convenience. He
- only idle man in town, always on tap, ready to Slav out

:.
1 every night until the cocks crowed. Why shouldn't he?

lad nothing to do all n-xt day, xcept, perhaps, to decide
which stick he should carry! With a busy man's good-humoured
contempt for the mere idler, Keith looked upon Sansome as a
harmless household-pet sort of person; good natured, accom-
modating, pleasant to talk to, good looking, foppish in dress, but
beneath any serious human In'ing's notice. Sansome was on
easy terms of intimacy with the Keiths. It was mighty good of
him to look out for Xan. If he did not, Keith would have to.

In this formative period Ben Sansome was, however, a very
important tigurc in the woman's world. Social construction

iP^ !P!

f.
..'wm-xmn^v.a
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"t itLLi\t(i, and u so, now fvii-n-; \i.K- i^ . c
maslcT c,f such thin-^s fVw/s ,h ^

i

"'"' ''"'' ''^'^^

Y'
""".s'>- Mc was the onlv man m town who knew—or cared—how to '•(Inw Iin..>; " ir i ,

wen, „.„l,„„t savin... AL,„ „,.. i„du IJ ..^r,X „;;:,:,':

she ascribcl ihi., facl ,„ Mr. k , •. iV
^", ''""'

(t^X
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o vh u h.. con.ulc-rcci a rc.l :>assio,). At l.as, it was asreal a passion as he was capahli. of ftclinL' Sins„m.. h-.,!

^hh^ ,::;:": ;r'"''r^'f
"--"'--. «-n^ about fr4

hn-.If„fxr' "''''"''' ^"^"'^""
'-^^ '"-^^ "i^'^^-lv in maki,,.

tnt friend ot the family, .iroppniK in often and informaliv Ini,pemn« on the spot at just the riKht time to relie
"

k: -it "fthe necessity o escorting Xan to this or that tea o jSo well did he p ay h s nart thii Tt I-. t .i,

Keith said:
''^" '"'''"''

'^ ^'"'^' '"'^^'-'^

'Tm dead tired to-night. Van Spem« -, • ;f t i i
•

rViittor r- •. 7
-^ccms a-, it I coulc n l stand

This came to b e(riihr tliin.r le c ,-

,

tn u.. iU u
"^ "• ^^ •^'insomc did rot hanncnto l)e there, he was sent for AnrI K; •

"^I'l'i-n

such that he failed to accepl'
-'.^^'^---nts u. re never

after" 'h
^^^•^'\^""^'''

f^^'^
other by the^r given names; but even

;;

Vou sound verv ioimal," she hinted to him at ki^tTo me the privilege of c- Ming you bv vour '

little name '

is sogreat an evidence of friendship, that it actually seTms like

i8i
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I'i'J-^ U

onl> by luT sweet .n.lue.u e. Hut he never o er.liM it \s ,hevcame to kn„w each ,„her better, he talked ever the m„rc fre •

stii cxacuy wlKit Ihev mij,'ht be

Tm^^^^s weak,;..- f"
'"^"' ''"''" ^^'*""^'" '•'^^•>'"" '^""^^••'fa man s weaknesses and temptations Hu, I concjuered "

Nan was uneasy. She did not know quite what it was -illabout, but her inslinets warned her.
"I am ghid," she replied; and went on hastilv. "Imt you must

on\h:: ::.S"
^ i:\^'-"\h-'"« ^'-- ^^a served in ^IZ^r

VV.th an obvious effort to be eheerful about this fresh subjecthe wrenched hmiself into a new moo<l. Thev consu te.lon theparty for the seventh. He broke otT abrupth'- to sav ^'l
"
vou

roaclKrpro.csl.s. Don t I know the ordinar^• kind? Womenhave a deep strength of their own that men cann.t understand
'"

the firsT ""'^ ^ ^'" "^'""^'-'^ ^^^- th^l- On parting he forthe f^rst time permuted himself a lingering gaze into her eves ahe reluctantly relinc,uished her hand. She turned aw^y 1 stSv
oXTih ^Tf'l"^'' ^"^ *^^' ^-"-^ his illusion o?dependc^^

Poor boy, she murmured. " He is so unhappv and alone •

"

Sansome was an accomplish questrian. F nding ha N^nknew nothmg whatever about riding, he procured htr v l^mlehorse, and took the greatest troublt an/pleasu e n teac'h nt

body. After the nrst uncertainty and the tirst stillness had

i

WSW2S1M^.
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tun,, t.,.,. IK. ran«c.| lar arul vvi,)- in (nun of the horsr.ex
.

.r..,« .vc-ry .luch an,| thick... w. ovvi,,. happilv in -v rv'm ^h. , , oaasionally to n.II hi, cu!,;i.al ",
•

uiiiu^ri u) sa\, Ann I wi- having a eood time-'"

c^^s::;"^;; t: '
'r^

'''' ^^
^'•"^^' '*^ •---• «" '»----

litth ;.

'•^";;«;-l acquaintan,
. .-ith the >an.| <iu,u-s, an.l the

ttic- caflons uah h.rds. an! the broad In-a. h at low tide on whi. h

•> littk- rancho ulu-
. ,hc Kdlh. ha.l lundu-d. Tl ^ e Van

w ;;T^t;;;r^'
"'*• ''^'' '''''''' --^'''^toco„u.:nk^au;

"111 her kindly hosts; and Grinw,) nu-t iiis honoure.i l,ul ratherM I>,n- mother. The mother disowned him utt riv A hea>s.^reu- shorter they oft.n nuU- on the Presidio hilb, watch n^llif sun set beyond the Clden G;'le
waiciung

One such evening the>- had reined up their horses atop one of

lu Hands. I amalpais was deep pink with the k|(,w the water

''Oh, but it is beautiful!" she said at last.
Ves, It IS beautiful," he agreed sombrely; '-but when one islonely, somehow it hurts."

'

There ensued a short, ten.se silence, broken onlv bv the softrolling of the bit wheels in the horses' mouths.
'

Ves, she agreed softly, after a moment, "I fed that too

^
ct sometimes I wonder if one doesn't see and feel mor^ keenlywhen one is not too happy " She hesitated.

^
Ves, yes. Go on!" he urged in a low voice His tone h\<

Ht appc-ared l„ „II„r her a,d, chivairous aid, allhough no word
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^ay wds attractive to her isolation

of?cr o"Jf"'"^n" ^T '^''' "^^-^ ^he a;ked him in for a cup

protests, she insisted on sevvin- it un for him S^ ^^

n../^""';" t""
"''''^' '''^''" 'he had finished. " You certainlv Honeed somebody to take care of you '"

certainly dc

s^s-aLt t"'t °"; ;' ^^"^'^-"t, sotrn^:'!satisfied about you-besides, lots of women don't "

arou'sef He t
1' T-^''^"''

^'' "^^''^'"^^^0" was thoroughlyaroused. He took his castigation and dismissal meeklv .n^l

A busy „,an, .„g„sc,i in n,e„'s occupa.i.,„s, would l^'hTve

;__ .:~mm:.^,iMm
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him to an .ahonl7^'"'l°'P^^'°" «">l'' have l.c^a,.,,

lice of a r„K. art. H knov^lT ^"""^' " ™' ""^^ P'^'-'

knew va,„,,",Zrst o"„k*' .to t,',' ""s
'^'^"' --V

and praised little thin-s-h.r n V 7. Sansonie noticed

her hair, an unusa'atn^.c^ „t tt Hef' "" ''''""' '"

she owned, and he had hk u/ ^^^S'^" ^J<- ^^^-w every hat

-de direa ^o.^ ::^ ^::^;:t:^^^'^-%,''^rTgrowmo; attraction, enjoved t but dkl no, ,

'^' '^^

merely considered Ben Lnsome as <'n,cc '' '" r'''
''' ''^^^

as romantic "''''-' ^'^ n^'^ding guidance,

o^'^^^Z^':!^!^T- ''""T^^^
«^ ^-' -- Reeling

her-perhaps to c^vin e heS"of tL'h'l'""
^^'""'^ '"^'-'

to make an especial effort 7.!^
""^^^'^harmlessness of it all-

occupation intTmottl\Sr 'Tf ^^"1 "^ ^^^ '^^-

care, earlier than usual • The 4 her.H « t"''"^
''''^' ^''''^
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^^"^ ^^^ ^•^^^^' '^^^

erally arranginfth^settZ Z ,'.^"^ ^f^
^'"^y^ ^"d chairs, gen-

arationskinLclhtownemh^^^^^^^^^^^ '^"^\ ^^^ P-P-
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^"^^
to meet him in the hall K^fhu ,

^'^ ^^'^P' ^^e ran
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^^^^'""''^ ^" '^^' '^'^^ to the

" 9?°'
'

heavens !
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•

his"rr;;d^^^^^^^^^^^^^ -ovmg and hanging up
the depths. They ate their 1.1 • ^'' ^'^''^ 'P'"'^ ^^"^ to

Nan could not hdp vLa^^Lrst'" ^"'^ '""^^'^^^ ^^'^"<^*^-

an occasion
'^"alumg Sansome's appreciation of such
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THE new coherence in society began to manifest itself

in one important way: public gambling declined. In
the "old days" it was said that everybody but clergy-

men frequented the big gambling halls. They were a sort of
club. But now the most influential citizens began to stay away.
Probably they gambled as much as ever, but they took such
pleasures in private. Two or three only of the larger places
remained in business. Save for them, open gambling was
conlined to the low di\cs near the water front. There was
no delinite movement against the practice. It merely fell off

gradually.

During these busy years the Sherwoods had quite methodi-
cally continued to lead their customary lives. He read his
morning paper on the veranda of the Bella Union, talked his
leisurely politics, drove his horses, and in the evening attended
to his business. She drove abroad, received her men friends,

gave them impartial advice and help in their difficulties, dressed
well, and carried on a life of many small activities. The Sher-
woods were always an attractive looking and imposing couple,
whenever they appeared. .-Vbout three or four times a year
they drove into the residential part of town and made a half-
dozen formal calls—on the Keiths among others. Probably
their lives were more nearly ordered on a routine than those
of any other people in the new city.

One afternoon Sherwood came in at the usual hour, deposited
his high hat carefully on the table, flicked the dust off his boots,
and remarked casually:

"Patsy, I've sold the business."

Mrs. Sherwood was pinning on her hat. She stopped short,

i86
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her hand halfway to her head, as though turned to marble
After a moment she asked in a quick, stifled voice:
"What do you mean?"
"Well," replied Sherwood, continuing methodicallv to read-

just his dress, "I've been thinking for some time that times
were changing. The gambling business is losing tone. I don't
see the same class of people I used to see. Public sentiment—
of the \-ery best people, I mean—is drifting awav from it In
the tuture, in my judgment, it's not going to pay as it ought
1 ye been thmkmg these things for some time. So when a bona
fide purchaser came along "

But he got no further. With a smothered cry she let her
arms drop. Her customary poise had vanished. She flung
herself on him, laughing, crving, gasping.
"Why, Patsy! Pat5y!"'he cried, patting her small, sleek

head as it pressed against his shoulder. "What is it, dearie>
Tell me? What's wrong? "

He was vastly perturbed and anxious, for she was not at all
the type that loses control readily.

" Nothmg! nothing! " she gasped. " I'll be all right in a min-
ute Don't mind me. Just let me alone. Only you told me so
suddenly "

"Don't you want me to sell?" he asked, utterly bewildered.
Gradually he gathered from her disjointed exclamations that

this vvas just the one thing she had wanted, secretlv, for vears-
the thing she had schooled herself not to hope for; the last' thin-
in the world she had expected. And to his astonishment he
gathered further that new she was free she could take her place
with the other women
"But I hadn't the slightest idea you wanted to!" he inter-

rupted at this point. "You've never showed any signs of pay-
ing the slightest attention to them before!"
She was drying her eyes, and looking a little happilv foolish.
1 knew better Uian to give them a chance to snub me "

she told him. " Now I'm respectable."
But at this Sherwood reared his crest-
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"Respectable!" he snorted. "What do you mean? Haven't

you always been respectable? I'd like to see anybody who
would hint

"

You're a dear, but you're a man," she broke in more calm.ly.
"Don't you know that a gambler's wife isn't respectable—in
their sense of the word?"

^^

"But every mother's son of them gamljles!" cried Sherwood.
"It's a perfectly legal and legitimate occupation!"
"The men do; we'd always get along if it was only a ques-

tion of the men. But the women make distinctions "

"Look here!" he broke out wrathfully. ^'There's Dick
Blatchford mixed up in dirty work for dirty money ^ wouldn't
lay my fingers on; and Terry, or Brannan, or iMcGowan, or all
the rest of the boodling, land-grabbing, pettifogging crew!
Why, if I made my living or spare cash the way that gang of
pirates and cutthroats do I'd carry a pair of handcuffs for myself.
Honest! Respectable! I've got no kick on their methods; it's
none of my business. But their wives are all right. I don't
see it!"

"It's all names, I acknowledge," she soothed, "just names.
I attach no more weight to them than you do. Don't you
suppose I'd have said something if I had thought you were
doing anything wrong? But that's the way they play the game,
and it is their game. If we play it we've got to accept their
rules. Don't you see?"

" Well, it'sa mighty poorgame," grumbled Sherwood,"and they
strike me as an exceptionally stupid lot of women. They'd drive
me to drink. I don't see what you want to bother with them for."
"They are," she agreed. "They won't amuse me much—

you couldn't understand—it's just the idea of it But I
won't be looked down on, even by my inferiors! Tell me, Jack,
when we sell the business are we going to be v/ealthy, will we
have plenty of money?"
A hurt look came into his fine, straightforward eyes.
"Haven't you always had all you wanted, Patsy?" he in-

quired.
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"Of course I have, you old goose! But I want to know what
our resources are before I plan my camiiaign."
"Going in up to your neck, are you? " he commented ruefully.

She nodded. Her eyes were bright, and a spot of colour
glowed in either cheek.

"Course I am. What can I spend?"
"You can have whatever you want."
"That's too vague, too indefinite. How rich—or poor

—

are we going to be?"
"We'll be rich enough."

"Very?"
"Well—yes, very. The business has paid, investments

have panned out. I got a good cash purchase price."
" How much can I spend a year? " she persisted. " It doesn't

matter whether it's much or Httle, but I want to know."
"What a mercenary little creature!" he cried facetiously;

then sobered as he saw by the expression of her face that this

apparently trivia! thing meant a great deal to her. "Oh, fifty

thousand or so won't cripple us."

"A year?" sh breathed, awed.
He nodded.

"Oh!" she cried rapidly. "Then we'll have a house—

a

house built for our very own selves, our very own plans!

"

"Why, I thought we were very comfortable here!" he pro-
tested, a little dismayed. "Haven't we room enough? I'll

make Rebinot cut a door "

"No! no! no! a house of my own!" She was on fire with ex-

citement, walking restlessly up and down. He watched her a
moment or so. His slower imagination was kindling. He was
beginning to grasp the symbolism of it, what it meant to her,

the release of long-pent secret desires. As she passed him, he
seized her and drew her gently to his knee.

"Patsy!" he cried contritely, "I didn't realize! I didn't
guess you weren't perfectly contented here!"

She brushed his cheek with hers.

"Of course you didn't," she reassured him.
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"If you'd made the slightest sign "

She threw her head back proudly, and her breast swelled

V, ; Ml'"''^<7°'i
'° '^^"^ y""'" "^^' Jack, whatever it was "

she told him, " to be your helpmaie."

^^

"You're the gamest little sportsman in this town!" he cried

J^^ ! ^rn r",'
*° ""^^^ '^°'^ flub-dubs crawl, bv God you

sail in! I'll back you!"
v^^u ^uu

Ten minutes later she asked him:
"What are you going to do, yourself, Jack? Somehow Ican't imagine you idle."

'""luw, 1

"Well," said Sherwood, "the boys are organizing a stock

She began to laugh softly, in aflfectionate amusement.

Wha'ttaie I S^noTp'?^'
^'^'^^"^"^^-^- "^ ^"^ ^hat laugh.

"I was just thinking what a nice, respectable gambler you

^•;:.(:ra -^^ttt
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BUT now, at the very sources, the full flood of the some-
what turbid tide of prosperity was beginning to fail.

The ebb had not yet reached the civic consciousness. It
would have required a philosopher, and a detached philosopher
at that, to have connected cause and effect, to have forecast the
inevitable trend of events. If there were any philosophers
they were not detached! Nobody had discovered the simple
truth that extravagance, graft, waste, cost money; and that
the money must come from somewhere. Realization on its
property and taxes were the twin sources of the city's revenues.
The property was now about all sold or swindled away. Re-
mained the taxes And it is a self-evident truth that people
will pay high t "tes cheerfully only so long as they themselves
are making plenty of money easily.

Up to this period such had been the case. Prices had been
high, wages had been high, opportunities had been many.
Enormous profits had been the rule. Everybody had invariablv
made money. These conditions upset the mental balance of the
shipping merchants back East. A madness seemed to obsess
them for sending goods to California The mere rumour of a
want or a lack was answered by immense shipments of that
particular commodity. The first cargo to arrive supplied the
w,i.L; all the rest simply broke the market. It was a gamble as
to who should get there first. The immediate and picturesque
consequence was a fleet of beautiful clipper ships, built like
racing yachts, with long clean lines and snowy sails. Thev made
extraordinarily fast voyages, and they promptly condemned to
death the old-fashioned, slow freight carriers. Indeed, four-
hundred odd of these actually rotted at anchor in the bay; it had
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viMti, r, I 1 .

marKus were lontinuallv in a state of plnf

posifvoly unsafe to keep many „^:i s ock qS "m'mediate sales were the rule. And failures were manv
'

|n£t:-e,e^:re::^-t^rr^:°^>:j

rnlT^M'''^
"^ •''•'''^ elements-that can with equal justice becalled he parasitic or the middleman class-consiVed n itself ofseveral sorts of people. The nucleus was T^ma intellecualhhonest set of men who believed in the law *.. .. ; , t

,

"''^"''^^"^"y

of formal institutions in the'^^n'ituTic^r n 1^^^:^^
mentaV B h" "f^'"'^ '" ^'^ '"^^^^"^-"' ™s was empe a-'

vTho n eded ei'er th
" 7" "^"^ ™"^^ '''^'' ^^""P^ ^^ '^ose

for theTpi'^ri^teTtf
^ "

^'f T^^^^'""
«^ ^^^ '^-

but Jiteril m^nH^H T 1 u^
""'"" "^ '''" '""^ ^""o™ honestJitcral-mmded dealers, through shady contractors and
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operators, down to grafters and the ver>' lowest tyi)e of slronp-
arm bullies. The tot.e and respectability came from the lirst,

the practical results from the second. The first class had a
genuine intellectual contempt for men whose minds couhl not see
—or at least would not a.cept -the same subtleties thai it did.
Its members were fond of such {)hrases as the '•lawless nn)l)," or
the "subversion of time-honoured institutions." This small,
subjectively honest, conservative, specially trained element must
not be forgotten in the final estimate of what later came to be
known as the " Law and Order " part v.

On the other hand was first of all an equally small nucleus of
thinking men whose respect for the law, merely as law, was not so
profound; men who were, reluctantly, willing to admit that when
law completely broke down in encompassing justice, individual-
ism was justified in stepping in. Behind them was a vast body of
more or less unthinking men who recognized the indubitable facts
that the law had become a farce, that justice had degenerated to
tricks, and who were, therefore, instinctively against law, law-
yers, and everybody who had anything to do with them.

Strangely enough this made for lawlessness on both sides.

Those who believed in "law and order" committed crime or
misdemeanour or mere injustice, sure of escape through some
technicality. Those who distrusted courts administered justice
illegally with their own hands! Nor was this merely in theorv.
San Francisco at that time was undoubtedly the most corrupt
and lawless city in the world. Street shootings, duels, robberies,
ballot-bo.\ stufting, bribery, all the crimes traceable to a supine
police and venal or technical courts were actually so common-
place as to command but two or three lines in the daily papers.
Justice was completely smothered under t -chnicalities and de-
lays.

The situation would have been intolerable to any people less
busy than the people of that time. For political corruption in a
vigorous body politic is not, as i)essimists would have us believe,
an indication of incipient decay, but only an indication that a
busy people arc willing to pay ihai price lu be left alone, to be re-

^^m^^^xijscsrw- 'W' if-
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HevHl of the administration of their public affairs. When they

fhl rf ;'
"• '^'

i:^"'' '" ^^^""'^^'"'^ '^^•-"'"^'^ too high thentho^.; refuse to pay. The price San Francisco was paying wk be"

iTs' 'she 'iH "•:, T.'^ f
"°"'^>'' ^"^ '" other inc?spiHt:i

sh™,u r "^

'"i'
^'^"'^ '" P'"^-^ '^^ '^"t at the least pressureshe would no longer afford it. Then she woulrl act.

i
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IN
THE second year oi his residence Keith had a minor

adventure that shifted a portion of his activities to other

fields. He was in attendanLC at a council mcetinj,', lollowing

the interests of certain clients. The evening was warm, the pro-

ceedings dull. Opened windows let in the sounds from the

Plaza and a night air that occasionally tlared the smoky lamps,

'•"he clerk's voice was droning away at some routine when the

outer door opened and a most extraordinary quartette entered

the chamber. Three of these were the ordinary, ragged, dis-

couraged, emaciated, diseased "bums," only too common in that

c ily. In early California a man either succeeded or 1 failed into

a dark abyss of complets; discouragement; the new civilization

had little use for weaklings. The fourth man can be no better

described than in the words of a chronicler of the period. Says

the worthy diarist

:

"He was a man of medium stature, slender but very graceful,

with almost effeminate hands and feet—the former scrupulously

kept, the latter neatly shod— and with a certain air of fragility;

very soft blue eyes with sleepy lids; a classically correct nose; short

upper lip; rosy, moist lips. His clothes: a claret-coloured coat,

neither dress nor frock, but mixed of both fashions, with a velvet

collar and brass buttons; a black vest, double breasted; iron-gray

pantaloons; fresh, well-starched, and very fine linen; plain Mack

cravat, negligently tied; a cambric handkerchief; and dark kid

gloves. He wore gold spectacles, and carried a malacca cane."

Instead of slipping into the seats provided for spectators,

this striking individual marched boldly to the open space before

the mayor's chair, followed, shamefaced and shambling, by the

three bums.

195



I(/)
1 HK GRAY DAWN

II

,1

"\«)ur honours and L'enflf«m#.n " u i •

voico, to tlu. scandal o ,hc n mu^t.-H
"'7' '" " ''^'"^' ^'"«'"«

Mck and hungry and uZ, T ':"«'^'"'"'^^' ^c arc very
• uiiK«> arid nf|i)it'ss and wrcfrlii-.l if i .

"^

not do something for us L shi I i

^omcl.odv dors

an,i how shor
i n ;;) ^:

;;"'' ""
''^"V'

"^^ •" ^^-^ ''-^•.

ha<l a fair cimncc Alhvc j ^1
";'

T'
'"'' '^^^ ^^^' ''''^^' "«'t

upon our Iu>n.>.:^ «e u[:^; if';;:^! '''l"'
^'"' T ">' ''^^-^•

f«^r us. wc shall <1 e or m h il 'T' "
>' ''""' ""' '^" ^""'^•"'nK

cutting all our thr-'nUs
-

"'''"'' "'^' ^" ^^^' ^"^^^ ''"-^^ ^"d

the^^XIrnl^X:;:;^;;^:^-;^- !;!-;ai-a can. surveying

they took up a colk-c ion .f, • ,1
' '^ --^^'""'^hn'^nt ovor,

fashion. Tl c vounJ n an sal ^' 'u^T''^' ^

=^^^-'^"^^- «^-"^'^"u«

three exhil.iis Jut
"' '"^'' '^'"^ ^^'"^•' ^'"'' '^^'-^i^-'l his

on^tr' ^^"'^'' '^"^^^^^ ^^-' --^'^^i"« the ,.a.ate

uc^i^tr:-:^
^^'"'"

'^^ ^^^'''- "I«hou.dliketon.ak.,our

toI^;:^^X^^"'^' '^^ ""'"''^"' "^"''
^ - ''^"'^hted

.he reLindi of^^he ^t^u tl^!:^; d'"^!;::!;:^-^^ '"71^^
linsrrs (lainlilv iviil, n il„,. h.n.ll. ., t r

*"- ''"""' '''»

ourX ™'
kIh a-mar/T'""

"'^'^ ''^"^ '" "-«— 'v of
••
\-„li«k h.

'^""'•"'l. '" ""Icr 1., say s.,mcthin?. '

m a place like this Thafffh! .7 f ,

"^'' "'^••""res-

wh,. tl,ey are. .„d
'J„'e^^ the fvK"

'° "" *^"'
^
'^"'' °"



Tin: (;hav dawn u^-j

This commonpbci- of m«)<Iorn charity was tlu-n a brand-iuw
thought. Keith hud never htar.l it ixprivsM-d, and he wa.^ nuah
intiTfstcd.

" I suppose there are always the weak and the useless," he said
vaguely.

"If those men were .sliolly weak ;uid useless, how did tliey
gel out her- ^" countend Ktalfl. "To compass such a journey
takes a certain enerjjy, a certain >uin of money, a certain fund of
hope. The money j,'<>es, the energy drains, the hoi)e lades.
Why?"
They stojjpefl at a corner.
" I live just near here," said KratTt. " If you will honour me."
He led the way dosvn a narrow dark alky, alonj,' whii h they

had fairly to grope their way. 1< dehouc hed, however, into the
forgotten centre of the s<iuare. .Ml the edges had been built
close with brick stores, warehouses, and ofTice buildings. Hut in
the very middle had been left a waste {)iece of ground, occupi((l
only by a garden and a low one-room abode, with a veranda and
a red-tiled roof. Under the mcxjnlight and the black shadows
from the mo<lern buildings it sle[)t amid its bright llowers with
the ancient air of another world. I.raiTl turned a key and
lighted a lamp. Keith found himself in a small, neat room, with
heavy beams, fireplace, and deep embrasured 'idows. An iron
bed, two chairs, a table, a screen, a she!*" of books, and a ward-
robe were its sole furnishings. In the lireplace had been laid, but
not lighted, a tire of sage!)rush roots.

KraiTt touched a match to the nxjts, which instanllv leaped
into eager and aromatic llames. From a shelf he took a iiew clay
pipe which he handed to Keith.

"Tobacco is in that jar," he said.

He himself tilled and lighted a big jxjrcelain pipe with we.xel-
wood stem.

"What would you do al)out it?" asked Keith, continuing the
discussion.

"What wonUi yon ?no-t want, if you were those poor men?"
retorted Krafft, blowing a hut'o cloud.
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Keith laughed.

;;

Drink, food, clothes, bed," he stated succinctly.
And work wherewith to get them," supplemented Krafft.

Keith laughed again.

want"'
'^ ^ ^"""^ '^"'' '°'''-' ^^^"''^ '^ '^' °"^ ^^^"g they don't

lonXfinger'
'°""'' '"' '^^P^' '""^ '''''' ^^'^^^ ^^ ^' h-

thZ^ v^'^^^r
°^ ''''."'' '^' "^'^h"" P^^t «f them, the dross of

.^n M ^ '
P''^^P'• ^"' '"' "^ ^^'^^^d^ to them a spark thatsmoulders, way down deep within them-a spark of which theythink they are ashamed, which they do not themsehes realize the

l^Tltrr^.u^^'T'''''''- '^^^ '^ the deep need othem? It IS to feel that they are still of use, that they amount to

rm^'l^t^nS'' "^^"- ''-' --' ''- -'^ ^-^ -^
;;i believe you're right," said Keith, impressed,
rhen, said Krafft triumphantly, "it is work they wantwork that IS useful and worth paving for."

'

" But there's plenty of work to be had," objected Keith after amoment. "In fact, there's more work in this townTa'n thereare men to do it."

• r^u"^"^
^"t it is the hard work these men have failed at It

:s too hard They try; they are discouraged; they fall again andperhaps they never get up. Such men must I led, mus't bewatched, must be stopped within their strength "

Who's there to do that sort of dry nursing of bums?" de-manded Keith with a half laugh.
"He who would help," said Krafft quietly
They smoked for some time in silence; th.n Keith arose to go.

^

It IS a big Idea; it requires thought," said he ruminatively

acdvitv'"
""

''''"' ^'"'''^' ^'- ^'"^'^ ^^^ ^^ y°^^ "^^ «^

The slighc, elegant little man smiled.
" I am one of the-what is it you called them-bums of whom
-

talk. J try to do wh;n is within my power, within my
we

-.g....
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strength—lest I, too, become discouraged, lest I, too, fall again—
and not get up."

• I have not seen you about anywhere," said Keith puzzled by
this speech,

" I do not go anywhere; I should be eaten. You do not under-
stand me, and I am a poor host to talk in riddles. I am a
philosopher, not a man of action; egotist, not an egoist; one who
cannot swim in your strong waters. As I said, one of that same
class whom your bounty helped this evening."
"Good Lord, man!" cried Keith, looking about the little

room. "You're not in want?"
Krafft laughed gently.

"In your sense, no. I have my meals. Enough of me. Go,
and think of what I say."

Keith did so, and the result was the first organized charity
in San Francisco. Since 1849 men had always been exception-
ally generous in responding to appeals for money. Huge sums
could easily be raised at any time. Hospitals and almshouses
dated from the first. But having given, these pioneers in-
variably forgot. The erection of the buildings cost more than
they should, and management being venal, conditions soon be-
came disgraceful. Alms reached the professional pauper. The
miner or immigrant, diseased, discouraged, out of luck, more
often died—either actually or morally.

So much had this first interview caught his interest that
Keith dropped in on his new acquaintance quite often. It soon
became evident that Krafft lived in what might be called decent
poverty. The one fine rig-out in which he made his public
appearances was most carefully preserved. Indoors he always
promptly assumed a dressing-gown, a skull cap with a gold
tassel, and his great porcelain pipe. His meals he cooked for
himself. Never did he leave his house until about three o'clock.
Then, spick and span, exquisitely appointed, he sauntered forth
swinging his malacca cane. After a promenade of several
hours he returned again to his dressing-gown, his porcelain
pipe, and his books. Keith enjoyed hugely his detached, re-
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wi

flective, philosophical, spectator-of-Iife conversation. They

KS r^""^"^
'"^^'•'' ^''''^'' ^"^'"^^gy- ^t his fourth visitKrattt made a suggestion.

"You shall come with me and see," said he
He led the way to the water front under Telegraph Hillthe newest and the most squalid part of town, l^e shallowwater was in slow process of being filled in hv sand from th"gradinguptownand withall sorts of miscellaneous debris. Pend!ing ohduy thzs sketchy real estate swarmed with squattersThere were lots sunken below the street level, filled Jth staenant water discarded garments, old boxes, ashes, and rubbsh-houses huddled closely together with stale water beneath therewere muddy alleys; murderous, cheap saloons; cheaper gamblingpmts; nckety, saggin. tenements. The people c'^rrf'ptded

tu their habitations. All the low elements lurked he^e the

tLTumsTT "'."'
'^t'

^"''-"P^' '^' h^^l"-^' ^he weaklings,the bums, he diseased. In ordinary times they here dwelt in atwilight existence; but at periods of e.xcitement-as when thecity burned-they swarmed out like rats for plunder
Krafft held his way steadily to the wharves. There he leftthe causeway and descended to the level of the beach. Beneaththe pihngs, and above the high-water mark, was a little hutI was not over six feet square, constructed of all sorts of oldpieces of boxes, scraps of tin, or remnants of canvas. Overheadrumbled continuously the heavy drays, shaking down through

the cracks the dust of the roadway. Against one outside wfnof this crazy structure an old man sat, chair tilted in the sun.Even the chair was a curiosity, miraculously held together bywire
.

The man was very old, and very feeble, his knottedhands clasping a short, black clay pipe. Inside the hut Keithsaw a roll
1 bunk on which lay jumbled a quilt and a piece ofcanvas. i^^^^^- ui

fri3f'
J^'^'^'" ,P^^^^d K'-^fft Cheerfully, "I've brought airiend to see you.

The old man turned on Keith a twinkling blue eye
" Glad to see you," he said briefly.
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"Getting on?" pursued Kraflt.

"Fine."

"Here's a new kind of tobacco I want you to try. I should
value your opinion."

Keith's hand wandered toward his pocket, but stopped at a
sharp look from Krafft. .\fter a niomenl's chat thev withdrew.
"What a pathetic old figure! What utter misery!" cried

Keith.

"No!" said KrafTl positively. "There you are wrong. Old
John is in no need of us. He has his house and his beil, and
he gets his food. How, I do not know, but he gets it. The
spark is burning clear and steady. He has not lost his grip.
He gets his hving with confidence. Let him alone."
"But he must be very miserable—especially when it rains,"

persisted Keith.

Krafft shrugged his shoulders.

"As to that, I know not," he returned indifferently. "That
does not matter to the soul. I will now show you another man."
They retraced their steps. On a corner of Montgomery

Street Krafft stopped before a one-armed beggar, the stump
exposed, a placard around his neck.

" Now here's another John," said Krafft. " What he wants is

work, and somebody to see that he does it."

The one-armed beggar, who was fat, with a good-natured
countenance, evidently considered this a joke. He grinned
cheerfully.

"Don't have to, guvenor," said he.

"How much did you take in yesterday, John?" asked Krafft;
then, catching the beggar's look of suspicion, he added, "This
is a friend of mine; he's all right."

"Twenty-two dollars," replied the beggar proudly. "Pretty
good day's wages!"

"I'm afraid the spark is about out with you, John," said
Krafft thoughtfully. He walked on a few steps, then turned
back. "John," he asked, "what is ^•our contribution to so.
ciety?"
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The beggar stared, uncertain of this new chaff.

not r. u'"'
°'-''

°f
^"''"'''' J°h"' ^^ that traffic which doesnot result in reciprocal advantages to buyer and seller is ille^hfmate, or at least abnormal"

'^nu ^eiier is iliegiti-

beJga'z^sTac"''
"' """''^ ^'"^^"^ '' '^' ^^P^^^^^^ - ^e

"That was considerably over his head," he observed
JNothing more was said for half a block

" Eh?"l-'
'^

'.' r!,'r'7T'"''"
'^^" ^^^d Krafft,unexpectedly.

i-h? ejaculated Keith, bewildered
^

These walks with Krafft finally resulted in the institution

itUTn't tf Thfrf ^"' P"^ '"^^ Krafft's^h^nd^str

Ihnr M f • ,

^^^'^^^ '''^'^ ^° interesting^ that Keiththoroughly fascinated, began to pester his friends for positionsor some of his proteges. As he was well-liked and in ea nestthese efforts were taken good-humouredlv
'

Here cotnes Milt Keith," said John Webb to Bert Tay.o

fefsor thrn"' ^''^:'' '"' ' ^'gh^y '^-'^'^<^ college pi:lessor that he wants a job for." 6 p "

;' 'A light job, not beyond his powers,'" quoted Taylor
Like cleamng genteel spittoons," supplemented Webb

plailed tX. '"" '^ '"" '' ''"^ P^^'^h-g b--." com-

wZtartny.'
'"^ '"""^ '^"^' ^"^ ' ''^^ h^'" --'"^ed

rr^^L'T'' r^"^
^^ '^' experiments failed, but fewer than

^tinTJr TT''''' ^^^' "^ ^^^ff^'^ t-k was to

meThnH f

'''''^ '^' '^'"- «'^ ^^^'^hed, philosophical

jiiftht :LrgThTnTed:r
^"^^-^^ ^^ ^^^ '^-'- --^
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THESE activities gave Keith just the required door out
into a world other than his own. Were it not for some-
thing of the sort he might, Hke many modern corpora-

tion lawyers, have confined himself entirely to his own class.
And this, of course, would eventually have meant narrowness.
But tnrough Krafft, and especially through his desire to

help Krafft's work, he came in contact with all sorts of people;
and, what was more important, he found that he liked a great
many of them. So it happened that when it seemed expedient
to the ruling caste to put him in as Assistant District Attorney,
his inevitable election met with wider appro\al than such elec-
tions usually enjoy.

For it must be understood that in the fifties any candidate
selected by the ruling caste was absolutely sure of election.
The machinery was thoroughly in their hands. Diplomacy in

party caucuses, delicate manipulation at primaries, were backed
by cruder methods if need be. Associations were semi-publi-
cally formed for the sale of votes; gangs of men were driven
from one precinct to another, voting in all; intimidation, and, in-
deed, open violence, was freely used. Only the most adventurous
or the n-^st determined thought it worth while even to try to
vote in the rough precincts. And if the first and second lines of
defence failed, there was still the third to fall back on when the
booths were closed and the ballots counted: the boxes could
still be "stuffed," the count could still be scientifically juggled
to bring about any desired result.

This particular election was one of the worst in the history
of the place. All day fighting was kept up, and the rowdies
swaggered everywhere. Whiskey was to be h?d for the asking;

203



204 THE GRAY DAWN
and the roughs who surrounded the polls fired shots, and in
some plates started what might fairly be called riots. Yankee
Sullivan returned James Casey as elected supervisor, which was
probably a mistake, for Casey was not a candidate, his name
was on none of the official ballots, and nobody could be found
who had voted for him. Everybody was surprised, Casey
most of all

!
The sixth ward count was deloyed unconscionably,

Its returns being withheld until nearly morning. It was more
than hinted that this delay was prolonged untilthe returns had
been received from all other precincts, so that any deficiencies
might be made up by the sixth. The "slate" went through
unbroken.

Of all the candidates, Keith received the most votes, for the
simple reason that his total included both the honest and dis-
honest ballots. Blatchford, Neil, Palmer, Adams, all the politi-
cal overlords of the city were satisfied, as well they might be,
for they had issued the fiat that he be chosen.

"He's one of us," said they.

But what was more unusual, the rank and file of decent,
busy, hard-working citizens approved, too.

"Keith is not stuck up," they told each other. "He is the
commonest man in that bunch. And he's square."
The position carried some social as well as political signifi-

cance. Society made another effort to take him up. His rare
appearances were rather in the nature of concessions. They
served to make him more regretted, for he had an easy, jolly
way of moving from one group or one woman to another, of
paymg flattering, monopolizing, brief attention to each in turn,
and then disappearing, very early! His bold rather florid coun-
tenance radiated energy and quizzical good humour; his tight,
closely curled hair crisped with virile alertness; he carried him-
self taut and eager—altogether a figure to engage the curiosi-
ties of women or the interest of men.

Mrs. Sherwood alone was shrewd enough to penetrate to his
true feelings. She had experienced no difliculty in pushing
to a social leadership shared—indolently and indifferently—
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with Nan Keith. Already her past was growing dim in a tradi-

tion kept alive only by a few whisperers. Her wealth, her natural

tact and poise, her calm assumption of the right to rule, her great

personal charm, beauty, and taste were more than sufficient

to get her what bhe wanted. The game was almost too easy,

when one held the cards.

"Yes, he's very charming," she told her husband, "but that

manner of his does not i npress me. As a matter of fact, he
doesn't care a snap of his finger about any of them. He does
it too well. It's a stencil. Only the outside of him does it.

He's just as bad as you are; only he doesn't hold up a corner of

the doorway al! the evening, and beam vaguely in general, like

a good-natured, dear old owl."
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A FEW clear-headed men—not the "chivalry," as the
fire-eating professional politicians and lawyers from the
South were almost uniformly designated—were able

to see exactly the problem that must ev( ituaily demand Keith's
solution. Some of them talked it ever while lounging and
smoking in the Fire Queen reading-fDom. There were present
Talbot Ward and his huge satellite, Munro; Coleman, quiet,
grim, complacent, but looking, with his sweeping, inky mous-
tache and his florid complexion, like a llashy "sport"; Hoss-
fros, soon to become an historic character; and the banker,
James King of William.

The latter had recently come in for considerable public dis-
cussion. He had for some time conducted a banking business,
but becoming involved in difficulties, he had turned over all

his assets, all his personal fortune, even his dwelling-house, to
another bank as trustee to take care of his debts. Almost
immediately after, that bank had failed. Opinion in the com-
munity divided according to the interests involved. The
majority considered that King had been almost quixotically
conscientious in stripping himself; but there did not lack those
who accused him of sharp practice. In the course of ensuing
discussions and recriminations King was challenged to a duel.
He declined to fight, basing his refusal on principle. As may
be imagined, such an action at such a time was even more widely
commented upon than even his refusal to take advantage of
the bankruptcy laws. It was, as far as known, the first time
any one had had the moral courage to refuse a duel. King
had gone quietly about his business, taking an ordinary clerk-
ship with Palmer, Cook & Co. In the eyes of the discriminat-
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ing few he had j^Minnl prestige, l)Ut most {K'ople thought him
down and out.

"What do you think of our new Assistant District Attorney?
"

Ward had begun the lonversation.

"He's a lawyer," growled Ilossfros.

"A pretty fairly honest one. 1 think," ventured King. "His
training may be wrong, but his instincts are right."

"Fat chance anything's got when it mixes uj) with legalities,"

supplemented Frank Mutiro.

"Nevertheless," remarked Coleman seriously, "I believe

plain justice has more of a chance with him in charge than with
another."

"What sort of justice?" queried King "Commercial?" He
laughed in answer to his own question. "Criminal? I'd like to

think it, gentlemen, but I cannot. \'ou know as well as I do that

any of us could this evening go into the streets, select our victim,

and shoot him down secure in the knowledge that inconvenience

is all the punishment we need ex[)ect—if we have money or
friends. Am I not right, Coleman?"

Coleman smiled sardonically, lifting his blue-black moustache.
" Were Herod for the slaughter of the Innocents brought before

a jury of this town,he would be acquitted," he said half-seriously.

"Judas Iscariot would pass unscathed so long as any portion of

his thirty pieces of silver remained with him."

They laughed at this remarkable pronouncement, but with an
undernote of seriousness.

"No man, even exceptionally ef|uippcd as this young man
seems to be," went on Coleman after a moment, "can accomplish
//w/"—he snapped his lingers

—
"against organized forces such as

those of ' Law and Order.'

"

"We can't stand this sort of thing forever!" cried Hossfros
hotly. " It's getting worse and worse !

"

"We probably shall not stand it forever," agreed Coleman
equably, "but we are powerless—at present."

They looked toward him for exjilanation of this last.

"When the people at large find ih 'l thty cannot stand it
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A single man can

cither, then wc shall be no longer powerless,
do something then -a single child!"
"What will happen then?" asked Munro. "Vigilantes^ \t

gr^vcT'T'
^^' '''''^'' °^ ^''' ^^"^"^^^^ "^ 'SI, turned on him a

"God forbid! We were then a frontier community. We are

through the regular channels-at the ballot box for example "
llossfros laughed skeptically

*

Uc'opinTon.""''''"
'""''""'^^ ^^"'"^'"' '"'' '""^^ "^'^ °" P"'>-

;' Well "spoke up King, "it's all very well to wait, but public

fTstTn U'"
''"•' " ' "•^'*>' ^''^^ ^--^h. li shodd be

lostered. 1 he newspapers "

^

"Don't let's lose our sense of humour," cut in Talbot Ward.
^
Can you see Charley Nugent or Mike Rowlee crusading for the

"But my point is good," insisted King. ".An honest fearless
editor, not afraid to call a spade a spade-—"

I'
Would be shot," said Coleman briefly.

" The chances of war," replied King.
;;They don't grow that kind around here," grinned \/ard.

wonXn '^"k"^.^^"''"''"'
"'^''' >'«""« ^^'^h probablywon t help any, but he's gomg to be interesting to watch ^ust thesa^e. to see what he'll do the first time they cLk the wh^ dermm. liiats the vital pomt as far as he is concerned."

A
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KEITH'S activities did not immediately confr )nt him with
anything in the nature of a test, however. lis superiors
confined him to the drawing of briefs and

ihrouj,'h of carefully selected cases. It was con>i
" work him in 'a little before putting,' responsibility
He enjoyed it, for now he had al his call all the c'

resources of the city. This «ave him a pleasant fe-

He was at the centre of things. And through his ol
into contact with ever-widening circles of peopK-, i. . „. „..„...
were disposed, even an.xious, to treat him well, to get i.i his Rood
graces. Possibly most of these were what we would call the
worst elements; and by that we would mean not onlv the rough-
necks of the i)olice or shcritT's offices but also the 'punctilious,
smooth-mannered Southerners who i)racticallv monopolized the
political ofTiccs. These men would ha'.-e been little considered
m the South; in fact, in many cases, they had left their native
states under a cloud or even with prison records; but their natural
charm, their audacity, and their great jjunctilio as to "honour"
deeply impressed the ordinary citizen. .\s one chronicler of the
times puts it, they had " tluency in harangue, vigour in invective,
ostentatious courage, aljsolute confidence about all matters of
morals, politics, and propriety"—which is an e.xcellent thumb-
nail sketch. Many of these ex-jailbirds rose to wealth and in-
fluence, so that to this day the sound of their names means
aristocracy and birth to those ignorant of local historv. Their
descendants maybe seen to-day ruffling it proudlv on the strength
of their "birth!"

' ^

They, and the classes they directly imd indirectlv encouraged,
had at fast brought the city fairly on the financial rocks. There

2og
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was no more rovonue. EvcrythinK taxal.K- luul been taxed The
P<' 1

tax was ,uu ..| all rt-ason; property pai.l 4 per o„t. on an
actual valuation; theatres, l,anker>. brokers, freight, nmurs,
merchants hotel keepers, incorporations, everv form of industry
was lev.e.l upon heavily. Still that was not .nouKh. Kven
lalK.ur was paid n..w in scrip so <lepreciate.l that the cost of the
simplest public works was terrible.

And to heap up the measure, the year of ,.S,s was one of
hnancml stringency. The season of 'sa-'-,-, had been one of
(IrouKht. I- or lack of water most of ihc mining hail cease. I The
miners wanted to be trusted for their daily needs; the country
stores had to have credit because the miners could not pay; anil
so on up to the wholesaler-s in the city. (;.„.,|s were there-fore
sold cheap at auct.on.and the k'oI.I went Kast to pav at the source
Money, actual physical money, became scarce. 'The gold wa'
gone, and there existed no institution leKallv entitled to issue the
paper money that might have taken its place. .All the banking
was done by private firms. These took deposits, made loans^
issued exchange, but could not issue banknotes

Still, things had looked a bit s(,ually manv limes before, but
nothing had happened. Men ha.l the habit' of optimism No
one stopped to analyze the situation, to realize that the very
good reason nothing had happened was tiuu '...c city iKi.i always
had behind it the strength of the mines, and that now the mines
had withdrawn.

Out of a cle.: .ky came the announcement that Adams & Co.
had failed

!

At first nobody believed it. Adams & Co. had or> upied inmen s minds from the start much the same {.osition as the Bank
ot England. The confirmation of the news caused the wildest
panic and excitement. If Adams & Co. were vulnerable,
nobody was secure. Small merchants began to call in thei;
credits. The city caught up eagerly every item of news. All
the assets of the bankrupt firm were turned over to Alfred Cohen
as receiver. Some interested people did not trust Cohen They
made enough ol a fuss to get H. M. Naglee appointed in Cohen's
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place. VaKlce, (icmandinn tlit- assets, was tc.Id thoy had In-en

de(M)sitf<l with Pal'Mt-r. C\H,k & Co. Tho latlrr nfusod to nivo
them up, denyinK NaKk-c's jurisdiction in tin- mattir. Tho caso

was broujrht into court. Then suddenly it was found ihat

Palmer, Oxik & Co. had mysteriously lost their paramount
interest in the courts. They had counted on t!ie case beitiK

brought before their own judges; but it was citefi before Judges
Hazen and Park, i)oth of wht)m, while ultra-tedmical, were
honest. The truth of the matter was that the rats susjjccted

F\'ilmer, Cook & Co. of sinking, too, and had deserted. Judges
Hazen and Park called uptm the tirni to turn over to Xaglee
the assets of Adams & Co. They still refused. One of the part-
ners, named Jones, and Cohen were imprisoned. Some where
$26c),ooo was missing. Nobody knew anything about it. The
books having to do with the transaction had mysteriously dis-

appeared. Two days later an Irishman found them tloating in

the bay, and brought them to the court. Hut the crucial pages
were missing. And then suddenly, while both Judge Hazen and
Judge Park were out of town, ap{)lication was made to the
Supreme Court—of which Judge Terry was head—for the release

of Jones and Cohen. The application was granted.

So an immense sum of money disappeared; nobody was
punished; it was all strictly legal; and yet the dullest labourer
could see that the whole transaction amounted to robbery under
arms. Failures resulted right and l<;ft. Wells Fargo & Co.
closed their doors, but resumed within a few days. A great
many pocketbooks were hit. There was much talk and excite-

ment.
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N AN evening in October, returning home at an early
hour, xveith found Nan indignant and excited. She held

consisting" .

'
r^-

"" /'"{ "^'^^-^Paper, not half the usual size,
consisting only ot a single sheet f(jlded.

"Have you seen this? "she burst out as Keith entered. "Isn't
It outrageous!"

relStLr'
'""^' ^""^ '^"^ ^"'"^ '"" '^'-'' '^'^^'" ^^^^ ^ ^^gh of

_'No what is it?" he asked, reaching his hand for the paper.OMhenewpaper Isawthemsellingiton thestreetvesterday."
It was the Bulletin, Vol.i, No. 2. Like all papers of that dayand like some of the English papers now, its first paj was

o Ion ; Tr' "^^' ^"^" advertisements. A thfn driWetof short local Items occupied a column on the third and fourth
pages, a single column of editorial on the second

Seems a piffling little sheet," he observed, "to be read in

What i'sf \'r^ ""'^f
^^ '"^ ^"' ""' ^'''''^'^ ^" advertisements.

vvnat IS it that agitates you. Nan?"
"Read that." She pointed to the editorial.
Ihe article in question proved to be an attack on Palmer, Cook« Lo. It said nothing whatever about the Cohen-Naglee

robbery. Its subject was the excessive rentals charged thepublic by Palmer, Cook & Co. for postal boxes. But It men!
tioned names recorded specific instances, avoided generalitiesand stated plainly that this was merely beginning at the be-'ginning in an expose of the methods of these "

I , lah Heeps "
Why do they permit such things? " cried Nan, scarcelv wait-

lo'do'btt k?"
"'"' '" ""'"^- "''''^' ^^ ^''' ^^^-- g-"g

213
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"Survive, I guess," replied Keith, with a grin. "I take hack
my opinion of the paper. It certainly has life." He turnecl to the

head of the page. "Hullo!" he cried in surpri.se. "James King
of William running this, eh?" He whistled, then laughed.

"That pror. ..> to be interesting, sure. He was in business with

that crt . I lor bt nv i'rie. He ought to have information from
theinsi. y"

"Mrs ^^ilmer i;- sir ply furious." said Xan.
"I'll bet aiie 1^. Are we invited out this evening?"

"The Thurstons' musicale. I thought vou'd be interested in

that."

"Let me of!. Nan, that's a good fellow," pleaded Keith, whose
weariness had vanished. "I'd be delighted to go at any other

time. But tliis is too rich. I must see what the gang has to

say."

"I suppose T could drop Ben Sansome a note," assented Nan
doubtfully.

"Do! Send the Chink around with it," urged Keith, rising.

"I'll pet a bite downtown and not bother you."

The gang—as indeed the whole city—took it as a great joke.

Of those Keith met, only Jones, the junior partner, failed to see

the humour, and he passed the affair otT in cavalier fashion. That
did not save him from the obligation of setting up the drinks.

"I'm going to fix this thing up in the morning," he stated con-

fidently. "Between you and me, there's evidently been a slip

somewhere. Of course it ought never to have been allowed to go
so far. I'll see this man King first thing in the morning, and
buy him off. Undoubtedly that's about the only reason his paper
exists. Wonder where he got the money to start it? He's
busted. It can't last long."

"If it keeps up the present gait, it'll last," said Judge Caldwell

shrewdly. "Me—I'm going to send in a subscription to-

morrow. Wouldn't miss it for anything."

"It'll last as long as he does," growled Terry, "and that'll be
about as long as a snowball in hell. What you ought to do.

Jones, is what any man of spirit ought to do—call him out!
'
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CalhoLTn^r
'^'"'^"^ ^'^^^ ^^ ^-"'^ ^^Sht duels," said

effecHvP «h«tf u ,

""^^ '^'"P ^^' 'i'"i; ^i"fi f that isn't

well ' H^t nV ,

'''[''^'^' J"''^^'" ^'--P-tulated Cald-

iTtUe ..

^^' ^'^" ' ^""^^ ^">-^h,ng worse than stir up Jonesy a

A roar nf T^ ,
^ " "'""" '"'"'y "inutes of issut-

as ,nT r
* "?' "P- J""'^'^ "^i' "•-'s reported simpTvas an ,tem of news, faithfully, sarcaslicallv, and po"Sv

r'ZrcJ^rcTl, """"^ ">= --' 'ii'M"' I«Ss of

«uaJ;;l::^:iz:t::;;:^---^^,::^"ut.Mac.
J he fourth number-eagerly purchased-proved more interestmg because of its hints of future disclosures athrr^Jn

The atr™l'"',°:r''°"-
""""* ™' -eZned bv n me"

disordlr , i
'^","^'' "'"''"" "»^ sKcincllv called to the

in. .0 over two melius
^"^ '"" ^'^""'"^ ""*-' "">-"-

Tlte expectations of disclosures, thus aroused, were not
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immediately Rratiued, except in the case of Hroderick. His
swindles in llie matters of the Jenny Lind Theatre and the City
Hwll were traced out in detail. Every one knew these 'hings

were done, but nobody knew just how; so these disclosures

made interesting reading if only as food for natural curiosity.

However, the tension somewhat rela.xed. It was generally

considered that the coarse fibre of the e.\-stone-cutter, the old

Tammany heeler, and the thick skins of his political adherents
could stand this sort of thing. Nobody with a sensitive honour
to protect was assailed.

The position of the new paper was by now firmly established.

It had a large subscription list; it was eagerly bought on the

streets; and its advertising was increasii\j. King again turned
his attention to Palmer, Cook & Co. Each day he treated suc-

cinctly, clearly, without rhetoric, some branch of their business.

By the time he had finished with them he had not only exposed
their iniquities, he had educated the public to an understanding
of the financial methods of the times. His tilling at this bank-
ing firm had inevitably led him to criticism of certain of their

subterfuges to avoid or take advantage of the law; and that as
inevitably brought him to analysis and condemnation of the

firm's legal advisers, James, Doyle, Barber & Boyd, a firm which
had h"'^*ofore enjoyed a good reputation. Incidentally he
calh, tion to duelling, venal newspajiers, city sales, gam-
bling, , Mulligan, Wooley Kearney, Casey, Cora, Yankee
Sullivan, Martin Gallagher, lom Cunningham, Xed McGowan,
Charles Duane, and many other worthies, both of higli and low
degree. Never did he fear to name names and cite specific

instances plainly. James King of William dealt in no innuendoes.

He had found in himself the editor he had wished for, the man
who would call a spade a spade.

The Bulletin twice enlarged its form. It sold by the thou-

sand. Its weapon of defence was the same as its weapon of

offence—pitiless and complete publicity. Measures of reprisal,

either direct or underhand, undertaken against him, King pub-
lished often without comment.
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At the first some of the cooler heads thought it might be well

to reason with him.

"The man has runamuck," said old Judge Girvin, "and while
I am far from denying that in many—perhaps in most—cases
his facts are correct, still his methodsmake for lawlessness among
the masses. It might be well to meet him reasonably, and to
expostulate."

"I'd expostulate—with a blacksnake," growled the fiery
Terry.

A number waited on King. Keith was among them. They
found his ofFce in a small ramshackle frame building, situated
in the middle instead of alongside one of the back streets. It
had probably been one of the early small dwelling-houses, ma-
rooned by a resurvey of the streets, and never since moved.
King sat in his shirtsleeves before a small i1at table. He looked
up at them uncompromisingly from his wioe-apart steady eyes.

"Gentlemen," he greeted them entatively.

Judge Girvin seated himself impressiveb
, his fat legs well

apart, his beaver hat and cane poised in his left hand; the others
grouped themselves back of him. The judge stated the moder-
ate case ell. " We do not deny any man the right to his opin-
ion," h' concluded, "but have you reflected on the efl"ect such an
expression often has on the minds of those not trained to con-
trol?

'

King listened to him in silence.

"It seems to me, sir," he answered, when Judge Girvin had
quite finished, " that if abuses exist they should be exposed until
they are remedied; and that the remedy should come from the
law."

"What is your impelling motive?" asked the judge. "Why
have you so suddenly taken up this form of activity? Do you
feel aggrieved in any way—personally?

"

"My motive in starting a newspaper, it that is what you
mean, is the plain one of making an honest if modest living.
And, incidentally, while doing so, I have some small idea of being
of public use, I have no personal grievance; but I am aggrieved,
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as every decent man must be, at the way the law>'ers, the big

financial operators, and the other blackguards have robbed the

city," stated King plainly.

Judge Girvin, flushing, arose with dignity.

"I wish you good-day, sir," he said coldly, and at nee with-

drew.

Keith had betn watching King with the keenly critical, de-

tached, analytical speculation of the lawyer. He carried away
with him the impression of a man inspired.

At the engine house, to which the discomfited delegation with-

drew, there was more discussion.

"The man is within his legal rights so far," stated Judge
Girvin. "If any of his statements are libellous, it is the duty of

the man so libelled to institute action in the courts."

"He's too smooth for that," growled Jones.

"He'll bite off more than he can chew, if he keeps on," said

Dick Blatchford comfortably. "He's stirring up hornets' nests

when he monkeys with men like Yankee Sullivan. He's about
due for an awful scare, one of these days, and then he'll be good."

"Dc you know, I don't believe he'll scare," said Keith s^A-

denly, with conviction.
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XXXVIII
AS KEITH surmised, intimidation had no efTcrt. In sucl, a
J-\ nty of tire-calcrs it was promptly tried. A d„zcn pub-^ ^ l.cal y announced that they thirstnl for his hlood and

uitcnde<i to have it; an.l the records of the dozen were o'f de-
tern-unuuon and courage in sucii matters. ]„ the Kaml)hnir re-
sorts and on the streets bets were made and pools formed on the
probabk- duration of King's life. He took prompt notice of this
tact. Said the /i«//t7/«'i editorial column:

« ^/''!''"''"n"''''r""
"'"''•'''"'' '^^' '''^' '"''' "I'll the editor of the

Bulct,,, wil not be m existence twent>- davs longer, and the case
o( Doctor H<pn, ol the Vicksburg paper, who was murdere.l bv
gamljlers ol that place, is cited as a warning. Pah ' War then
is the cry. is it.-' War between the prostitutes and gamblers onone side, and the virtuous and respectable on the other.' Ik- ii
so, then. Gamblers ot San Francisco, you have made vour
election, and we are ready on our side for the issue

!

Keith read this over John Sherwood's shoulder at the Monu-
mental The ex-gambler, his famous benign spectacles atop his
nose, chuckled over it.

^

"He doesn't scare for a cent, does he?" was his comment.
S rikes me I got out of the ranks of the ungodlv just in time

Ii I were still gambling. I believe I'd take some of those bets he
speaks of. He won't last-in this town. But I like his pluck
—kind of. Onl\ he's damn bad for business.'

"

Saying which, John Sherwood, late gambler but now sincerelv
believing himself a sound and conscrvatiNc business man, passed
the sheet over to Keith.

From vague threats the situation developed rapic'ly to the
definit.^ and personal. One Selover sent a challenge to Kin-
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which was refused. Sclover iheii annouiu'c(| his intention of
killing' King on sight. Tlie Hullctin puhh^hed thi>:

Mr. Seloyer, it is said, carries a knife. We carry a pistol.
We hope neither will })e recjuired, hut if this encounter' cannot ho
avoided, why will Mr. Selover insi-,1 on imperilling the lives of
others? We pass every afternoon, about half-pa>t four to live
o'clock, along Market Street from Fourth to Fifth .-.treets. The
road is wide, and not so much frecjuented as those streets
farther in town. If we are to t)e shot or ( ul to |)ieces, for heaven's
sake Ic

.
it be done there. Others will not he injured, and in case

we fall, I ur house is but a few hundred yards bevond, and ihc
cemetery not much farther.

These detailed attacks and bold defiances had the etTect
of greatly angering ilio.se who were the specific objects of at-
tention; of making very unea.sy tlit class it) which these victims
belonged; of focussing on public matters a jjublic sentiment
that was just becoming conscious of itself because of the pinch
of hard times; and of renderiiu-j contemptuously indignant all

of "higher" society

To this latter category Keith would undoubtedly iiave be-
longed—as did his wife and practically all his friends—had it

not been for his a.ssocialion with KralTt. Through him the
young lawyer came into intimate personal touch with a large
class of people who would otherwise have been remote from him.
He heard of their dilTiculties and problems at first hand, saw
the actu:-' effect of abuses that, looked at from alK)ve, were
abstract or academic. Police brutality as a phra.se carried
little significance; police brutality as a clubbing of Malachi
Hogan, who was brought in with his skull crushed, and whose
blood stained Keith's new coat, meant .something. Waste of
public funds, translated before his eyes into eviction for non-
payment of taxes, took on a new significance. Keith saw plainly
that a reform was needed. He was not, on that account, in

the least sympathetic with King's methods. Like Judge Girvin,
he felt them revoluliona.'-y and subversive. But he could not
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shuro the contempt of his class; rather he respected the editor
as u sincere hut mistaken man. When his name came ui) f,.r
discussion or hitter vituperation, Keith was silent. He read
the liulletm editorials; and while he in no way endorsi.l their
conclusions or recommendations, he could not but acknowledge
their general accuracy. Without hi. knowing it, he was \hL
educated He came to realize the need for better administra-
tion by the city s officers and a better enforcement of the laws
Very quietly, deep down within himself, he made up his miiul
that in the Assistant District Attorney's office, at least, the old
order of things should cease.

Ji,



XXXIX

ONE afternoon Keith walked down Kcarncv Street deep
in discussion of an inifMirtant Federal case with his
friend. Billy Richardson, the United States Marshal

Althoush both just and an ortkial. Richardson was popular
with all classes save those with whom his dutv brought him into
conflict They found their way deliberatelv'blocked. and came
out of the absorption of the-'r discussion to reco^^nize before them
Charles Cora, an Italian gambler of considerable prominence
and wealth. Cora was a small, dark man, nervously built
dressed neatly and carefully in the height of gambler' fashion'
He seemed to be terribly excited, and at once launched ^ stream
of oaths at Richardson.

"What's the matter with you, Charlev?" asked the latter
as soon as he had recovered from his surprise.

'

Cora, evidently too incoherent to speak, leaped at the mar-
shal, his fist drawn back. Keith seized him around the dy
holding his arms to his sides.

'

" Hold on; take it easy! " he panted. " What's up, anyway?

"

Cora, struggling violently, gritted out:
"He knows damn well what's up."
"I'll swear I don't!" denied Richardson.
"Then what do you mean telling every one that my Belle

insulted your wife last night at the opera house?" demanded
Cora, ceasing to struggle.

"Belle? " repeated Richardson equably. " I don't know what
you're talking about. Be reasonable. Explain yourself."

"Yes, I got it straight," insisted the Italian. "Your wife
says it insults her to sit next to my Belle, and you go everywhere
telling it. What right you got to do that? Answer me that!"

221



^^E^^tt

ji

222 TUK C;HA^ DAWN
"Xow look here," said Richardson. "I was with Jim Scott

all last evening. My wife wasn't with nic. If vou don't be-
lieve me, no ask Scotty."

Cora had a|)parentiy cooled off. so Keith released him. He
shook his head, grumbling, only half convinced. After a mo-
ment he movec away. The two men watched him go, half
vexed, half amused.

"He's crazy as a pup about that woman." observed Richard-
s<in.

" Who is she? " inquired Keith.

"Why. Belle—you know Iklle, the one who keeps that crib
up your way."

"That woman!" marvelled Keith.
Pie spent the afternoon in court and in his otlice. .About

half-past si.x, on his way home, he saw (-urn and Richardson
come out of the Blue Wing saloon together. Thev were talking
earnestly, and stopped in tJie scjuare of light from the window.
Rjchardson was explaining, and Cora was listening sullenly.
As Keith passed them he heard the marshal sav. "Well, is it
all right?" and Cora reply, "Yes." Something causc-d him to
look back after he had gone a dozen yards. He saw Cora sud-
denly seize Richardson's collar with his left hand, at the same-
time drawing a derringer with 'is right.

"\Vhat are you going lo ao?'' cried Richard.Hjn loudlv and
steadily, without struggling. "Don't shoot: I am unarmed.'"

VVithout re[)ly Cora fired into his breast. The marshal
wilted, but with iron strength Cora continued for several mo-
ments to hold up his victim by the collar. Then he let the body
drop, and moved away at a fast walk, the derringer still in his
right hand.

Keith ran to his friend, and with others carried him into a
nearby drug store. The sound of the shot almost immediately
brought out a crowd. Keith, bending over the body of the
murdered man, could see them pressing about the windows out-
side, their faces showing white from the lamps in the drug-^tore
window or fading into the darkness beyond. Thev crowded
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thrmi^'l, the ,|,..,rway unlil .Irivcn ..ut aRain hv s..riu- of tin-
•
nnlrr lua.iv ('..nja tiirt-s and in.|tiirk's (lew tli'i.k. Ml M.rts

"f rr|M ri, wrrr lum.nt of tl,o .k-taiU. luit thr .r.uv.l lu.l ll,c
main lac ts-f.,ra ha.l .1,... Rkhanlson. Kicliar.lx.n wa. .k-ud
Cora had hren taken Id jail.

riu'ii he's .,aff.' " (lu'v stuvrrd savautly.
\hn had iHcn .hot cm the striTts hffurr. nianv mm. .nm.>

of I hem a. udl known an.! liknl as Kkhard.on, l.ut not alter
Pi.i.lu M-ni,n,ent had been aroused a. the nul/,lu, had aroused
It. Ihr

. rou.l. eontinued to -aiher. S.v, ral men made vio-
lent slreet-eorner speeches. There was some talk of Knehin-r
A storm of yes and no hurst forth when the ,,ue.tion was
put. Hells ran-. ,\ yrcat mob ..urKe.l to the jai', were tirmlv
met by a stron- armed ^uard, an.l fell back mut leriii-
"U ho will Ir. the ne.xt vietitn?" men a-ked. " Wluu a f iree'"

cned some, in .leep disgust. •' Whv, the jailer i>
( "ora's ,-.,Kri"il

crony stated .ahers, who seemed to know. '"If the jurv is
paeked, hang the jury!" a.lvise.j eertain far-,ering ones' .\

pnm. (iUKt. bla(k-',eanled man e.xpre>.ed the un<kr« urrent of
opinion; -Mark my words." said he. "if Charles Cora is left
for trial, he will be let loose on th.' communitv to .i.sa.Muate his
tlurd vKiim!" It seemed that Cora had been involved in a
previous shooting scrape. liul to swin- a m<.b to a. tion there
must be determined men at its head, and this mob had n.,
leaders. Sam Hrannan started to .a\- something in hi. coarse
roaring voice, and was promptly arrested for inciting a riot'
.Nobody care<l enough .seriously for the re.k)ubtable Sam to

;

bject to this. The situation was ticklish. t)ut the police handled
II tactlully loi once, opposing only a passive opposition, leaving
the crowd to fritter its energies in purpo.-,ele.-,s curbing, sur-nn-
to and iro. and in harmless threats.

'"

Keilh did not join the throngs on the streets. Ilavin- deter-
mined that Richardson was dead, he accompanied tire bodv
home. He was dee[)ly stirreci, not only bv (he circumstance's
ot the murder, but also bv the scene at whirh h,. f,^,! .,> ...;..
wtien the news must be broken t- Mrs. Richardson. From the
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house he went directly to King's residence, where he was told
that the editor had gone downtown. After considerable search
and inquiry he at last got sight of his man standing atop a
wooden awning overlooking the Plaza in front of the jail. King
nodded to him as he climbed out of the second-story window
to take his position at the newspaper man's side.

The square was a wild sight, filled, packed with men, a crowd
of men tossed in constant motion. A mumbling growl came
from them continuously, and occasionally a shout. Many
hands were upraised, and in some of them were weapons. Op-
posite, the blank front of the jail.

King's eyes were shining with interest and a certain quiet
exultation, but he seemed not at all excited.

" Will they storm the jail? " asked Keith.
King shook his head.

"No, these people will do nothing. But they show the spirit
of the time. All it needs now is organization, cool, deliberate
organization—to-morrow.

"

"That's just what I've hunted you out to talk about." said
Keith earnestly. "There is much talk of a Vigilance Commit-
tee. As you say, all it needs is the call. That means lawless-
ness, bloodshed."

I'
Conditions at present are intolerable," said King briefly.

"I agree with you," repHed Keith. King stared. "But
.n this case I assure you the law will do its duty. It is an ab-
solutely open and shut case. Acquittal is impossible. Why,
I myself was witness of the affair."

King looked skeptical.

"Hundreds of such cases have been acquitted, or the indict-
ment quashed."

"But this is entirely different. In the first place, the case
will come before Judge Norton and Judge Hazen, both of whom
you will acknowledge are honest. In the second place, this
case will be in my hands as Assistant District Attorney. I my-
self shall do the prosecuting, and I promise you on my honour
that every effort will be made for a deserved and speedy con-

1
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yiction. I acknowledge justice has sometimes gone wrong
m the past; but that has not been the fault of the law, but of the
administration of the law. If you have the least confidence in
Judge Norton and Judge Hazen, and if vou can be brought to
beUeve me, you will see that this one case of all cases should
not be taken from the constituted authorities or made the basis
for a movement outside the law."
"Well?" said King, half convinced.
"The Bulletin has the greatest influence with these people.

Use i\. Give the law, the honest law, a chance. Do not get
back of any Vigilante movement. In that way, I am convinced
you will be of the greatest public service.

"

'

Next day the Bulletin came out vigorously counselling de-
pendence on the law, expressing confidence in the integrity
of Hazen and Norton, and enunciating a personal belief that
the day had passed when it would be necessary to resort to
arbitrary measures. The mob's anger had possessed vitality
enough to keep it up all night; but the attitude of the Bulletin
backed by responsible men like Ward, Coleman, Hossfros
Bluxome, and others, averted a crisis. Nevertheless, King
added a paragraph of warning:

Hang Billy Mulligan! That's the word! If Mr. Sheriff
bcannell does not remove Billy Mulligan from his present post as

^T^'^^^f-*'''
'^''""^>' J^'^' ^"^ Mulligan lets Cora escape, hang

Billy Mulligan, and if necessary to get rid of the sheriff, hangmm—hang the sheriff!
^

-MVte?
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THE popular excitement gradually died. It had no leaders.
Coleman and men of his stamp, who had taken com-
mand of similar crises in former times, counselled modera-

tion. They were influenced partly by the fact that Richardson
had been a public official and a popular one. Conviction
seemed certain.

Keith applied himself heart and soul to the case. Its prepa-
ratirn seemed to him at first an easy matter. It was open and
shut. Although at the moment of the murder the street had not
been crowded, a half-dozen eye-witnesses of the actual shooting
were easily found, willing to testify to the essential facts. No
defence seemed possible, but Cora remained undisturbed. He
had retained one of the most brilliant lawyers of the time, James
McDougall. This fact in itself might have warned Keith, for
McDougall had the reputation of avoiding lost causes and empty
purses. The lawyer promptly took as counsel the most brilliant
of the younger men, Jimmy Ware, Allyn Lane, and Keith's
friend, Calhoun Bennett. This meant money, and plenty of it,

for all of these were e.xpensive men. The exact source of the
money was uncertain; but it was known that Belle was advancing
liberally for her lover, and that James Casev, bound by some
mysterious obligation, was active in taking up collections. Cora
lived in great luxury at the jail. He had long been a personal
friend of Sheriff Webb and his first deputy, Billy Mulligan.

Several months passed before the case'could be forced to trial.
AH sorts of legal and technical expedients were used to defer
action. McDougall and his legal assistants were skilful players
at the game, and the points they advanced had to be fought out
according to the rules, each a separate little case with plenty of
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its own technicalities. Some of Keith's witnesses were difficult

to hold; they had business elsewhere, and naturally resented
being compelled, through no fault of their own, to remain.
Keith had always looked on this play of legal rapiers as a part—

•

an interesting part—of the game; but heretofore he had always
been on the obstructing side. He worried a great deal. At
length, by superhuman efTorts, he broke through the thicket of
technicalities and brought the matter to an issue. "^''? day was
set. He returned home so relieved in spirit that Nan could not
but remark on his buoyancy.
"Yes," he responded, "I've managed to drive that old rascal,

McDougall, into the open at last."

Nan caught at the epithet.

"But you don't mean that—quite—do you?" she asked,
"The McDougalls are such delightful people."
"No, of course not. Just law talk," said Keith, quite sin-

cerely. " He's handled his case well up to now. I'm just exas-
perates on that account, that's all."

But setting the day irrevocably was only a beginning. The
jury had to be selected. Sheriff Webb had in his hands the
calling of the venire. While it was true that the old-time, "pro-
fessional jurymen "—men who hung around the courtho :sc for no
other purpose—were no longer in existence, it can be readily
seen that Webb was able, if it were worth while, to exercise a
judicious eye in the selection of "amenables." The early ex-
haustion of Keith's quota of peremptory challenges was signifi-

cant, for McDougall rarely found it desirable to challenge at all!

Keith displayed tremendous resource in last-moment detective
work concerning the records of the panel. In this way he was
enabled to challenge several for cause, after all his peremptory
challenges had been used. .At first he had great difficulty in

getting results, for the police detectives proved supine. It was
only after he had hired private agents, paying for them from his
own pocket, that he obtained info-mation on which he could act.

The final result was a jury better than he had dared hope for, but
worse than he desired. He had gone through a tremendous

...i- .-.
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labour, and realized fully the difference between being for or
against the powers.

The case came to trial. Keith presented six witnesses-
respectable, one of them well-known. These testified to the same
simple facts, and their testimony remained unshaken under cross-
examination. AIcDougall offered the plea of self-defence. He
brought a cloud of witnesses to swear that Cora had drawn his
weapon only after Richardson had produced and cocked a pistol
By skilful technical delays Keith gained time for his detectives
and succeeded in showing that two of these witnesses had been
elsewhere at the time of the killing, and therefore had perjured
themselves. He recalled his own witnesses, and found two
willing to swear that Richardson's hands had been empty and
hanging at his sides. The defence did not trouble to cross-
examine this statement.

_

At last, with a perfunctory judicial charge, the ca.se went to the

iif-^.' J^""'^^'
'^''^''^' ''^ ^^'^ ^*'"''' ^""^ ^^^'^ '" grateful relaxation.

He had worked hard, against odds, and had done a good job He
was willing now to spare a little professional admiration for
McDougall's skilful legal manoeuvring. There could be no
earthly doubt of the result. He idly watched the big bland-
faced clock, with its long second hand moving forward by spaced
jerks. The jury was out a very long time for so simple a verdict
but that was a habit of California juries. It did not worrv
Keith. He was glad to rest. The judge stared at the ceiling
his hands clasped over his stomach. Cora's lawyers talked to-
gether in a low voice. Flies buzzed against dusty window-panes
The spectators watched apatheticallv. Belle, in a ravishing
toilet, was there.

The opening of the door broke the spell almost rudely. Keith
sat up, listening to the formal questions and answers. Thev had
disagreed

!

For a moment the import of this did not penetrate to Keith's
understanding. Then he half rose, shouted " What: " and sank
back stunned. His brain was in confusion. Onlv dimly did he
hear the judge dismissing the jury, remanding Cora for retrial,
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adjourning court. Instantly Cora was rurrounded l)v a con-
gratulatory crowd. Keith sat alone. McDougall, gathering up
his papers from the table assigned to counsel, made some
facetious remark. Keith did not replv. McDougall looked at
him sharply, and as he went out he remarked to Casey

''Keith takes this hard."
"He does!" cried Casey, genuinely astonished. "They were

trymg to tell me he was altogether too active in this matter; but I
told them he was young and had his wav to make, and was play-
ing to the gallery."

'

He sauntered across the room.
'•Well, Milt," he cried in a jovial voice, but watching the

young lawyer narrowly, "the Lord's on the side of true virtue
as usual."

'

Keith came to himself, scowled, started to say something, but
refrained with an obvious eflfort.

Casey wandererl back to AIcDougall.

,1-'
.?f u"'"^

"^^^' ^^^^^'" ^"^ '''^'^- " ^ -^"^"^ he's got the swell head.
We II have to call him off gently, or he'll make a nuisance of him-
self at the next trial. He makes altogether too much trouble."
But McDougall was tolerant.

"Oh, let him alone, Jim. He's got his way to make. Let him
alone. We can handle the situation."
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KEITH left the courtroom in a daze of incredulity. This
was his first serious defeat; and he could not understand
It. The case was absolutely open and shut, a mere

question of fact to which there were sufficient and competent
witnesses. For the moment he was completely routed.
As he emerged to the busy crowds on Kearney Street a sudden

repugnance to meeting acquaintances overcame him. He turned
off toward the bay, making his way by the back streets, alleys,
and slums of that unsavoury quarter. But even here he was not
to escape. He had not gone two blocks before he descried
Kraflft's slight and elegant figure sauntering toward him. Keith
braced himself for the inevitable question.

"Well," it came, "how goes the trial?"
The words released Keith's pent flood of bitterness. Here

was an outlet; Krafft was "safe." He poured out his dis-
appointment, his suspicion, his indignation. The little man
hstened to him in silence, a slight smile sketching his full, red lips.
When Keith had somewhat run down, Krafft, without a word,
took him by the arm and led him by devious ways down to the
water-front portion of the city. There he planted him near
the entrance of a dark alley.

"Now you wait here," Keith was told.

Keith obeyed. The interval was long, but he had much to
occupy his mind. After a time Krafft returned in company
with a slouching, drink-sodden bummer of powerful build and
lowering mien, the remains of a forceful personality. This in-
dividual shambled along in the wake of the dapper little Krafft
quite meekly and submissively.

" Here you are," said the latter briskly, and with a sort of non-

230
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chalant authorit>
.

" Come, now, Mcx, tell Mr. Keith what vou
know about the Cora trial. Go on!" he urged, as the man
hesitated. "He's not going to 'use' you—he doesn't even know
who you are or where you're to he found, and I'm not going to tell

him. Speak up, Me.x! I tell vou I want him to know how things
stand."

Keith by now was acquainted with many of KrafTt's proteges,
but he had never met the delectable Me.x. Evidentlv the latter
had long known KrafTt, however, for he acknowledged his au-
thority unqucstioningly.

" It's like this, boss," he began in a hoarse voice. " Vou don't
know me, like Mr. KralTt says, but there's plenty that do. I got
a lot of intloonce down here, and when anybotly wants anything
they know where to come to get it, which is right to headquarters—here," he slapped his great chest.

" Get on," interrupted KratTt impatiently. " We'll take it for
granted that you are a great man."
Mex looked at him reproachfully, but went on:
"About this Cora trial: they come to me for good, reliable

witnesses, and I got 'em, and drilled 'em. There ain't nobody in
it with me for making any witness watertight."
"How many witnesses?'' prompted KratTt.

"Eight," replied Mex promptlv.
"How much?"
"Well, they give me five thousand fer to git the job done,"

admitted Mex, with some reluctance.

"Hope they got '-.me of it," commented KralTt.

"Who gave you the money?" demanded Keith.
But KrafTt interposed.

"Hold on, my son, that isn't ethics at all! You musn't ask
questions like that, must he, Mex? Very bad form!" He
turned to Keith with a crisp air of decision. ' "That's what was
the matter with your trial; I just thought I'd show you. Go on,
Mex,get out," he commanded that individual, good-humouredly.
"I'm not particularly proud of you, but I suppose I've got to
stand you. Only, remember this: Mr. Keith is my friend.

MiiMCrS^^^^Ii^
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Swear him out of the high seats of heaven—if you can—because
that's the nature of you ; but let him walk safely. In other words,
no strong-arm work ; do you understand? "

The man mumbled and growled something.
"Nonsense, Mex," interrupted KrafTt sharply. "Do as I

say!"
" It's a matter of a tidy sum," blurted out Mex at last.

KrafTt laughed.

"You see, you were already marked for the slaughter," he told
Keith; then to Mex:

"Well, you let him alone; he's my friend.''

" All . ight, if you say so," growled the man.
"You're safe—as far as Mex and all his people are concerned,"

said Krafft to Keith. "Our word is always good, when given to
a friend; isn't it, Mex?"
The man nodded awkwardly and slouched away.
Keith's depression had given place to anger. He had been

beaten by unfair means; his opponent had cheated at the game,
and his opponent enjoyed the respect of the community as ;i

high-minded, able, dignified member of the bar. It was un-
thinkable! A man caught cheating at cards would most cer-
tainly be expelled from any decent club.

"I'll disbar that man if it's the last act of my life!" he cried.
"He's not fit to practise among decent men!"
He left KrafTt standing on the corner and smiling quietly, and

hurried back to his oflSce.
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IT
WAS unfortunate for evcryborly that Morrc-11 should

have chosen that particular afternoon to pay one of his
periodical calls. Morrell had been tactful and judicious

in his demands. Keith was not particularly afraid of his story
or the efTect of it if told, but he disliked intensely the fuss and
bother of explanations and readjustments. It had seemed easier
to let things drift along. The transactions were skilfully veiled,
notes were always given, Morrell was shrewd enough to take
care that it did not cost too much. There existed not the
slightest cordiality between the men, but a tacit assumption of
civil relations.

But this afternoon the sight of Morrell, seated with
what seemed to Keith a smug, superior, supercilious confi-
dence in the best of the office chairs, was more than Keith
could stand. He v.as bursting with anger at the world in
general.

"You here?" he barked at Morrell, without waiting for a
greeting. " Well, I'm sick of you ! Get out!"

Morrell stared at him dumbfounded.
"I don't believe I understand," he objected.

"Get out! Get out! Get out! Is that plain enough?"
shouted Keith.

Morrell arose with cold dignit}

"I cannot permit " he began.
Keith turned on him abruptly.

"Look here, don't try to come that rot. I said, get out—and
I mean it!"

So menacing was his aspect that Morrell drew back toward
the door.
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"I suppose you know what this means?" he threatened, an

ugly note in his quiet voice.

"I don't give a damn what it means," rejoined Keith with
deaflly earnestness, "and if you don't get out of here I'll throw
you out!"

Morrcll went hastily.

Keith slammed his papers into a drawer, Ic.ked it and his
office door, and went directly to the offire of the liullctin. There,
seated in all the chairs, perched on the tables and window
ledges, he found a representative group. He recognized most
of them, including James King of William, Coleman, Hossfros,
Isaac Bluxome, Talbot Ward, and others. A dead silence
greeted his appearance. He stopped by the door.
"You have, of course, heard the news," he said. "I have

come here to state unequivocally, and for publication, that
the Cora trial will be pushed as rapidly and as strongly as is in
the power of the District Attorney's office. And if legal evi-
dence of corruption can be obtained, proceedings will at once be
inaugurated to indict the bribe givers."

A short silence followed this speech. Several men looked
toward one another. The tension appeared to relax a trifle.

"I am glad to hear this, sir, from your own lips," at last said
Coleman formally, ''and I wish you every success."
Another short and rather embarrassed si' ice fell.

"I should like to state privaiely to yo- entlemen, and not
for publication"—Keith paused and g' ced toward King,
who nodded reariuringly—" that I have evidence, but unfor-
tunately not legal, that James McDougall has been guilty,
either personally or through agents, rf bribery and corruption;
and it is my intention to undertake his disbarment if I can
possibly get proper evidence."

"Whether he 'jribed or didn't bribe, he knew perfectly well
that Cora was guilty," stated King positively. "And he had no
right take the case."

But at that period this was an extreme view, as it still is in
the legal mind.



LOOK HKKK, don't TRY Tr) com!.- > •

\M) 1 Mi;\.\ it:

I -.\iD, i'.l i (ji. i





THK CillAY DA\V\ ^V^
"I suppose every man has a moral riglil to a <iffonci>," said

Cokman douhttully. "If every lawyer shoul.l refuse to take
Cora's case, as you say McDougall should have refused, why
the mail would have gone undefenderl!"

"Thai's all ri^dit," returned King, undaunted. "He ought
to have a lawyer—appointed by the court—to s»e merely that
he gets a fair trial; not a lawyer—hired, prostituted, at a great
price—to try by every technical means to get him off."

"A law>er must, by the ethics of his profession, take every
case brought him, I suppose," some one enunciated the ancient
doctrine.

" Well, if that is the case," rejoined Kmg hotly, " the law narps
the thinking and the morals of any man who profisses it. And
It I had ii -on to place in life, I most certainly should not put
him in a calling thai deliberately tr;iins his mind lo see thinc's
that way!"

"I am sorry you have so low an opinion," spoke up Keith
from the (ioorway. "I am afraid I must hold the contrary as
to the nubility of my i hosen {)rofession. It can be disgraced,
I admit. That it has been disgraced, I agree. That i^can be
refleemed, I am going to prove."

He bowed and left the office.
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MORRELL went directly from Keith's office to Keith's

house. He was not particularly angry ; for some time

he had expected just this result, but since he had threat-

ened, he intended to accomplish. Finding Nan Keith at home,

he plunged directly at the subject in his most direct and English

fashion. She listened to him steadily until he had finished.

"Is that all?" she then asked him quietly.

"That's all," he acknowledged.

She arose.

"Then I will say, Mr. Morrell, that I do not believe you.

I know my husband thoroughly, and I am beginning to know
you. I believe that is my only comment. Good afternoon."

He made a half attempt to point to her the way to corrob-

orative evidence, but she swept this superbly aside. Finally

he took his correct leave, half angry, half amused, wholly cyni-

cal, for to his mind the reason for her indifference to the news he

brought lay in what he supposed to be her relations with Ben
Sansome.

" Bally ass
!

" he apostrophized himself. " Might have known
how she'd take it."

His reading of Nan's motives was, of course, incorrect. Her
first feeling was merely a white heat of anger against Morrell,

whom she had never liked. Perhaps after a little this emotion

might have carried over into, not distrust, but an uneasiness

as to the main issue; but before she had arrived at this point

Keith came in to deliver an ill-timed warning. As ill luck would

have it, and as such coincidences often come about in the most

perverse fashion, Keith had, down the street, met some malicious

fool who had dropped a laughing remark about Sansome. It

236
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was nothing in itself. Ordinarily, Keith would have paid no
attention to it. To-day it clashed with his mood. Even now
his jealousy was not stirred in the least, but his sense of appear-
ances was irritated. By the time he had reached home he had
worked up a proper indignation.

"Look here, Xan," he blurted out as soon as he had closed
the door behind him, "you're seeing too much of Sansome.
Everybody's talking.''

"Who is everybody?" she asked very quietly.

"Of course I know it's all right," he blundered ahead tact-
lessly—the gleam in her eye should have warned him that he
might have omitted that reassurance—"but just the looks of
the thing. And he's such a weak and wishy-washy little non-
entity!"

Her sense of justice aroused by this, she sprang to the de-
fence of Sansome.

"You are quite mistaken there," she said with dignity.
"A/en of that type are never understood by men of yours.
He is my frienrl—and yours. And he has been very kind to
both of us."

"Well, just the same, you ought not to get yourself talked
about," repeated Keith stubboriily.

" Do you distrust me? " she demanded.
"Heavens, no! But you don't realize how it looks to others.

He's coming here morning, noon, and night."

"It seerTiS to me I may be the best judge of my own con-
duct."

"Well," said Keith deliberately, "I don't know that you are.
You must remember that you are my wife, and that you bear
my name. I have something to say about it. I'm telling

you; but if you cannot manage the matter properly, I'll just
have to drop a hint to Sansome."
At that she blazed out.

"Do that and you will regret it to the last day of your life!"
she flared. "If you'd be as careful with the name of Keith as
I am, it would not suffer!"
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"What do you mean by that?" he asked, after a blank

pause.

She had not intended to use that weapon, but now she per-
sisted pluckily.

"I mean that if our name has been talked about, it has not
been because of any action of mine."

His heart was beating wildly. In the multiplicity of fighting
interests he had actually forgotten (for the moment) all about
his ofhce visitor. But he, too, had pluck.

•'I see you have had a call from our friend Morrell," he ven-
tured.

"Well! "she challenged.

Her head was back, and her breath was short. This crisis

had come upon them swiftly, unexpectedly, unwanted by either.

Now it loomed over them in a terrible, because unknown, por-
tent. Each realized that a misstep might mean irreparable
consequences, but each felt constrained to go on. The situation
must now be developed. Keith, faced with this new problem,
lost his heat, and became cool, careful, wary, as when in court
his faculties marshalled themselves. Nan, on the other hand,
while well in control of her mind, poised on a brink.

"I don't know what he told you," said Keith, the blood suf-

fusing his face and spreading over his ears and neck, "but I'm
going to tell you everything he would be justified in telling

you. One evening a number of years ago, in company with a
crowd, I went inside the doors of a disreputable place, and im-
mediately came out again. It was part of a spree, and harmless.
That was all there was to it. You believe me?" In spite of
his iron control, a deep note of anxiety vibrated in his voice as
he proffered the question.

Her heart gave a leap for pride as he made this confession,
his face very red, but his head back. She knew he spoke the
truth, the whole truth.

"Of course I believe you," she said, trying to speak naturally,
but with a mad impulse to laugh or cry. She swallowed, gri )ed
her nerves, and went on. "Bat, naturally," she told him,

Im
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"I consider myself as good a custodian of the family reputation

as yourself."

There the matter rested. By mutual but tacit consent they

withdrew cautiously from the debated ground, each curiously

haunted by a feeling that catastrophe had been fortunately and
narrowly averted.
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KEITH immediately moved for a retrial, and began anew
his heartbreaking labours in forcing a way to definite
action through the thorn thicket of technicalities. At

the same time, on his own account, and very secretly, he com-
menced a search for evidence against the attorneys for the de-
fence. By now he possessed certain private agents of his own
whom he considered trustworthy.

Early in his investigation.> he abandoned hope of getting direct
evidence against McDougall himself. That astute lawyer had
been careful lo have nothing whatever to do with actual bribery
or corruption, and he was crafty enough to disassociate himself
from direct deahng with agents. Indeed, Keith himself was in
some slight doubt as to whether McDougall had any actual de-
tailed knowledge of the underground workings at all. But Mc-
Dougall's associates were a different matter. Here, little by
httle, real evidence began to accumulate, until Keith felt that he
could, with reasonable excuse, move for an official investigation.
To his genuine grief Calhoun Bennett seemed to be heavily in-
volved. He could net forget that the young Southerner had
been one of his earliest friends in the city, nor had he ever tried
to forget the real liking he had felt for him. It was not difficult
to recognize that according to his code Cal Bennett had merely
played the game as the game was played, carrying out zealously
the intentions of his superiors, availing himself of time-honoured
methods, wholeheartedly fighting for his own side. Yet there
could be no doubt that he had made himself criminally liable.
Keith brooded much over the situation, but got nowhere and
so resolutely pushed it into the back of his mind in favour of
the need of the moment.

340
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But quietly as he conducted his invcsiijxations, some rumour
of them escaped. One afternoon he received a call from Ben-
nett. The young man was evidently a little embarrassed, but
intent on getting at the matter.
"Look hcah, Keith," he began, dropping into a chair, and

leamng both arms on the table opposite Keith, "I don't want
to say anything oflfensive, or make any disagreeable imphca-
tions, or insult you by false suspicions, but there are various
persistent rumours about, and I thought I'd better come to you
direct."

" Fire away, Cal," said Keith.

"Well, it"-, just this: they do say yo're lr>'in' to fasten a crim-
mal charge of bribery on me. You and I have been friends—
and still are, I hope—but if yo're goin' gunnin' foh me, I
want to know it."

His face was slightly flushed, but his fine dark eyes looked
hopefully to his friend for denial. Keith was genuinely dis-
tressed. He moved an inkwell to and fro, and did not look up;
but his voice was steady and determined as he replied

:

"I'm not gunning for you, Cal, and I wish to heaven you
weren't mi.xod up in this mess." He looked up. "But I'am
gunning for crooked work in this Cora case!"

Bennett took his arms from the table, and sat erect.
"Do you mean to imply, suh, that I am guilty of crooked

work?" he inquired, a new edge of formality in his voice.
"No, no, of course not! " hastened Keith. " I hadn't thought

of you in that connection! I am just looking the whole matter

"Well, suh, 1 strongly advise you to drop it," intc ipted
Bennett curtlv.

"But why?'"

"It isn't ethical. You will find great resentment among
yo' colleagues of the bar at the implication conveyed by yo'
so-called investigation, suh."

Calhoun Bennett had become stiff and formal. Keith still

tned desperately lo be reasonable and conciliatory.
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"But if there proves to be nothing out of the way," he urged
surely no one could have anything to fear or object to

"

^

"Nobody has anything to fear in anv case." said Bennett
but any gentleman—and I, most decidedly—would object to

the implication."
^

At this Keith stiffened a little in his turn.
"I am sorry we dilTer on that point. I have good reason to

believe there has been crooked work somewhere in this Cora
trial. I do not know who has done it; I accuse nobodv; butm the public office I hold it seems my plain dutv to investigate "

^

Yo public duty is to prosecute, that is all," argued Bennett
It is the duty of the grand jury to investigate or to order in-

vestigations."

Here spoke the spirit of the law, for technically Bennett was
correct.

"Whatever the rigid interpretation"—Keith found himself
uttering heresy—"I still feel it my duty to deal personally with
whatever^ seems to me unjustly to interfere with proper con-
victions. Then he stopped, aghast at the tremendous step he
had taken. For to a man trained as vras Keith, in a time when
all men were created for the law, and not the law for men in a
society where the law>'er was considered the greatest citizen, and
subtle technicality paramount to justice or commonsense, this
was a tremendous step. At that moment, and by that spon-
taneous and unconsidered statement, Keith, unknown to himself
passed from one side to the otJier in the great social struggle that
was impending.

"I wa'n you, suh," Bennett was repeating, "yo' course will
not meet with the approval of the members of the bar "

"I am sorry, Cal," said Keith sadlv.
Bennett rose, bowed stiffly, and 'turned to the door But

suddenly he whirled back, his face alight with feeling
"Oh, see heah, Milt, be sensible!" he cried. "I know justhow yo're feelin' now. Yo're sore, and I don 't blame you You

put up a hard fight, and though you got licked, I don't mind tellin'
you that the whole bar appreciates yo're brilliant work. You
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must remember you had to play a lone hand against pretty big
men—the biggest we've got! We all appreciate the odds. Cora
has lots of friends. You'll never convict him. Milt; but go in
again for another trial, if it will do yo're feelin's any good, with
our best wishes. Only don't let gettin' licked make'you so sore!
Don't go buttin' yo're haid at yo're friends.' Be a spo't!"
A half hour ago this appeal might have gained a response if not

a practical effect, but the spiritual transformation in Keith was
compilete.

"I'm sorry," he replied simply, "but I. must go ahead in my
own way."

Calhoun Bennett's face lost its glow, and his tall figure
stiffened.

" I must wa'n you not to bring my name into this," said he. " I
do not intend to have my reputation sacrificed to yo' strait-
laced Yankee conscience. If my name is ever mentioned, I shall
hold you responsible, personally responsible. You understand
suh?"

*

He stood stiff and straight, staring at Keith. Keith did not
stir. After a moment Calhoun Bennett went out.

jS5^ • ^i^-*-*«? :»^^ ^^' * v<<i<«"«7=
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A FTER this interview Keith experienced a marked and

J-\
formal coldness from nearly all of his old associates.

"* -^ Those with whom he came into direct personal contact
showed him scrupulous politeness, but confined their conversa-
tion to the briefest necessary words, and quit him as soon as
possible. He found himself very much alone, for at this period
he had lost the confidence of one faction and had not yet gained
that of the other.

His investigations encountered always increasing difficulties.
In his own department he could obtain little assistance.
A dead inertia opposed all his efforts. Nevertheless, he went
ahead doggedly, using Krafft and some of Krafft's protdg^s to
considerable effect.

But soon pressure was brought on him from a new direction:
his opponents struck at him through his home.
For some days Nan had been aware of a changed atmosphere

in the society she frequented and had heretofore led. The
change was subtle, defied analysis, but was to the woman's
sensitive instincts indubitable. At first she had been inclined to
consider it subjective, to imagine that something wrong with her-
self must be projecting itself through her imagination; but finally
she realized that the impression was well based. In pcoi)le's
attitude there was nothing overt; it was rather a withdraw! of
intimacy, a puzzling touch of formality. She seemed overnight
to have lost in popularity.

Truth to tell, she paid little attention to th'

was experienced enough in human nature to ui

be able to gauge the slight fluctuations, the eb'

By now she

stand and to

and flows of
estt'f. ., the kaleidoscopic shiftings and realignments of tht
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clemciUs of frivolous and formal society. Mrs. Hron-n had hired
away Mrs. Smith's best servant; for an iiour thev looked askance
on Mrs. Brown; then, the epi.sode forgotten, Mrs. HrownV cork
bobbed to the surface company of all the other corks. It was
very trivial. Besides, just at this moment, Xan was whollv occu-
pied with preparations for her first "afternoon " of the year. She
intended as usual to give three of these formal affairs,' and from
them the season took its tone. The list was neces.sariiy far from
exclusive, but Xan made up for that by the care she gave her
most original arrangement.;. She prided herself on doing things
simply, but with a difference, calling heavily on her resources of
correspondence, her memory, and her very good imagination for
some novelty of fcxxi or entertainment.

'

At the tirst of these
receptions, too, she wore always for the first time some new and
marvellous toilet straight from Paris, the style of which had not
been shown to even her most intimate friends. This year, for
e.xample, she had done the most obvious and, therefore, the most
unlikely thing: she had turned to the contemporaneous Spanish
for her theme. Xobody had thought of that. The Colonial,
the Moorish, the German, the Russian, the Hungarian—all the
rest of the individual or " picturesque "—but nobodv had thought
to look next door. Xan had decorated the rooms with yellow
and red, hung the walls with riatas, strings of red f)eppers and the
hke, obtained Spanish guitar players, and added enough fiery
Me.xican dishes to the more digestible refreshments to emphasize
the Spanish flavour. She wore a dress of golden satin, a wreath
of coral flowers about her hair, and morocco slii)pers matched in
hue.

The afternoon was fine. People were slow in coming. A few
of the nondescripts that must be invited on such occasions put in
an appearance, responded hastily to their hostess's greeting, and
wandered about furtively but interminablv. Patricia Sherwood
who had come early, circulated nobly, trying to break up the
frozen httle groups, but in vain. The time passed. More non-
descripts—and not a soul else! As five o'clock neared. a cold fear
clutched at Xan's heart. Xo one was cominj;'
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She worked hard to cover with light graciousness the cold-

hearted dismay that filled her breast as the party dragged its

weary length away. All her elaborate preparations and decora-
tions seemed to mock her. The Spanish orchestra tinkled away
gayly until she felt she could throw something at them; the
caterer's servants served solemnly the awed nondescripts.

Nan's cheeks burned and her throat choked with unshed tears.

She could not bear to look ac Patsy Sherwood, who remained
tactfully distant.

About five-thirty the door opened to admit a little group, at the
sight of whom Nan uttered a short, hysterical chuckle. Then she
glided to meet them, both hands outstretched in welcome. Mrs.
Sherwood watched her with admiration. Nan was game.

There were three in the party: Mrs. Morrell, Sally Warner,
and Mrs. Scattcrgood. Sally Warner was of the gushing type
of tall, rather desiccated femininity who always knows you so
much better than you know her, who cultivates you every
moment for a week and forgets you for months on end, who is

hard up and worldly and therefore calculating, whose job is to

amuse people and who will therefore sacrifice her best, per-

haps not most useful, friend to an epigram, whose wit is barbed,
who has a fine nose for trouble, and who is always in at the death.

Mrs. Scattergood was a small blond woman, high voiced, pre-

cise in manner, very positive in her statements which she de-

livered in a drawling lone, humourless, inquisitive about petty
affairs, the sort of "good woman" with whom no fault can be
found, but who drives men to crime. Mrs. Morrell we know.

These three, after greeting their hostess gushingly, circulated

compactly, talking to each other in lov voices. Nan knew they
were watching her, and that they had come for the sole purpose
of getting first-hand details of her fiasco for later recounting in

drawing-rooms where, undoubtedly, even now awaited eager

auditors. She came to a decision. The matter could not be
worse. When the three came to make their farewells, she de-

tained them.
" No, I'm not going to let you go yet," she told them, perhaps a
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Waitliltlt' imporiou^ly. "I haven't had half a visit with you.

until thi> ral)l)lr clears out."

She hesitated a moment over Mrs. Sherwinxl, hut fiMiilty let

her iro without i)r(>test. When the last ^ue^i had departed she

sank into a cliair. .\s she wu:, already on the ver),'e ol hysterics,

she easily kept up an air of jjayety.

"Girls, what an awful party!" she cried. "I could tear my
hairl It was a perfect nij^htmare." Stru,L;j;li;iu to control her

voice and keep hack her tears, she added ahruptly: "Xinv tell

me what it is all ahoul."

Mrs. Morrell and Sally Warner were plainly uneasy and at a

loss how to meet this situation, Ijut Mrs. Scatter;i;ood remained

quite compi -ed in her small, ci "mpact way.

"What's what all about, Nan, dear?" asked Sally Warner in

her most vivacious manner. She keenly felt the dramatic

situation and was already visualizing herself in the ri'le of

raconteuse.

"You know perfectly well. WTiy this funeral? Where are

they all? Why did they stay away? I have a rij,du to know."

"I'm sure there's nothing / can think of!" replied Sallv

artificially. "The idea!"

But Mrs. Scattergood, with all the relish of performing a lohle

and disagreeable duty, broke in:

"You know, dear," she said in her didactic, slow voice, "as well

as we do, what the world is. Of course li'c understand, but

people will talk!"

"In heaven's name what are you driving at? What are they

talking about?" demanded Xan, as Mrs. Scattergood apparently

came to a full stop.

A pause ensued while Sally and Mrs. Scattergood exchanged
glances with Mrs. Morrell.

"Well," at last sa.d Sally, judicially, buttoning her glove, her

head on one side, " if I had a nice husband like 'ours, I wouldn't

let him run around getting himself disliked for nuihing."

"You ought to use your influence with him before it is too

late," added Mrs. Morrell.

ifm



248 Tin: CfHay dawn
N 111 looker! helplessly from one to the other, too uncertain of

her urouml now to risk another step.

".So that's it," she ventured at last. "S(»me one has been tell-

ing lies about us!"

"Oh, dear no!" disclaimed Mrs.Scattergood. "It is only
that your friends cannot understand your takinp sides against
them. Naturally they feel hurt. Forgive me, dear—you know
I say it with all affection but don't you think it a mistake?"
Nan was thoroughly dazed and mystified, but afraid to press

the matter further. She had a suspicion Mrs. Morrell was again
responsible for her difTicuities, but was too uncertain to urge
them to stay for further elucidation. They arose. These were
the days of hoop skirts, and the set of the outer skirt had to be
carefully adjusted before going out. As they posed in turn be-
fore the hall pier glass they chattered: " How lovely the house
looks." "You certainly have worked hard, and must be tired,

poor dear!" "Well, we'll see you to-morrow at Mrs. Terry's.

You're not asked? Surely there is some mistake! Well, those
things always happen in a big affair, don't they? " " See you
soon." "Good-bye." "Good-bye."

Outside the house they paused at the head of the steps.

"Well, what do you think of that?" said Sally. "I really

believe the poor thing doesn't know. I believe I'll just drop in

for a minute at Mrs. Caldwell's. Sorry you're not going my
way."

After a fashion Nan felt relieved by this interview, for she
thought she discerned only Mrs. Morrell's influence, and this, she
knew, she could easily overcome. While she waited for Keith's

return from whatever inaccessible fastnesses he always occupied
fluring these big afternoon receptions, she reviewed the situation,

her indignation mounting. Downstairs, Wing Sam and his

temporary assistants were clearing things away. Usually Nan
suf)erintended this, but to-day she did not care. When Keith
finally entered the room, she burst out on him with a rapid and
angrv"- account of the whole situation as she saw it; but to her
surprise he did not rise to it. His weary, spiritless, uninterested
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acceptance (^f it astoni-h('«i her i . 'jk- last dtgrcv. 'I.) him \u't

entan^^lenient vith the Cora affair -for at onci- fu« sjiw the trend

of it all—seenud the last straw \<it even his own home wa^
sacred. His -pirit wa> so bruised and wearied that he utually

could not rise U) an exj>Ian.itiun. He seenud tu real./e an utter

hofK'lessness of h.aking her see his point of view. Thi> w.i> not

.so strange when it is considered that lliis point of \'n-v , hu.vever

firmly settled, was ^!ill a new and une.xplainf-d fai i v\ .th hiin-elf.

He contented hlm.self with saying: "The .Morrells had norhing

whatever to do with it . ! t was the only thing that ot curred tt)

him as Nuirth saying '.ut it was unfortunate, for a left Nan's
irritation without logical support. Naturally that irritation was
promptly transfern d to !iim.

"Then what, in ueaveii's name, is it?" she demanded. "My
friends are all Irc.if 'rj' Hit as it I liad the smallpo.x."

"Cheerful lot oi irien<K uc'v nuidi in this town!" he said

bitterly.

" What is the ma 1
1 i v. i In m

'

" she persisted.
" The matter is the> ">.. lakea me tor ;i fool they could order

around to suit themselves. 'i'hr\ found they couldn't. Now
they're through with me, even Cal Bennett," he added in a lev r

tone that revealed his hurt.

She paused, biting her underli[).

"Is the trouble anything to do with this Cora (

asked, suddenly enlightened by some vague, stray w

"Of course!" he replied crossly, exasperated at t!

necessity of arousing himself to explanations. "Thv. j .-.. •;

arguing about it. I'm going to >ee it through in spite i,. ^ ^

hound McDougall and his whole j)a?k of cursl"

"But why have you turned so against your friends?" she
asked more gently, struck by his careworn look as he sprawled
in the easy chair under the lamp. "I don't see! You'll get

yourself disliked!"

She did not press the matter further for the moment, but
three days later she brought up the topic again. In the interim

she had heard considerable direct and indirerl oninion. She

^e;:

rM
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selected after dinner as the most propitious time for discussion.
As a matter of fact, earlier in the day would have been better,
before Keith's soul had been rubbed raw by downtown attrition.

"I don't believe you quite realize how strongly people feel

about the Cora case," she began. "Isn't it possible to drop it

or compromise it or something, Milton? "

In the reaction from argument and coldness downtown he
felt he could stand no more of it at home.

" I wish you'd let that matter drop!" he said decidedly. " You
couldn't understand it."

She hesitated. A red spot appeared in either cheek.
"I must say I dont understand!" she countered. "It is in-

conceivable to me that a man like you should turn so easily
against his class!"

" My class ? " he echoed wearilj-.

"What do such creatures as Cora and Yankee Sullivan
amount to?" she cried hotly. "I suppose you'll say they are
in your class next! How you can consider them of sufficient

importance to go dead against your best friends on their ac-
count!"

"It is because I am right and they are wrong."
She was a little carried beyond herself.

" Well, they all think the same way," she pointed out. "Aren't
you a little—a little

"

"Pig-headed," supplied Keith bitterly.

"—to put your opinion against theirs?" she finished.

Keith did not reply.

This was Nan's last attempt. She did not bring up the sub-
ject again. But she withdrew proudly and completely from
all participation in society. She refused herself to callers.

Once the situation was thoroughly defined, she accepted it.

If her husband decided to play the game in this way, she, too,

would follow, whether she approved or not. Nan was loyal
and a thoroughbred. And she was either too proud or too in-

different to fight it out with the other women in the rough and
tumble of social ambition.
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IN
THIS voluntary seclusion Xan saw literally only two

persons. One of these was Mrs. Sherwood. The ex-
gambler's wife called frequently; and. for some reason,

Nan never refused to see her, although she did not make her
visitor particularly welcome. Often an almost overmastering
impulse seized lier to open her soul to this charming, sympathetic,
tactful woman, but something always restrained' her. Her
heart was too sore. And since an inhibited impulse usually
expresses itself by contraries, her attitude was of studied and
aloof politeness. Mrs. Sherwood ne\cr seemed to notice this.
She sat in the high-ceilingcd "parlour," with its strange fresco
of painted fish-nets, and chatted on in a cheerful monologue
detailing small gossipy items of news. She always said good-
bye cordially, and went out with a wonderful assumption of
Ignorance that anything was wrong. Her visits did Xan good,
although never could the latter break through the ice wall of
reserve. Xan's conscience often hurt her that she could answer
this genuine friendship with so little cordialitv. She wondered
dully how Mrs. Sherwood could bring herself to be so good to
so cross-grained a creature as herself. As a matter of fact
the women were marking time in their relations—Mrs. Sher-
wood consciously, Xan unconsciouslv—until better days.
The other regular caller w^as Ben Sansomc. His attitude

was in some sense detached. He was (juietlv, deeplv sympa-
thetic in his manner, never obtrusive, never even hinting in words
at his knowledge of the state of aflfairs, but managing in some
subtle manner to convey the impression that he alone fully
understood. Xan found that, without her realization, almost
in spite of herself, Sansome had managed to isolate her with
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himself on a little island of mutual understanding, apart from

all the rest of the world.

Her life was now becoming circumscribed. Household,

books, some small indiv idual charities, and long afternoon walks

filled her days. At first Sansome had accompanied her on these

tramps, but the unfailing, almost v.ncanny insight of the man
told him that at such times her spirit really craved solitude, so

he soon tactfully ceased all attempts to join her. Her usual

walk was over the cUffs toward the bay, where, from some of the

elevations near Russian Hill, she could look out to the Golden

Gate, or across to Tamalpais or the Contra Costa shores. The
crawl of the distant blue water, the flash of wing or sail, the

taste of salt rirne, the canon shadows of the hills, the flying

murk, or the last majestic and magnificent blotting out of the

world as the legions of sea fog overrolled it, all answered or

soothed moods in her spirit. Sometimes she forgot herself and

overstayed the daylight. At such times she scuttled home
half fearfully for the great city, hke a jungle beast, was most

dangerous at night.

One evening, returning thus in haste, she was lured aside

by the clang of bells and the glare of a fire. No child ever

resisted that combination, and Nan was still a good deal oi a

child. Almost before she knew it she was wedged fast In a

crowd. The pressure was suffocating; and, to her alarm, she

found herself surrounded by a rough-looking set of men. They
were probably harmless workingmen, but Nan did not know

that. She became frightened, and tried to escape, but her

strength was not equal to it. Near the verge of panic, she was

fairly on the point of struggling, when she felt an arm thrown

around her shoulder. She looked up with a cry, to meet Ben

Sansome's brown eyes.

"Don't be afraid; I'm here," he said soothingly.

In the revulsion Nan fairly thrilled under the touch of his

manly protection. This impulse was followed instantly by an

instinct of withdrawal from the embrace about her shoulder,

which was in turn succeeded by a fierce scorn of being prudish
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in such circumstances. Sansome masterfully worked her out
through the press. At the last tactful moment he withdrew his
arm. She thanked him, still a little frightened

"V ^f^ f".^'?^^'
^""^^y y^" happened to be here! " she ended.

Lucky! he laughed briefly. "I knew that sooner or later
you'd need me."
He stopped at that, but allowed her questions to elicit the

tact that every afternoon he had followed her at a discreet dis-
tance, scrupulously respecting her privacy, but readv for the
need that sooner or later must surely arrive. Nan was' touched.

You have no right to endanger yourself this way!" he cried
as though earned away. "It is not just to those who care fo;
vou. and by the tone of his voice, the look of his eye, the slightemphasizmg pressure of his hand he managed to convey to herbut in a manner to which she could not possibly object, his
behe that his last phrase referred more to himself than to anyone else in the world.

-^

It was about this period that John Sher^vood, dressing for
dinner, remarked to his wife:

"Patsy, the more I see of you the more I admire you. Doyou remember that Firemen's Ball when you started in to break

hav n't ^'"'Yu'^'f
'^'^•- ""' ^'^'^^^ her so far that I

fhTnkof r'> f"' y''- '
^""'^ '^"°^^' -hat made meinink ot It—It was a long time ago."

T'm?.'' '^'f
''? ^" "S^''" ^"h<^ '•^'Ph'-'d thoughtfully, "but

I m not as pleased as I might be with the Keith situation "
Sherwood stopped tying his cravat and turned to face herHe s perfectly straight, I assure you," he said earnestly. "

Idon t believe he knows that any other woman but his wife^ms. I kno^. that. But I wish he'd go a little easier w^h the

;;0h, I wasn;t thinking of him. She's the culprit now."

babv-
' Sherwood, astonished, '"that little innocent

Ben?ansome!''
''"'''"' ^'^^'

'' ''''"^ '^'''^'''^'' '"" "'^"^^ of

J
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Sherwood uttered a snort of masculine scorn.

"Ho! BenSansome?"
"Yes, Ben Sansome."
"Why, he's a notorious butterfly."

"Well, it looks now as though he intended to alight."

"Seriously?"

She nodded. Sherwood slowly went on with his dressing.

'•I like that little creature," he said at last. " She's the sort
that strikes me as born to be treated well and to be happy.
Some people are that way, you know; just as others are born
painters or plumbers." She nodded in appreciation. "And
if you give the word, Patsy, I'll go around and have a word
with Keith—or spoil Sansome—whichever you say "

She laughed.

"You're a dear. Jack, but if vou love me, keep your hands
off here."

"Are you bossing this job? " he asked gravely.

"I'm bossing this job," she repeated, with equal gravity.

He said nothing more for a time, but his eyes twinkled.



XLVII

KEITH'S investigations prcK-ccdt'd until at last he felt

justified in preferring before the Bar Association charges
of irregular practice against James Ware, Bernard

Black, and—to his great regret—Calhoun Bennett. He con-
ceived he had enough evidence to convict these men legally, but
he as yet shrank from asking for an indictment against them,
prefer-ing at first to try for their discipline before their fellow
lawyers. If the Bar Association failed, however, he had every
intention of pressing the matter in the courts.

Almost immediately after the filing of the complaint he was
waited on in his office by a man only slightly known to him,
Major Marmaduke Miles. The major's occupation in life was
obscure. He was a red-faced, tightly buttoned, fuU-jowled,
choleric Southerner of the ultra-punctilious brand, always well
dressed in quaint and rather old-fashioned garments, with
charming manners, and the reminiscence of good looks lost
in a florid and apoplectic habit. This person entered Keith's
office, greeted him formally, declined a chair. Standing very
erect before Keith's desk, his beaver hat poised on his left fore-
arm, he said:

'•I urn requested, suh, to enquiah of yo' the name of a friend
with whom I can confer."

"If that means a challenge. Major, I must first ask the name
of your principal," returned Keith.

"I am actin' fo' Mr. Calhoun Bennett, suh," stated the
major.

"Tell Cal Bennett I will not fight him," said Keith quietly.
The major was plainly flabbergasted, and for a moment

puffed his red cheeks in and out rapidly.
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"You mean to tell me, suh, that yo' refuse the satisfaction

due a gentleman after affrontin' him?"
"I won't fight Cal Bennett," repeated Keith patient 'y.

The major tumed even redder, and swelled so visibly that

Keith, in spite of his sad realization of the gravity of the affair,

caught himself guiltily in a boyish anticipation that some of the

major's strained buttons would pop.

"I shall so repo't to my principal, suh. But I may add, suh,

that in my opinion, suh, yo' are conductin' yo'self in a manner

unbecomin' to a gentleman; and othuh gentlemen will say so,

suh! They may go even farthah and stigmatize yo' conduct

as cowardly, suh! And it might even be that I, suh, would

agree with that expression, suh!

"

The major glowered. Keith smiled wearily. It did not

seem to him at the moment that this would be so great a calam-

ity.

"I am sorry to have forfeited your good opinion. Major,"

he contented himself with saying.

The major marched straight back to the Monumental, where

Bennett and a number of friends were awaiting the result of

his mission. The major's angry passions had been rising every

foot of the way.

"He won't fight, suh!" he bellowed, slamming his cane across

the table. "He won't fight! Ai;d I stigmatized him to his

face as a white-livered hound!"

Calhoun Benneti sank back pale and speechless. His com-

panions deluged him with advice.

"Horsewhip the craven pubilc'.!" "Warn him to go

heeled, and then force the issue!" " Shoot him down like the

dog he is!"

But the major's mighty bellow dominated everything.

"I claim the privilege!" he roared. "Egad, I demand the

privilege! It is my right! I am insulted by such a rebuff!

Now that I have acquitted myself of Cal's errand, I will call

him out myself. Ain't that right, Cal? I'll make the houna

fight!"
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The old major looked redder and fiercer than ever. There
could be no doubt that he would make any one fight, once he
started out to do so, and that he would carry the matter through.
He was brave enough.

But little Jimmy Ware, who had hwn doing some thinking,
here spoke up. It seemed to him a good ciiaiice to get a
reputation without any risk. Since James King of William
had uncompromisingly refused to fight duels, his example had
been followed. .\ strong party of those having conscientious
scruples against the practice had come into being. Keith's re-
fusal LO fight Bennett, to Ware's mind, indicated that he be-
longed to this class. It looked safe.

"Pardon me. Major," he broke in suavely; "but each
in turn. I claim the right. Cal had first chance because
he had personally warned the man of the consequences.
But I am equally accused. You must admit my prior
claim."

The major came of! the boil. Puffing his red cheeks in and
out he considered.

" Yo're right, suh," he conceded reluctantly.

ARer considerabie persuasion, and some flattery as to his
("amiliarily with the niceties of the Code, the major consented
to bear Jimmy's defiance. He entered Keith's office again,
stiflfer than a ramrod. Keith smiled at him.

"There's no use. Major, I won't fight Cal Bennett," he
greeted his visitor.

"I am the bearer of a challenge from Mistah James Ware,"
he announced.

"What!" yelled Keith, so suddenly and violently that Major
Miles recoiled a step.

" From Mistah James Ware," he repeated.
Keith laughed savagely.

"Oh, I'll fight /«;«," he growled; "gladly; any time he wants
it."

The major's face lit up.

"If you'll name yo' friend, suh," he suggested.

I
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"Friend? Friend? What for? I'm capable of arranging

this. I haven't time to hunt up a friend."
" It's customary," objected the major.

"Look here," Keith swept on, "I'm the challenged parly
and I have the say-so, haven't I ?

"

"Vo' can name the weapons," conceded Major Marmaduke
Miles.

"All right, we'll call this revolvers, navy revolvers—biggest
sort there are, whatever that is. And close up. None of your
half-mile shooting."

"Ten yards," suggested Major Miles with unholy joy.

'•.\nd right away—this aflernoon," went on Keith. "If
t'lat little runt wants trouble, egad he's going to have all his
lilLle skin will hold."

But the major would not have this. It was not done. He
waived conducting his negotiations through a .second, but that
was as far as his conventional soul would go. He held out for
three o'clock the following afternoon.

"And I wish to apologize, Mistah Keith," he said, on parting,
"fo' my ill-considered words of a short time ago. I misunder-
stood yo' reasons fo' refusin' to fight Mistah Bennett."
He bowed his rotund, tightly buttoned httle figure and de-

parted, to strike Jimmy Ware with complete consternation.

Duels in the fifties were almost an acknowledged public in-

stitution. Although technically illegal, no one was ever con-
victed of any of the consequences of such encounters. They
were conducted quite openly. Indeed, some of the more famous
were actively advertised by steamboat men, v,1k> r.irried excur-
sions to the field. Keith's acceptance of Wau's challenge
aroused the keenest interest. Outside the prominence of the
men involved, a vague feeling was current that in their persons
were symbolized opposing forces in the city's growth. As yet
these forces had not segregated to that point where champions
were demanded, or indeed would be recognised as such; but
vague feelings of antagonism, of alignments, were abroad. Those
who later would constitute the Law and Order class generally
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sympaihizcd with Ware; those whom history was to know ;is (he
Vigilantes felt stirriiiijs of partia^inship for Keith. Therefore,
the following,' afternoon a small llutilla set sail for the Contra
Costa shore, and a cn.wd of se\eral huntircf! spectators disem-
harked at the chosen duellinj,' f^round.

Nan knew nolhiuf,' of all this. Keith was now in such depths
of low spirits that his wearied soul did not much care what
lucame of him. He |)ut hi> alTairs in shai)e, shru^Kcd liis shoul-
ders, and went to the ent ounter with absolute inditTerence.

The preliminaries were soon over. Keith found himself
facing Jrnimy Ware at the distance he had himself chosen. A
double line of spectators stood at a respectful sj)ace on either
side. Major Miles and an acquaintance of Keith's who had
volunteered to act for him were posted nearer at hand. Ke-th
had listen.'d attentively to the instructions. The word was
to be given—(>«<-, two, three. Fire! Between the first and last
words the duellists were to discharge the first shot from their
weapons. .Vfier that they were to fire at will. One shot would
have sufficed Jimmy Ware; but Keith, without emotion, filled

with a dead indifference to any possible danger and a savage
contempt for the whole proceedings, had insisteii on the fuU
measure. He was totally unaccustomed to weapons. At the
word of command he raised the revolver and fired, carelessly
but coolly, and without result. One after the other he dis-
charged the si.x chambers oi his weapon, aiming as well as he
knew how. It did not occur to him that Ware was firing at
him. After the si.xth miss he threw the revolver away in cold
disgust.

"This is a farce," said he, "and I'm not going to be fool
enough to take part in it any longer."

Jimmy Ware, delighted at finding himself unharmed, anvl
confident now that a bluff would go, started to say something
lofty and disdainful. Keith whirled back on him.

"If you want 'satisfaction,' as voi: call it, you'll get it, and
you'll gel it plem.,: I'm sick of being madJ a fool of. Just
open your ugly head to me a„ain, and I'll knock it off your
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shoulders!" His we smouldered dangerously, and Jimmy
War. , very unn-rtain in his mind took refuge in a haughty look,

Keith glared at him a moment, tluti turnr i to the crowd: "
I'll

give ail ot you fair warning," said he. " I'm going to do my legal

duty in all things; and I'm not going to tight duels. Anybody
who interferes with me is gomg to get into trouble I

"

An uprudr ensued. All this was most irregular, unprece-

dented, a disgrace to a e'-ntlemen's meeting;. The major roared

like a bull. If a man would not tight, would not defend his

actions, how could a gentleman get at him except by street

brawling or assassination, and both (jf the r were repugnant

to finer feelings. A dozen fire-eaters ft-lt thimselves personally

insulted. The crowd surrouiiUfd Ktii^. shouting at him, jos-

tling him, threatening. A tool, S( inewimi amused voice broke in.

"Gentlem(n," said Talbot Ward, in so decided a tone that

they turned to hear, "I am a neutral non-partisan in this little

war. I am for neither paity, fir neither >pini( n in the matter.

I, like Mr. Keith, never fight duels. But ma/ I suggest

—

merely in the interest of fair play—that for the moment you art

forgetting yourselves? My opinion coincides with Mr. Keith's

that duelling is a foolish sort of game, but it i^ a game, and
recognized; and if you are goiii^ to play it, why not stick to its

rules? Mr. Keith a'vl Mr. Ware have exchanged ^hots. Mr.
Ware has therefore had 'satisfaction.' Now Mr. Keith and I

are going to walk—quietly—to the boat. W^e do not expect to

be molested."

"By God, Tal!" cried Major Miles in astonishment, "yo'

don't mean to tell me >'o're linin' yourself up on the side of

that blackleg!"

"Well," put in a new voice, a very cheerful \okc. "I don't

pretend to be neutral, and I'd ju'^t as liei fi^ht duels as not,

and I'm willing to state to you all that though I don't know
a dar;n thing about this case nor its merits, I like this man's

style. .And I'm ready to state that I'll take his place and fight

any—or all of you—right here and now. You, Major? '

.\11 eyes turned to him. He was a dark, eager youth, standing
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with his slouch hat in his hand, hb head thrown hack, his mop of

shiny black hair tossed from his forehead, his eyes glowing. The
major hummed and fussed.

"I have absolutely no quarrel with you, suh!" he said.

"Nor with my friend yonder?" insisted the newcomer.
"I should esteem it beneath my dignity to fight with a craven

and a coward, suh I " the major saved his face.

The stranger glanced at Keith, an amused light in his eyes.

"We'll let it go at that," he conceded. "Anybody else?" he
chalk-nged, eying them.

Every one seemed busy getting ready to go home, and ap-
peared not to hear him. After a moment he put on his felt hat
and joined Keith and Ward, who were walking slowly toward the
landing.

"Well," remarked a rough-looking Yankee—our old friend
Graves of the Eurekas to his friend Carter—"I didn't know
anything would ccul off the major like that!"

"I reckon the major knew who he was talking to," replied
Carter.

" Who is the cuss? f never saw him before."
" Don't you know him ^ I reckon you must have heard of him,

.nyway. He's just down from the Sierra. That's the express
rider. Johnny Fairfax—Diamond Jack, they call him."
Graves whistled an enlightened whistle.

iMBii
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XLVIII

JOHNNY FAIRF.^ accompanied Keith all the way back
o h,s office, a though Talbot Ward said good-bye at

enthn T- ^' ^""^^^^^ «^^^ ^ith conversation and

lawe Thrth '''"fv° 'r ^'^^^ ^ S^^^' f-^y t« the

wSh ^^'.'^'"^^
f ^^« gl^"^ing talk was the duel, over

sH.hLt
^''' ^"^"^^"^^^y ^"^"^^d; but from it he diverged on the

sShisrir "
"""^"^ ^" ^'^^^^- '- ''^—

t

exZ!;t7'^' "''^J"^^
^^^ '°"'"''' '^°«tin« I ever saw!" he

lautht^r 'Th '"? °T'
""^ '^'" ^^°"^^ S^ °ff ^"to peals of

mkS Af. ..
" ' '''.^°^ '^''^^ ^h°ts at that distance could™ f .^f

' '^V^^°"d exchange I concluded even the side linewasn t sa e and I got behmd a tree. Pays to be prompt in your

later"° Th k7 T' ' .^"".'^'^ '^^'''''''' ^^' ^hat tree a moment
later. The bloodless duel as a parlour amusement! You ought
to have charged that large and respectable audience an admissL

.Jf ^ "" ^"""^ '^^^'' ^'" P''^^^"^ it to you! If you ever have
another duel, you must have a good manager! There's money in

Keith laughed a trifle ruefully.
"I suppose it was funny," he acknowledged

ouZT h ""''.^f
huffy," begged Johnny Fairfax. " What vouought to do IS to learn to shoot. You'll probably need to know

inajfr"
%'''' ^''""^ ^'"""^ ^'''" "'^ ^y^ f^" on a shoot-

ing gallery. Come m here," he urged iirpulsivelv.
Ihe proprietor was instructed to load his pistols and for adozen shots Keith was coached vehemently in the elementals of

shooting-taught at least the theory of pulling steadily, of co-
ordinating various muscles and psychological processes that

262
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were not at all used to coordination. He learned that mere
steady aiming was a small part of it.

"Anybody can do wonderful shooting with an empty pistol,"
said Johnny contemptuously. "And anybody can' hold as
steady as a rock—until he pulls the trigger."

"It's inter-ting," conceded Keith; "mighty interesting. I
didn't know there was so much to it."

"Of course it's interesting," said Johnnv. "And you're only
at the rudiments. Look here!"
And, to the astonishment of Keith, the worshipful adoration of

the shooting-gallery proprietor, and the awe of the usual audience
that gathered at the sound of the reports, he proceeded to > ive an
exhibition of the skill that had made him famous. The shooting
galleries of those days used no puny twenty-twos. Derringers
pocket revolvers, and the huge "navies" were at hand—with
reduced loads, naturally—for those who in habitual life affected
these weapons. Johnny shot with all of them, displaying the
tricks of the gunman with all the naive enthusiasm of youth.
His manner throughout was that engaging mixture of modesty
afraid of being thought conceited and eager pride in showing his
skill so attractive to everybody. At first he shot deliberately,
splitting cards, hitting marbles, and devastating whole rows of
clay pipes. Then he took to secreting the weapons in various
pockets from which he produced and discharged them in light-
ning time. His hand darted with the speed and precision of a
snake's head.

"I've just been fooling with shooting things tossed in the air,"
he said, exuberant with enthusiasm. "But I'm afraid we can't
try that here."

"I'm afraid not," agreed the proprietor regretfully.
"It really isn't very hard, once you get the knack!"
"Oh, no," said the proprietor with elaborate sarcasm. " Say,"

he went on earnestly," I suppose it ain't no use trying to hire
you "

Johnny shook his head, simling.

"I was afraid not," observed the proprietor disappointedly.

^•Y^-,3^-3.^?"'
irf'V^fV.^^.%-*
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"You'd be the making of this place. Drop in any time you
want practice. Won't cost you a cent. Would you mind
telling me your name? "

" Fairfax," replied Johnny, gruffly embarrassed.
"Not Diamond Jack?" hesitated the proprietor,
"I'm sometimes called that," conceded Johnny, still more

gruffly. " How much is it?
"

"Not one gosh-dinged continental red cent," cried the m.ji;
"and I'm pleased to meet you."
Johnny shook his extended hand, mumbled something, and

bolted for the street. Keith followed, laughing.
" It seems you're quite a celebrity," he observed.
But Johnny refused to pursue that subject.
" You come with me and buy you a pistol," he growled. " You

ought not to be allowed loose. You're as helpless as a baby."
Johnny picked out a small .31 calibre revolver and a supply of

ammunition.

"Now you practise! " was his final warning and advice.
Keith went home with a new glow at his heart. He was ripe

for a friend.

Johnny seemed to have little to do for the moment. He never
volunteered information as to his business or his plans, and Keith
never inquired. But the young express rider fell into the habit
of dropping in at Keith's office. He was always very apologetic
and solicitous as to whether or no he was interrupting, saying that
he had stopped for only ten seconds; but he invariably ended in
the swivel chair vvith a good cigar. Keith was at this time busy •

but he was never too busy for Johnny Fairfax. The latter was a
luxury to which he treated himself. Johnny was not only wel-
come because he was practically Keith's only friend, but also his
frank and engaging comments on men and things were gradually
giving the harassed lawyer a new point of view on the society in
which he found himself. Keith, as a newcomer in a community
already established, had naturally accepted the prominent
figures in that community as he would have accepted prominent
figures anywhere: that is, as respectable, formidable, admirable,

'KTp-jw.^j^s. ^-f'^mf^m^.yii9-amji^^?im^^smx<^'im'':'' -imfs
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solid, unquestioned pillars of society. He was of a modest
disposition and disinclined to question. He respected them as
any niodest young man respects those older and more successful
than himself. For the same reason he accepted their views and
their authority; or, if he questioned them, he did so sadly, almost
guiltily, with many heart-searchings.

But Johnny Fairfax held no such attitude. Not he! The
city's great names had scant respect from him! Not for an
instant did he hesitate to criticise or analyze the most renowned
It was not long before he learned all about the Cora trial and
Keith s subsequent efforts to discipline McDougall and his as-
sociates.

"I hope you get 'em!" said he; "the whole lot! I don't know
much about this McDougall; but I do know his friends, and most
of em aren't worth thinkin' about. They're big people here but
back where I came from, in old Virginia, the best of 'em wouldn't
be overseers on a plantation. That's whv they like it so much
out here. Look at that gang! Casey has been in the peni-
tentiary, Rowlee ran some little blackleg sheet down South
until they run him out I tell you, sir, as a Southerner I'm not
proud of the Southerners out here. They're a cheap lot, most of
em. They were a cheap lot home. The only dilTerencc is that
back there everybody knew it, and out here everybody thinks
they're great people because they get up on their hind legs and
say so out loud. That old bluff, Major Miles, he was put out of
a Richmond dub, sir, for cheatin' at cards—I know that for a
fact!"

^
Somehow, this frank criticism was like a breeze of fresh air to

Keith: it put new courage into him. Johnny Fairfax had no
inter in che city; he had no fear; his viewpoint was free from
all sham; he was newly in from the outside. Through his eyes
things fell into perspective. Suddenly San Francisco upper
society became to Keith what it really was: a welter of cheap,
bragging, venal, self-seeking men, with here and there an honest
fine character standing high above. And he began, but dimly, to
see that the real men of the place were not—as yet—well known.

^W,«?T^jSK ' ^mPk^^^^^ssMmimmw imoLiu ¥^
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Probably one of the most impressive and typical figures of the

time was Justice of the Supreme Court Terry. In the eyes of
those too close to events to have a clear sense of proportion he
was one of the great men of his period. Courtly, handsome, with
haughty manners, of aristocratic bearing, fiercely proud, touchilv
quarrelsome on "points of honour," generous but a bitter hater
he and his equally handsome, proud, and fiery wife were con-
sidered by many people of the time as embodying the ideal of
Southern chivalry. But Johnny Fairfa.: would have none of it

He a tvTDical Southern gentleman! " he laughed. "As being
born m the South myself, I repudiate that! I know too much
about Terry. Why, look here: he's a good sport, and he's got
abihty, and he makes friends, and he isn't afraid 01 anything
But then you stop. He's not a gentleman! It shows most
particularly when he gets mad. Then he'll throw over anything—anything-to have his own way. He's a big man now, but he
won t be knee-high to a June bug before he gets done."

Johnny's prediction was long in fulfilment; but a score of
years later it came to pass, and Judge Terry's reputation has
sunk almost to the level of that of his brother on the bench-
Judge "Ned" McGowan.

"They're all a bad lot," Johnny finished, 'and I hope you lick
them! You don't know all the good folks in this town yet!

"

m M.-v:i
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CALHOUN BENXETT dropped the matter, and con-
tented himself with cutting Keith dead whenever they

.rl.-ff
^^PP^"^^ to meet. Jimmy Ware and Black were men ofa different sort; indeed McDougall had made them his assocktesmainly because of their knowledge of the city's darker phas^ andthe r unscrupulousness. In the admirable organization thussketched Calhoun Bennett had acted as a sort'of go-between

sultation
.
They could not tell just how much evidence Keith hadsucceeded m gathering, but they knew that plenty of it existedIf the matter came to an issue, they suspected the consequence^

be got nd of. B ack, who was inclined by instinct and training to

VVon t do, negatived the more astute Ware. "The thinjrwil be traced back to us-not legally, of course, but to aLoZ
certainty, and while they won't be able to prove anything on usthe s^ate of the public mind is such that hell would pop "

'

^

He says he won't fight another duel," said Black doubtfully.

I'
We've got to kill him in a street quarrel, then."
He 3gottobekilledinastreetquarrel,"amendedW\'ire "thr's

certain; but nobody even remotely connected with this Cora trialmust seem to have anything to do with it. It must have the ap-pearance of a private quarrel from away outside. Otherwise—^"
^

Got anybody in mind?" asked the practical Bla-k
i es, and he ought to be here at any moment "

wattei T/'' ^\T^
^^'^'''' '""'^^ ^"^ ^^^" ^he cue for which hewaited, Morrell here entered the room.
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AT THREE o'clock in the afternoon of May 14, 1856,
the current issue of the Bulletin was placed on sale.

'

A
^ very few minutes later a copy found its way into the

hands of James Casey. Casey at that time, in addition to his
pohtical cares, was editor of a small sheet he called the Smuhiv
limes. With this he had strenuously supported the extreme wing
ot the Law party, which, as has been exi)lained, comprised also
the gambling and lawless element. It was suspected by some that
his paper was more or less subsidized for the i)urpose, though
the probability is that Casey found his reward merely in political
support. This Casey it was who, to his own vast surprise, had
at a previous election been returned as elected supervisor; al-
though he Was not a candidate, his name was not on the ticket
and no man could be found who had voted for him. Indeed'
he was not even a resident of the district. However, Yankee
bulhvan, who ran the election, said officially the votes had been
cast for him; so elected he was proclaimed. Undoubtedly he
proved useful; he had always proved useful at elections and
elsewhere, seldom appearing in person, but adept at selecting
suitable agents, His methods were devious, dishonest, and
rough. He was head of the Crescent Fire Engine Companv
and was personally popular. In appearance he was 'a
short, slight man, with a bright, keen face, a good forehead,
a thin but florid countenance, dark curly hair, and light blue
eyes, a t>'pe of unscrupulous Irish adventurer with a dash
of romantic ideals. Like all the gentlemen rovers of his
time, he was exceedingly touchy on the subject of "hon-
our.

''

In the Bulletin of the date mentioned James Casey read these
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do not wish my past acts raked up: on that point I am sen-
sitive."

A faint smile came and went on King's lips.

"Are you done?" he asked still quietly; then, receiving no
reply, he turned in his chair and leaned forward with a sudden
intensity. His next words hit with the impact of bullets-
There's tiie door! Go! Never show your face here again!"

he commanded.
Casey found himself moving toward the open door. He did

not want to do this, he wanted to shoot King, or at least to pro-
voke a quarrel, but he was for the moment overcome by a
stronger personality. At the door he gathered himself together
a little.

"I'll say in my paper what I please! " he asserted with a show
of bravado.

King was leaning back, watching him steadily.
"You have a perfect right to do <o," he rejoined. "I shaU

never notice your paper."
Casey struck himself on the breast.

"And if necessary I shall defend myself!" he cried.
King's passivity broke. He bounded from his seat bristling

with anger.

"Go!" he commanded sharply, and Casey went.



LI

PmPLP: had alri-ady mul King's artirlt- in the Bullctm.
People- had seen Casey heading fur the BiUlctin office
wilh blood in his eye. The news had spread. When the

Inshmaa emerged he foun.i waiting for him a curious crowd
liis friends crowded aroun.l asking eager questions. Casey
answered with vague but bloodthirsty generalities: he wasn't
a man to be trilled with, and egad some r)eoi)le had .o find that
out. blackmailmg was not a healthy occupation when it was
a.med at a gentlenKin! He left the imi)ression that King had
recanted, had a}v)logized, had even begged-there would be no
more trouble. Uttering brags of this sort, Casey led the way
to the Bank E.xchange, a fashionable bar near at hand. Here
he set up the drinks, and was treated in turn. His bragging
became more boastful. He made a fine impression, but with-
in his breast the taste of his interview with King curdled into
dangerous bitterness. Casey could never stand much alcohol.
1 he well-meant admiration and sympathy of his friends served
only to increase his 'ndden, smouldering rage. His eyes be-
came bloodshot, anr' talked even more at random.

In the group thai surrounded him was .ur old acquaintance
Judge Edward McGowan-Xed McGowan- jollv, hard drink-
ing, oily, but not as noisy as usual. He was watching Casey
closely. The Honourable Ned was himself a fugitive from
Pennsylvania justice. By dint of a gav life, z happy combina-
tion of bullying and ..drigue, he hari iTiade himself' a place in
the new city, and at last ha(^ "ris^n" to the bench. He was
apparently all on the surface, out his schemes ran deep Some
historians claim that he had furnisherl King the documents
proving Casey an ex-convict! Now, when he considered the
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moment opportune, he drew Casey aside from the noisy jrrouD
at the bar.

'

"All this talk is very well,"' he said contemrnuouslv to the
Irishman, "but I see through it. What are yuu Roing to do
about it?"

"I'll Ret even with the
, don't you worry alwut that!"

promised Casey, still blustering.

This McGowan brushed aside as irrelevant. "Are you
arriied?" he asked. "No, that little weapon is too uncertain,
rake this." he glanrcd about him, and hastily passed to Casey
a big "navy" revolver. "Vou can hide it under your cloak-
so!' He fixed Casey's eyes with his own, and brought to bear
on the httle man all the force of his lery vital personality.
Listen

:
King comes by here every evening. Evervbody knows

that, and everybody knows what has happened."
He stared at Casey significantiv for a moment, then turned

abruptly away. Casey, become suddenly quiet, his blustering
mood fallen from him, his face thoughtful and white, his eyes
dilated, said nothing. He returned to the bar. took a solitary
drink, and walked out the door, his right hand concealed be-
neath his long cloak. McGowan watched him intently, follow-
ing to the door and looking after the other's retreating form
Casey walked across the street, but stopped behind a wagon
where he stood, .-tpparently waiting. McGowa with a grunt
of satisfaction, sauntered deliberately to the corner of the
Bank Exchange. There he leaned against the wall, also
waiting.

Tor nearly an hour the two thus remained: Casev shrouded in
his cloak, apparently oblivious to everything except the corner
of Merchant and Montgomery stieets, on which he kept his eyes
fixed; McGowan lounging easil- occasionally speaking a low
word to a passerby. Invariab)> the person so addressed came
to a stop. Soon a little group had formed, idling with Judge
McGowan. A small boy happening by was commandeered
with a message for Pete Wrightman, the deputy sheriff, and
shortly Pete arrived out of breath to join the group.

'IK'
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At just fivT ()\:K)(k the idlers stitTt-ncfl to ntlcntion. Kind's
fiKurc was s.rn lo tu.a the o-'-nt-r of Mcrchaia Slrtrt into Mont-
Komt-ry.^ Head bent, he u.ilkcd toward tlu- o.rncr ..i tne
Banker^' KxchanRc, the nun on the .)rner watc'unR him.
When nearly at that point he turned to t )ss the street diaijo-
nally.

At the same instant Casey stejjped forward from behind the
wagon, throwing back his cloak.
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THE same afternoon Johnny Fairfax and Keith were sitting
together in the Monumental's reading-room. They
happened to be the only members in the building with

the exception of Bert Taylor, who was never anywhere else. Of
late Keith had acquired the habit of visiting the reading-room
a this empty hour. He was beginning to shrink from meeting
his fellowmen. Johnny Fairfax was a great comfort to him, for
the express rider was never out of spirits, had a sane outlook,and entertained a genuine friendship for the voung lavv%Tr
Although yet under thirty years of age, he was already an "old-
tmier, for he had come out in '49, and knew the city's early
history at first hand. ^

"This old bell of yours is historical," he told Keith. "It's
tolling called together the Vigilantes of '51 "

iJ^'iu'^'ff'''^'''^
J''' ^" ''^"'' h^'^

^'^"^^P>' ^^ith reactionrom the fatgues of the day, smoking slowly, enjoying
themselves. Everything was very peaceful-the' long s^ant
of a sunbeam through dust motes, the buzz of an early blue-
bottle, the half-heard activities of some of the servants in
the pantry beyond, preparing for the rush of the cocktail
hour. Suddenly Johnny raised his head and pricked up his

"What the deuce is that!" he exclaimed
They listened, then descended to the big open engine-room

doors and listened again. From the direction of Market Streetcame the dull sounds of turmoil, shouting, the growl and roar
of many people excited by something. Across the Plaza aman appeared, running. As he came nearer, both could see
tnat his lace iiad a very grim expression.
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"Hcrc!" called Johnny, as the man nt-arcd them. "Stop a
minute! Tell us what's the mattci!"
The man ceased running, but did not stop. lie was panting

but evidently very angry. His words came from between
gritted teeth.

" Fight," he said briefly. " Casey and James King of William.
King's shot."

At the words something seemed to be stilled in Keith's mind.
Johnny seized the man by the sleeve.

"Hold on," he begged. "I know that kind of a fight. Tell
us."

"Casey went up close to King, said 'come on,' and instantly
shot him before King knew what he was saying "

"Killed?"

"Fatallv wounded."

"Where's Casey?"
"In jail—of course—where he's safe—with his friends."
"Where you headed for?"

"I'm going to get my gun!" said the man grimly, and began
again to run.

They watched his receding figure until it swung around the
corner and disappeared. Without warning a white-hot wave
of anger swej)! over Keith. All the little baftling, annoying
delays, enmities, technicalities, chicaneries, personal antago-
nisms, evasions that had made up the Cora trial were in it. He
seemed to see clearly the inevitable outcome of this trial also.
It would be another Cora-Richardson case over again. A
brave s; irit had been brutally blotted out by an outlaw who
relied confidently on the usual exoneration. With an excla-
mation Keith darted into the engine ho,ise to where hung the
rope ready for an alarm, .^n instant later the heavy booming
of the Monumental's bell smote the air.
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HAVING pivcn this alarm, Keith, Johnny at his elbow,
startecltovvardthecentreofdisturbance. Fromitarosea

co-mt M '

'"^'"'^'.'"^'•"f.
'ike the sound of breakers on a rocky

tuner;fi
'"•'^'^'"' '''''• "^""'^ ^^^^tement, shouting, and vi-

uptration, were converging toward the common centre. As

to nn^ J'''!^^''^'
't ^'''^'"^'^ "^^'re difficult, at last impossible,o proceed. I he streets were packed, jammed. All sorts orumours were abroad-King was dead-King was only slightly

Ten ,;;S''^;;''n"-r ?J"'^
"' ""~^"^^'y ^""'^ '^'^P^^ ^"^" ^he

of\ rL ^^ ' ' "^ ^'^'^'-^ ''''''^'^'' ^'^'^ ''^"^'^"'•^d oiT the footoi Market Street and were preparing to bombard the city. Therewas much rushing to and fro without cause. And over all the

mavc'rtlf ^''^\^"gf'''^
occasionally single cries, as onema> catch fragments of conversation in a crowded room, and allof these were smister: "Hanghim!" "Whereishe?" "Run him

Tnm ''"^T^^f
•: "^""S hi'- oml" "He'll get away if left t"the officers! And over all the cries, the shouts, the curses theno.se of shuffling feet, the very sound of heavy' breahng't^a

the numbers of the mob magnified to a muffled, formkiaWe
undernote, pealed louder and louder the Monument^ bellwinch now Bert Taylor-or some one else-was ringingS
had^!eHl'' r 'T ''i ^T""' ^'r ^"^ '"^""t^J^l^. and his mouthhad sett cd nto a hard, straight line. Johnny's interest had at
first centred in the mob, but after a few curious glances at hhcompanion he transferred it entirely to him. Johnny Fa rfaxwas a judge of men and of crises; and now he was invaded with agreat curujsity to see how the one and the other were here to work
out. With a determination that would not be gainsaid, Keith
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thrust himself through the crowd until he had gained an ele-
vated coping. Here he st.Hxi watching. Johnny, after a glance
at his face, joined him.

Suddenly in the entrance of Dunl.ar Alley, next the city jail,
a compact group of men with drawn pistols apfjeared 'They
made their way rapidly to a carriage standing near, jumped in
and the drner vvhipi)ed up his horses. With a yell of ra-a- the
crowd charged down, but recoiled instinctiyely before the
presented pistols. The horses reared and plunged, and before
anybody had gathered his wits sufficiently to seize the bridles
the whole equipage had disappeared around the corner of
Kearney Street.

" I must say that was well done," said Johnny.
"North and Charles Duane, with Casey, inside," commented

Keith, as dispassionately as though reading from a catalogue
liilly Mulligan and his deputies outside. That is to be re-

membered."
A great mob had surged after the disappearing yehirle but

at least fifty yards in the rear. The remainder were following at a
more leisurely pace. Almost immediately the street was empty.
Keith climbed slowly down from his coping.
"What do you intend doing?" asked Johnny curiously
"Nothing yet."

'

"But they're getting him away I"
"No," said Keith, out of his local knowledge. "They're

merely taking him to the county jail; it's stronger."
They followed the crowd to the wide onen space below the

county jail. The latter was at that period a solidly built one-
story building situated atop a low blutT. Below it the marshal
had drawn up his officers. They stood coolly at ease. The mob
very excited, vociferated, surged back and forth. North and
his men, busily and coolly, but emphatically, were warning them,
over and oyer again, not to approach nearer. A single, con-
certed rush would have overwhelmed the few defenders; but the
rush was not made. Nevertheless, it could not be doubted that
this time the temper of the people was very determined. The
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At that moment a great cheer burst out from the lower end of
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the street. Over the heads of the crowd could lie distinguished
the ^lint of file after file of bayonets.

"That's the ticket!" cried an enthusiast near Keith and
Johnny. "Here come the militia boys! Now we'll soon have
the jail!'"

The bayonets bobbed steadily through the crowd, deployed in

front of the jail, and turned to face the mob. A great groan
went up.

"Soifi!" cried the enthusiast.

These were volunteers from the Law and Order party, hastily
armed from tlie militia armouries, and thrown in front of the jail

for its protection.

Immediately they had taken jjosition the jail door opened, and
there ap{)eared a rather short, carefully dressed man, with side
whiskers, carrying his hat in his hand. He stood for a moment,
appcalin'.,' for attention, one arm upraised. Little by little the
noi.se died down.

"Who is that?" in(|uired Johnny.
He received no reply from Keith, but the enthusiast informed

liim:

"That's our beloved mayor—Van Xess," said he.

When quiet had at length been restfjred, V^an .Vess addressed
them

:

"You are here creating a-i excitement," he said, "which may
lead to occurrences this night which will reciuire years to wipeout.
"\'ou are now labouring under great excitement, and 1 advise you
quietly to disj)erse. I assure you the prisoner is safe. Let 'he
law have its course and justice will Ije done."
Up to this point Van Xess had been listened to vnth respect,

but at the last word he received such a chorus of jeers and cat
calls that he retired hastily.

"How about Richardson? " they demanded of him. " Where's
the law in Cora's case?" "To hell with such justice!"

"Not the popular orator," observed Johnny Fairfa.x.

More soldiers came, and then more, at short intervals, until

the square was filled with .Vnining bayonets. Johnny was
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There seemed to be a Rreat diversity of opinion both amonp the
people on the balcony and those below. Keith listenefl atten-
tively fur a time, then, with the abruptness that had (l-.aracter-
ized his movements and decisions since the moment he had heard
the news of King's assassination, he turned away.

"Let's go," he said briefly.

" Oh, hold on :

" cried Johnny, aghast. "It's just the shank of
the evening! We'll miss all the fun."

"There'll be nothing done," said Keith with decision
"I'm more in hopes," persisted Johnnv. "I'll bet there are

ten thousand men here, armed and angrv, and getting angrier
every minute. They could fairly eat up that lot at the jail

''

"They won't," said Keith.
"I'll bet ono good man could turn them loose in a minute "
Suddenly Keith's dour taciturnitv broke. " You're perfectly

right," he conceded; "but the point is that good men won't lead
a rabble. If we're to have good leaders we must have something
lor them to lead, if we're to cure these conditions, we must do
things in due order. This c.nnot be remedied bv mere excite-
ment nor by deeds done under excitement. I have not yet seen
anything that promises either satisfaction or reform."
"What do you propose doing, then?" asked Johnny, his in-

tuitions again satisfying him that here was the man to tie to
" Walk about," replied Keith.

_

They walked about. In the course of the evening thev looked
in on a dozen meetings of which they had news -in the' Pioneer
Club, n rooms over the old Bella Union, in a saloon off Mont-
gomery Street, at the offices of various merchants. Keith looked
carefully over the personnel of each of these various meetings,
listened a minute or so, and went out. Bv some of the men so
gathered Johnny was quite impressed, but Keith shook his head.

These meetings are being held bv clubs or cliques " he
explained his disbelief in them. "They influence a certain
following, but not a general following. This must be a
general movement or none at all. The right people haven't
taken hold."

Es^^-ii^e^imss^i^mMSP^sismsz
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About midnif,'ht he unexpectedly announced that he was

going home and to bed. Johnny was frankly scandalized.

^^

"I think nothing will happen in this matter," said Keith.
"The time for mob violence has passed. If an attack were now to
be made, I should consider it unfortunate, and should not want to
be mixed up in it, anyway. A mob attack is nothing but a mani-
festation of sheer lawlessness."

"And you're keen for the dear law, of course," said Johnny
with sarcasm.

"There is a difference between mere laws and the law. There
is a time—either here or coming soon—when laws may be broken
that justice may be done. But no popular movement will
succeed unless it has behind it the solemn essential human law
Good-night."

^....
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ON THIS same afternoon of King's assassination Nan
Keith was expecting Sansome in for tea. Afternoon tea
was then an exotic institution, practically unknown in

California society. Ben Sansome was about the only man of
Nan's acquaintance who took it as a mattei of course', without
either awkwardness, embarrassment, or ill-timed je-t. The day
had been fine, and several times she had regretted her jiromise as
she cast an eye at the glow over the gilt-edged tops of the western
hills. The sunset through the Golden Gate must to-day be very
fine.

And Ben Sansome had failed her! She had made certain
little especial preparations—picked llowers, herself cut the
sandwiches thin, put on her most becoming tea gown. As time
passed she became more and more annoyed. She was dis-

appointed not so much at the absence of Ben Sansome as a
person as at the waste of her efforts.

But at six o'clock, when she had given him up, and was about
to change from her tea gown, he came in, full of apologies, very
flustered, and bursting with news.

"King was shot on the street by Casey," he told her, trying
not unsuccessfully for his habitual detached manner. "I
stopped to get the news for you. King is not dead, but probably
fatally wounded. Casey is in jail. There is a great public ex-
citement—a mob is forming. I've been expecting something of
the sort. King has been pretty free with his comments."
At seven o'clock Nan jumped to her feet in a sudden panic.
"Why, I wonder where Milton is!" she cried. "He's never

been so late as this before!

"

" He's probably stayed downtown to follow the course of the
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excitement. Naturally he would. He may not pet home to
supper at all."

Wing Sam announced supper. He was unheeded. Even
Gringo, his ears cocked, watched the door, Retting up uneasily,
whining ,niffing inquiringly, and lying down again. At half-
past sevt n Sansome firmly intervened.

"You're going to make yourself ill," he insisted, "if you don't
eat something. I am hungry, anyway; and I'm not going to
leave you until he comes back."
"Oh, you must be starved! How thoughtless I am!" she

cried.

Sansome, who, it must be confessed, had been somewhat
chagrined at the apparent intensity of her anxietv, was, within
the next two hours, considerably reassured. Nan never did
thmgs halfway. For the moment she had forgotten her guest.
He was certainly very kind, very thoughtful—as always—to stay
here with her. She must not oppress his spirits. But the
mner tension was terrible. She felt that shortly something
must snap. And after supper, when they had returned to the
drawing-room, - queer, low, growling, distant roar, borne on a
chance shift oi mnd, broke one of her sentences in the middle.

" What's that? " she cried, but before Sansome had replied, she
knew what ;t was, the roar of the mob! And Milton was some-
where there!

Suddenly a wave of reaction swept her, of anger. Why was he
there? Why wasn't heat home? Why had he made no attempt
to relieve her cruel anxiety? A messenger—it would have been
very simple! And Ben Sansome was so kind—as always. She
turned to him with a new decision,

^^

"I know you are dying to go see what is going on," she said.
" You simply must not stay here any longer on my account I
insist! Indeed, I think I'll go to bed." But Ben Sansome,
his manner becoming almost caressingly protective, would not
listen.

" It isn't safe to leave you alone," he told her. "All the worst
elements of the city will be out. No woman ^^ould be k'*

i
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alone in times of such danger. I should feel most uneasy at
leaving you i)efore your husband comes in."

His words were correct enough, hut he managed to convey
his opmion that he was only fuIf-'-ng what should have heen
Keith's lirst and manifest duty. She made no replv. The
cc.iversation languished and died. They sat in the lamplight
opposite each other, occasionally exchanging a word or so.
Sansome was content and enjoying him-- If. He conceived that
the stars were fighting for him, and he was enjoving the hour.
Nan, a prey alternately to almost uncontrollable fits of anxiety
and flaming resentment, could hardly sit still.

About midnight Gringo pricked up his ears and barked sharply.
A mom'^ it later Keith came in.

He was evidently dead tired and wholly preoccupied. He
hung up his hat absently. Nan had sprung to her feet.
"Oh, how could you!" she cried, the pent exasperation in her

voice. '• I've been so anxious! I didn't know what might have
happened!"

"I'm all right," replied Keith briefly. "Sorry you were wor-
ried. No chance to send you word."

His apparent indiflference added fuel to Nan's irritation.
"If it hadn't been for Ben, I should have been stark, staring

crazy, here all alone!"

Keith for the first time appeared to notice Sansome's presence.
He nodded at him wearily.

"Mighty good of you," said he. "I appreciate it."

"I thought some man ought to be in the house at a time of
such public excitement," rejoined Sansome significantly.

Keith failed to catch, or elected not to notice, the implication.
Nan's cheeks turned red.

Without further remark Keith walked across to lock the
window; returning, he extinguished a small lamp on the side
table. He was tired out, knew he must be up early, and wanted
above everything to get to bed. The hint was sufficiently ob-
vious. Sansome rose. Nan's flush deepened with mortifica-
tion.



286

if

I

THE GRAY DAWN
Well. I'll just run alonR," said Sansomc cheerfully. He

clKl not ask for news of the evening, nor did Keith volunteer it.
Keith nodded at him bridly and indifferently. He did not
mean to be rude, but his wearied mind was filled to the ex( lusion
of everythmg else with the significance of this day.

Nan, feeling that she must make amends, followed Sansome
mto the hall. Her anxiety for Keith's safety relieved, her
whole reaction was indignantly toward Sansomc.
"I'm sorry to have you go,"'she said, with a feeling that other

circumstances could not have called out. "I don't know what
d have done without vou

!

^'Jansome's sensitive intuitions thrilled to the feeling.
"Your husband is here to take care of vou—now," he mur-

mured. "I must be off." He took her hand, and bent over
her, gazmg mto her eyes with the concentration of a professional
hypnotist. " Good-night," he said, wiih a world of unexpressed
meaning. "Try to get some sleei>-Xan." He said her namem a lower tone, almost lingeringlv, then turned abruptlv and
went out.

Nan stood looking for a moment at the closed door. The
eftect of his personality was on her spirit, the mantle of his care
for her, his consideration for her every mood, wrapped her about
gratelully.

She found the lights all out, and Keith alreadv half undressed
"I must -ay, Milton," she said, "vou might have been a

little less rude 1 o Mr. Sansome. It would have only been decent
after he had sat up here until all hours."

Keith, whose wide eyes woukl ha\e showed him to be wholly
preoccupied with some inner vision or problem, answered im-
patiently from the surface of his mind:
"What in the world did I do to Sansome?"
"You didn't do anything, that's the trouble. Do you realize

he waited here over six hours for you to .ome in^"
"Oh, I guess he'll pull through, said Keith a Uttle con-

temptuously.

Nan became indignant.
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"At U'ast," shi' retorted, "you ou^ht to be Rtateful that he
stayed ti» protect the place!"

"I'lie place wa in no danger," said Keith, yawning.

She clieikid herself, and made a fre^h start.

"What's it all alM)Ul? What happened? Where have you
heen?" she askeil.

Keith nuhu-'d hiiiMif witli an clTorl.

"I'velK-en;! little of everywhere. Lord, I'm tired! Tlure's

a mob about trying to get up nerve to hang Casey. I supp<>>e

you've hexird that Casey shot King this aftern»M)n?"

"Yes, I heard that."'

"Well, when I siiw iiolhinp was going to happen, I came
home, though I'm not sure the trouble is over."

Having said this, Keith fell gratefully to his pillow. Xan
was nervous, wide-awake, curious. She asked a number of

questions. Keith answered with e.xtreme bievity. He was
temporarily exhausted. Shortly he fell asleep beiween two
sentences.



'} .1

LV

THE following morning Keith woke early, slipped to the
kitchen where he was fed by Wing Sam, and was
downtown before Nan, who had not so promptly fallen

asleep, had yet stirred. Even at that hour the streets werecrowded Many-and the majority of these were "consider-
ably ight or otherwise looking the worse for wear-had beenup all night, unable to tear themselves away from the fasci-
nating centres of excitement. The majority, however, had,hke Keith snatcned some repose, and now were out eager to
discover what a new day might bring forth.
The morning newspapers had been issued. Each man helda copy of one of them open at the editorial column, and others

tucked away under his arm. Never had there been such a cir-
culation; and in the case of the Herald never would so many be
sold again For that ill-starred sheet, mistaking utterly the
times, lifld boldly along the way of its sympathies. It spoke
of the assassmation as an "affray"; held forth violently against
the mob spirit of the evening before; and stated vehemently its
opinion that now that "Justice is regularlv administered"
there was no excuse for even the threat of public violence. If
there had been any doubt as to the depth to which public
opinion was at last stirred, the reception of the Herald's edito-
rial would have settled it. Actually, for the moment, indignation
seemed to run more strongly against that sheet than against
Casey himself.

Keith glanced over this editorial with a half smile, tossed the
paper in the gutter, and opened the Alta for news. King still
iving, had been removed from the office of the Express Company
to a room in the Montgomery Block. There, attended by his
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wife, Dr. Beverly Cole, and a whole corps of volunteer physicians,

he was making a fight for life. The bullet had penetrated his

left breast. That was all that was to be reported at present.

Keith glanced at the third page. His eye was caught by this

notice:

THE VIGILANCE COMMITTEE

The members of the Vigilance Committee in good standing
will please meet at No. 1052 Sacramento Street, this day,
Thursday, isth instant, at nine o'clock a. m.

By order of the

Committee of Thirteen.

While he was still gazing thoughtfully at this Johnny Fairfax,

fresh as the morning, appeared at his elbow.

"Hello, wise man," he greeted him cheerily. " You were a good
prophet—and you got some sleep. I hung around all night, but
nothing new was done."

"Look here," said Keith, placing his finger on the notice, "do
you suppose this genuine?"

Johnnv read the notice.

"Couldn't say."

" Because if this is actually the old Committee of '51, it means
business."

"There's one way to find out."

"How's that?"

"Go and see," advised Johnny.

Number 105^ Sacramento Street proved to be a big three-

storied barnlike structure that had been built by a short-lived

poHtical party called the Know Nothings. .\lready the hall

was packed to its full capacity, the entrance ways jammed, and
a big crowd had gathered in the streets.

"Fine chance we have here!" observed Johnny ruefully.

They stood well free of the press for a few moments, watching.

More men were coming from all directions. But Johnny was
resourceful, and likewise restless.



J-

'

Hi

;

i

i

I

2go THE GRAY DAWN
Let s prowl around a little," he suggested to his companion.
Ihey prowled to such good purpose that they discovered, at

the rear of the building, opening into a blind alley, a narrow
wooden stairway. It was unguarded and untenanted

Here we are," pronounced Johnny.
They ascended it, and immediateiy found them.selves in a

small room back of the stage or speaker's i)latform. It con-
tained about a score of men. Their aspect was earnest, serious
grave. Although there was a sufficiency of chairs, they were all
aloot, gathered in a loose group, in whose centre stood William
Coleman, his massive shoulders -quared, his large bony hands
clenched at his side, his tlorid complexion even more' Hushed
than usual, his steady eye travelling slowlv from one face to an-
other Again the strange contradictions in his appearance
struck keith with the impact of a distinct shock-the low
smoothed hair, the sweeping blue-black moustache, the vivid
colour, and high cheek bones of the typical gambler-the clear
eye, hrm mouUi, incisive, deliberate speech, the emanation
of personality that inspired '^ontidence. Next him, talking
earnestly, stood Clancey Dempster, a small man, mild of manner
blue eyed, with light, smooth hair, the last man in the room onewou d have picked for great firmness and courage, vet destined
to play one of the leading roles in this crisis. The gigantic
merchant, Truett, towered above him, he who had calmly held
two hghting teamsters apart by their collars; and homely,' stub-
born, honest Farwell, direct, uncompromising, inspired with
tremendous single-minded earnestness, but tender as a girl toany under dog; ar, James Dows, rough and readv, humorous,
blasphemous, absolutely direct, endowed with "horse sense"
eccentric, but of fundamentally good judgment; Hossfros of \-i

•

Dr. Beverly Cole, high spirited, distinguished looking, courtly'
the excitable, active, nervous, talkative, but staunch To'm
bmiiey; Isaac Blucome whose signature as "

^ ^„ Secretary" was to
become terrible; fiery little George Ward, willing-but unable-
to whip his weight in wild cats. As Keith recoenized t hese men
und others ot their stamp, he nodded his head contentedly'
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Johnny Fairfax must have caught the same impression, for he

leaned across to whisper to Keitli, his eves shininj;:

"We've hit ii:"

Their entrance had i)assed unnoticed in the absorption of

discussion. Coleman was s[)eakini^, evidently in tuial <lecision.

" It is a serious business," said he. " It is no child's play. It

may prove very serious. We may get through quickly, so safely,

or we may so involve ourselves as never to get through.''

"The issue is not of choice, but of I'.xDedioiicy," urged Demp-
ster. "Shall we have vigilance with order or a mob with

an chy?

"

Coleman pondered a moment, then threw up his head.

"On two conditions I will acce[)t the responsibility—absolute

obedience, al)st)lute secrecy."

Without waiting for a reply to this he threw oj)en a door, and
followed by the others, stepped out on the platform. \ roar

greeted their appearance. Johnny and Keith, remaining mod-
estly in the backgri)und, lingered near the ojjcn door.

The hall was tilled to its utmost capacity. Kvery inch of

floor space was occupied, and men |)erched on sills, clung to

beams. Coleman raised his hand and obtained an immediate

dead silence.

"In view of the miscarriage of justice in the '.-arts," he an-

nounced briefly, "it has been thought exi)edient to revive the

Vigilance Committee. An Executive Council was chosen by

a representative of the whole body. I have been asked to

take charge. I will do so, but must stipulate that 1 am lo be

free to choose the first council myself. Is that agreed?''

A roar of assent answered him.

"Very well, gentlemen. I shall request you to vacate the

hall. In a short time the books will be o{)en for enrollment."

He turned and reentered the anteroom followed liy the others.

In so doing he came face to face with the intruders.

"This is not your place, gentlemen," he told them courte-

ously.

They retired down the narrow back stairs and joined the
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huge throng that filled the streets, waiting patiently and quietly

forw r ; r" ''"' ''''"^" "P*^"- ''''^"^^' "^^'^•^^ surged

as the Lxecutiye Committee. These held back the rush ad-rniuing but one man at a time. The crowd immediately ca'ughtthe .dea. Ihere was ab.solutely ..o excitement. Every manwas gnmly m earnest. Cries of "Order! Order! Lineup-"came from different parts of the throng. A rough quadrunlequeue was formed extending down the'street. Therrutto
talk nor smiles, none of the usual rough joking. Each waitedhis turn without impatience.
Johnny Fairfax and Keith, owing to the chance that they hadentered the crowd from the nearby alley and found them^dves

close to the head of the line. As they neared the entrance ando could hear what was there going on, they found that eachapplicant vvas being closely scrutinized and interrogated Thegreat majority passed this ordeal, but several men were perem-tonly turned back with a warning na to try again.
^

iveith s turn came. He was conscious of the scrutiny of manyeyes he heard the word "pass" pronounced by some one in thebackground, and climbed the stairs. At the top he was directed^o an anteroom at the left. Here behind table sat Coler^^i,
Dempster, and a third man unknown to him. To them he re-pea ed the words of an oath of secrecy, and then was passed intoanother room where Isaac Bluxome sat behind a ledger. In tWshe wrote his name.

^

"Your number is 17S," said Blu.xome to him. "By thatnumber and not by your name, you an, henceforth to be known

otTer memlL"''
"'""' ''''''' '"'^ """^^^'^^' ^" -^-""^ ^^

Thence Keith was directed to the main hall where were those

stuadL ;""' '"'""rT"
^'-^^'^"^'^^ •" ^-"P^ ^---ng ^h

situation In a moment Johnny Fairfax joined him.
179, I am," said Johnny. His eyes swept the hall, "Notmuch mob spirit about this; it looks like business."
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They huriR around for an hour. The hall slowly filled.

Finally, learning' that nothing further was to be done until the

enrollment had finished, they wandered out aj^ain into the street.

The unbroken lines of applicants extended as far down *.he street

as the eye could see.

All that day the applicants, orderly and j^rim with purpose,

were passed throuj^h in line. By mid-day it was seen that the

Know-Nothiiif,' Hall was f,'oing to be too small for the meeting
that would later take place. Therefore, a moxe was made to the

Turnverein Hall. .After enrolling, no man departed from the

vicinity for long. Short absences for hastily snatched meals were
followed by hurried returns lest something be missed. From
time to time rejiorts were circulated as to the activities of the

Executive Committee which had been in continuous session

since its appointment. Thus it was said that an Examining
Committee had been appointed to scrutinize the applicants; that

the members of the Executive Committee had been raised to

twenty-six, that Oscar Smith had been appointed chief of police.

The latter rumour was immediately verified by the energetic

activities of that able citizen. He, or his messengers, darted here

and there searching for individuals wanted asdoorkeepers, guards,

or police cfficers. His regulations also began to be felt. By
evening only registered members of the committee were allowed

on the tloor of the hall, even the expostulating reporters being

gently but firmly tjjcted.

Nobody manifested the least excitement or impatience. At
eight o'clock Coleman came out of one of the side rooms, and,

mounting a table, called for order.

"A military organization is rleemcd necessary," he said crisply.

"Numbers one to one hundred will please assemble in the south-

west corner of the room; numbers one hundred and one to two
hundred will take the first window; numbers two hundred and
one to three hundred the second windcnv, and so or " He
hesitated and looked over t' e assembly. "Que Ics Fran^ais, se

meitent au centre" he cnc'ed.

This command in a foreign language was made necessary by
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^li

the oiror^'"??' "T^';V'^
''•^"'^'^"^^" -h^ had first answered

"Xow each company will elect its ,nvn officers h„f ihn..officers are . .hject to the orders of the Exec^-e Committer''

Johnny gasped and turned red

;;

Who's your h'ttle friend?" Keith whispered.
-Never s.-nv bim Ix-fore in my life," repHed Johnnv.

i no not know Afr F"nirfTi- " «u , i ,

"but T ^1w h;^ . . '

^h*- spt'ctacled man was saving

forJI^'
'^ ^'''''''' "'^ ^^"'^h' ^'--^'%' ^he reluctant Johnny

He was elected to the post by acclamation.
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'• If you all have as much confidence in Mr. Fairfax as I have,"

said he, "perhaps you'll give him free hand and lei him pick his
own officers."

This seemed a good idea, and was instantly adopted.
"Well, I thank you, gentlemen," said J'jhnny, "and we'll do

our best to become efficient. Report your names and addresses
to ihis gentleman here

"

"Wiley," supplied the little man.
"We shall drill to-morrow at eight sharp,

weapons-
Bring whatever

But Coleman was again speaking and on this very subject:
"The committee have arranged with George Law," he was

saying, "to supply or hire muskets to the number of several
thousands. These weapons will be at this hall to-morrow
morning early. Company captains can then make their requi-
sitions."

A murmur of inquiry swept the hall. " George Law? Where
did licgci several thousand muskets?" And the counter current of
information making its way slowly—they were only tfintlocks,
I)erfectly efficient though, had bayonets—superseded govern-
ment arms—brought out some time ago by Law to arm some
mysterious filibustering expedition that had fizzled.

In this manner, without confusion, an organization of two
thousand men was formed, si.\teen military companies officered
and armed.

Shortly after Coleman dismissed the meeting. Its members
dispersed to their homes. Absolute quiet descended on the city,
which slept u,. ".er the moon.
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To THE thoughtful bystander all this preparation had
Its significance and its portent, which became ihe stroncrer
when he contemplated the dispositions of the Law a^nd

Order party. The latter had been not less vigorous, and its
strength could not be doubted. The same day that marked the
organization of the Vigilantes saw the regular police force largely
increased. In addition, the sheriff issued thousands of summonses
to citizens, calling on them for service on a posse. These were in
due form of the law. To refuse them meant to put one's self out-
side the law. A great many of them were responded to, for this
reason only, by men not wholly in sympathv with either side.
Once the oath was administered, these new deputies were con-
ironted by the choice between perjurv and service. To be sure
the issuance of these summonses forced many of the neutral
minded into the ranks of the Vigilantes. The refusal to act
placed them on the wrong side of the law; and thev felt that join-
ing a party pledged to what practicallv amounted to civil war
was only a short step farther. The various militan- companies
were mustered, reminded of their oaths, called upon solemnly to
tulhl their sworn duty, and marched to various strategic points
about the jail and elsewhere. Parenthetically, their every ap-
pearance on the streets was well hissed bv the populace The
governor was informally notified of a state of insurrection and re-
quested to send in the State militia. By evening all the forces of
organized society were under arms. The leaders of the Law and
Order party were jubilant. Their position appeared to be im-
pregnable. They felt that back of them was all the weight of
constituted authority, reaching, if need be, to the Federal
Government at Washington. Opposed to them was lawlessness.
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Lawlessness had occasionally become di^jnifiecl revolution, to be
sure, but only when a race took its stand on a great issue; n».ver
when a handful espoused a local quarrel. Civil war it mij^ht be;
but civil war, the wise politicians arpued, must spread to become
etTeclive; and how could a civil war based on the shooting of an
obscure editor in a three-year-old frontier town spread anywhere?
Especially such an editor as James King of William.

For King had made many bitter enemies. In attacking
individual members of a class he had often unreasonably
anlagoniml the whole class. Thus he had justlv castigated the
Times and other venal newspapers; but in so doing had by his too
general statements drawn the tire of everv other journal'in town.
He had with entire reason attacked a certain scalawag of a
Roman Catholic priest~a man the church itself must soon have
taken in hand—but had somehow managed to offend all Roman
Catholics in doing so; likewise, there could be no question that
his bitter scorn for "the chivalry" was well justified, but the
manner of its expression otTended also the decent Southerners.
And all these people saw the Vigilantes, not as a protest against a
condition that had become intolerable, but as the personal
champions of King. The enemies of King, manv of them worthy
citizens, quite out of sympathy with the present methods of
administering the law, became the enemies of the Vigilantes.
No wonder the Law and Order party felt no uneasiness. They

did not underestimate the determination of their opponents. It
was felt that fighting, severe fighting, was perhaps inevitable.
The Law and Order party loved fighting. Thev had chosen as
their commander William Tecumseh Sherman, later to gain his
fame as a great soldier. His greatness in a military capacity
seems to have been exceeded only by his inability to remember
tacts proved elsewhere by original historical documents. This is
the only possible explanation for the hash of misstatements
comprising those chapters in his "Memoirs" dealing with this
time. In writing them the worthy general evidenth-^rgot that
original documents existed, or that statements concerning his-
torical events can often be checked.
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And as a final source of satisfaction, the Vigilantes haH placedthemselves on record. Kvcry man could be apprehendc7andmade to feel the weight of the law. A mol, is i res,K,nsi lie .ndanonymous. These fools had written down the r nm.ln
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Now a new element was injected into the situation in the
person of the governor of the State, one J. Xedy Joiin-
sun, a politician who would lonp since have been utterly

forj,'()tten had not his unlucly star risen just at this unlucky
time. A more unfortunate man for a crisis it would have been
diiricult to find. His whole life had been one of trimming; he had
made his way by trimming; he hid gained the governor's chair
by yielding to the oi)inions of others. This training combined
perfectly with the natural disposition of a chameleon. He was,
or became, a sincere trimmer, taking his colour and his temporary
beliefs from those with whom he hajjpened to be. His judgment
often stuck at trifles, and his o[)inions were quickl / heated but as
quickly cooled. His private morals were done of'Uie best, which
gave certain men an added hold.

On receipt of the message sent by the Law and Order party—
but not, be it noted, by the proper authorities—requesting
the State militia, Governor Johnson came down post-haste
from Sacramento. Immediately on arriving in the city he
sent word to Coleman requesting an interview. Coleman at
once followed the messenger to the Continental Hotel. He was
shown to a private room where he found Jc'inson pacing u[> and
down alone. Coleman bowed gravely in response to the gov-
ernor's airy greeting. Johnson sat down, offered cigars, made
ever\' effort to appear amiable and onciliatory.

„ "J^^^^. '! ^^^' ^^'^ '^ ^^^^> Coleman," he began the interview.
"What is it you want?"
"Peace," replied Coleman, "and if possible without a

struggle."

"That's all very weli," said Johnson pettishly, " to talk about
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Flut what is it

peace with an army of insurn-i tion newly raised,
you actually wish to at complish? "

Coleman looked at him steadily, then leaned forward.

^

"The law is crippled." he told the governor in measured tones.
''We want merely to accomplish what the crippled law should do
hut cannot. This done, we will gladly retire. Now, Governor
you have been asked by the mayor, and certain others, to bring
out the mihlia and crush this movement. I assure you, it cannot
be done; and if you attempt it, ii will cause you and us
great trouble. Do as Governor McDougall did in '51. See in
this movement what he saw in that: a local movement for a local
reform, in which the State is not concerned. We are not a mob;
we demand no overthrow of institutions. We ask not a single
court to adjourn

;
we ask not a single officer to vacate his position

;

we demand only the enforcement of the law—which, after all we
have made!" He e.xtended his strong fist and laid it on 'the
taole. " F you deem it the conscientious duty of your office to
discountenance these proceedings—as perhaps you well may-
then let your opposition be in appearance only. In your heart
you must know the necessity of this measure; you know the
standing of the men managing it. You know that tbi = i- / o mob
no distempered faction. It is San Francisco herself who speaks!
Let California stand aside; let her leave us to our shame and
sorrow; for, as God lives, v will cleanse this city of her corrup-
tion or perish with her! So we have sworn !

"

This long speech, delivered with the solemnity of absolute con-
viction, profoundly impressed Johnson's volatile nature.

'But," he objected uncertainly, "Coleman, you must under-
stand! This is against the law—and I have sworn to uphold
the law!"

"That is a matter for your own conscience," rejoined Cole-
man a little impatiently. "Issue your proclamation, if you
feel that the dignity of the law may be best maintained by
frowning on justice—but confine yourself to that! Leave us
alone in our righteous purposes!"

Johnson, his chameleon soul aglow with enthusiasm, leaped
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to his fc(\ and seized Colemaii 'a tvvo hands. In his eye stood a
tear.

"Sir." he cried. " f,n on with your work! Let it be done as
s[)eedily a^ pos-.jl)!-

: \nu have my best wishes.'"
Coler- til (iiil n.)i rela.\ his formal gravity.
"1 am iilu\ \()u feci that way, and that we understand each

othtr," he conleiited himself with saying.

The heroic moment past, Johnson's restless mind began to
glance amonjj an.xieties,

" Hut hasten the undertaking as much as you can," he begRed.
"The opposition is stronger than you supi)ose. The pressure
on me is going to be terrible. What about the i)risoners in the
jail?" asked Johnson anxiously. "What is your immediate
plan"

"

>"

"That i:; in the hands of the committee," evaded Coleman.
He left the governor, again pacing up and down.
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LVIII

COLEMAN rclurnrd at once lo the hall to resume his in-
terrupted labours with the committee. The results of his
conference with the governor seemed very satisfactory.

"We can now go ahead with free minds/' said Clancey
Dempster.

The business was astonishingly varied in scope. Charles
DoaiiL—not to be confused with Duane, the ex-fire chief—was
appouued military commander-in-chief; Colonel Johns, captain
of artillery; Olney was given the task of guarding the jail from
the outside "with a force numerous enough to prevent escape."
After considerable discussion Aaron Burns was made head of'a
civilian committee to take charge of all prisoners. It was moved
and carried that no city or county official should be admitted to
membership, a striking commentary on th;.' disesteem in which
such men were held. Permanent headquarters were arranged
for; committees appointed for the solicitation of funds. A
dozen other matters of similar detail were taken up, intelligently
discussed, and i)ro\ided for with the celerity of men trained in
crises of business or life. At length it was moved the "com-
mittee, as a body, shall visit the county jail at such time as the
Executive Committee might direct, and take thence James P.
Casey and Charles Cora, give them a fair trial, and administer
such punishment as justice shall demand."

This was the real business, for the transaction of which all
these lessor businesses had been prepared. A slight pause fol-
lowed Its introduction, as though each member present were
savouring the significance of the moment.
"Are you ready for the question?" asked Coleman in grave

tones. "Those in favour "

302



THE GRAY DAWN 303
"Aye," came the instant rospfmsc from e\ery man present.
A messenger o-- .i.c' i:.- door to announce that Governor

Johnson was in 1 u anten urn ;^ guesting sfjeecli with Coleman.
The latter, ham.'ij his gave to Dempster, immediately an-
swered the sumnnrs.
He found Johnson, accompanied by Sherman, Garrison, and

two strangers, lounging in the anteroom. The governor
sprawled in a chair, his hat pulled over his eyes, a cigar in the
corner of his mouth. His companions arose and bowed gravely
as Coleman entered the room, but he remained seated, nodding
at Coleman with an air of cavalier bravado that was plainly in-
tended to conceal his t.ervousness. Without waiting for the
exchange of spoken greaings, he hurst out:
"We have come to ask what you intend to do, " he demande(i

truculently of Coleman, as though he had never seen or talked
to him before.

Coleman stared at him for an instant, completely surprised;
read him; .set his mouth grimly.

"Outrages are of constant occurrence," he recited brielly;
"our suffrages are profaned, our fellow-citizens shot down in
the street, our courts alTord us no redress, we will endure it no
longer."

" I agree with you as to the grievances," rejoinrd the governor,
almost as though reciting a learned lesson; "but I think the
courts are the jiroper remedy. The judges are good men, and
there is no necessity for the people to turn themselves into a
mob and obstruct the execution of the laws."
A flush mounted Coleman's cheek.

"Sir." he cried indignantly, "this is no mob! You know
this is no mob!"
Johnson looked at him from between half-closed lids, as

though from a great distance.

"The opposition is stronger than you imagine," he said.
"There is danger to the city—great danger of bloodshed—which
should lie i)reventefi if {jossible." He paused, forussed his
whole attention on Coleman, and went on with diHberate



304 THE GRAY DAWN
si«mTicancc: "// mnv hr nrccssarx to hrin, nut nil ,1.. f

to •--;<s;an.l I pl.I,. mysdf „. his fair an,! s u . y ri"^A liuH,.M, rc.,l,xm. fully u-l.ua f.,rn,i.lal,k.d<.nu.u .hs/^^^^^^^^^o^ on thr.w uHo .lu- situation. CoLuan's cxprcssio . 'r .l
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"Wc (louht your ;il)ility to fio this," went on Coleman, "hut

wc arc ready to meet you halfway. This is what we will promise:
we will take no steps without first ^ivin-,' 3'ou notice. Hul
in return we insist that ten men of our own selection shall he
added to the sherilT's forre within the jail."

"An.l," added Isaac Hluxome, "that thev he fed and kept
and treated well. 'J'hat's part of the hargain."
"Why, that sounds fair and reasonahle, ^-entlemen.'" the j,'ov-

nor crierl heartily. "I see no ohjection to fliat! 1 was sure
we could come to an afrreement!"
He was suddenly all cordiality, all smiles, shaking each man's

hand in turn. His companions retained their manner of gla-
cial formality, however, fie shortly withdrew, full (jf spirits,
very much relieved at the lifting of what seemed to him a cl(,ufi
of unjust o{)pression for a i)oor official who merely wanted peace.
The real situation, evident enough to the keener hrains on either
side, was veiled to him. For jwor Johnson had thus far stepi)ed
from one hlunder into another. If Coleman were completely
outside the la- ' en he, as an executive of the law, had no
hu.-iness treat; laking agreements with him at all. Fur-
thermore, as ex . ,.ive of the State, h: had no legal right to
mterfere with city affairs unless formally summoned hy the
authorities—a procedure that had not heen adoi)ted. And to
cap it all, he had for the second time treated with "rehels" and
to their advantage. For, as the astute Coleman well knew, the
final agreement was all to the henefit of the committee. They
gamed the right to place a personal guard over the prisoners;
they gave, practically, only a promise to withdraw that guard
before attacking the jail—a procedure eminently sensible if

they cared anything for the guard.

This little weakness was immediately and vigorously pointed
out to Johnson when he returned triumphantly to his hotel.
Keen minds were i)lenty in the Law and Order partv. Johnson
was crestfallen. Like all men of little calibre elevated by
expediency to high office, he wanted above everything to have
peace, to leave things as they were, to avoid friction.
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I dul It for
1 ,c best; an.i I assure ycu I am still convinced ihathi. agreement-entered into in all faith and sincerity—

^

Bosh! boomed Judge Cal- well.
^''I beg vour pardon!" said Johnson, flushing.

c-ne .\tl' Th'''n '"^'"''\t "'f
J"''^'^' '"•'""'"« '^'^ P"int of his

n an can see. Uest thmg is to put a bold face on it. Take itor granted that the committee has promised to surrender a

mc case to tlie courts.

;;i hardly think they intended that." murmured Johnson.
,

xMcant snorted the judge. "The words will bear thatin".erpretat,on. won't they? VVIu> cares what they meant'"

about^
^'^ -""f,7"^i"f this versi.>n was industriously passe.l

•The
';^'",^^''^™^^"

l-^--''
^^^ '"^ ''^" P"l>-I Ws long moustache,lie time has com, he .said with decision. "After that

It IS either ourselves o; a mob. "' '

He went immediatelv to the hall

vv.'-^''" ?'"r'",
!"' '"'"^ ^' niessenger. The head of the guardwas soon before him.

8U'i"i

DiZ^'com'
'"''' •''' ''•''^' ""'" >'^'"

''^^"""f^^ ^he command of apicked company in an important but somewhat perilous move-

Olney's tall form stiffened with pleasure.
'I will—with thanks!"

nanies'"s'iv,'r''
^''"^ T ^'''''' "" '^'' ^""'"''^ "^ ^^^atever com-

b'a -SV ^ ;;'" ^"^'^^"""^; '^"^ "^^'n of the very highestb-avtrv. Let hem know that they are chosen for the post ofdanger, which is the post of honour, and permit none to servewho does not so esteem it.

"

Olney saluted, and went at once to the main floor, wliich fordrhng purposes was shared by four companies. He Lod
still until his eye fell on Johnny Fairfax-him he called aside\ou can get the whole si.xty right here if you want to

"
Johnny told him. "But if you want to distribute things--^'"
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"I(i(),"sai(10lncy.

"Thrn I'd lakt- Keith, CarttT, that teamster McCilynn, and
Salisl)iiry."'

Toi^'clhiT ihi'v went the rounds of the improm- tu armouries,

iio'uv^ carefully over the rolls, {)iekinj,' a man here atid there. By
eif^ht o'clock the sixty, informed, e(|ui{);)ed, and ready, were
j,'ath<Ted at the hail. OIney dismissed all other.-,, and set him-
self to drillinj: his pic ked hodv.

"I don't care whether you can do 'shoulder arms' or n it," he
said, "hut you've j,'ot to learn simple evolutions so I (an handle
you. And n-ou nuisl learn one another's faces. .\ow, come
on I

'

'

At two o'clock in the morning he expressed himself as sat-

isfied. From the stock of blankets with which the headcjuar-
tcrs were already providi'd the\- selected bedding, and turned
in on the tloor. At si.x o'clock Olney began to send out detach-
ments for breakfast.

'•Feed up,'' he advised them. "I don't know what this is i.-'

about, but it pays to eat we!!."

By ei<,du o'clock every man was in his place, lined uj) to rit,nd

attention as Colen;an enteri'il the buiUiinj,'.

"There they are!" said Olney proudly. " Every man of them
of good, touf,di courage, and you can handle them as well as any
old soldiers!"

Other men came into the hall, some of them in ranks, as they
had fallen in at their own com[xm\- head(|uarters outside, others
singly or in groups. Doorkeipers prevented all e.xit; once a
man was in, he was not permitted to go out. Some of the
leaders and cajitains, among whom were Doane, Olnev, and Tal-
bot Ward, were summoned to Coleman's room. Shortly they
emerged, and circulated through the hall giving to each captain
of a company detaikd and e.x[)licit directions. Each was in-

structed as to what hour he and his command were to start;
from what given point; along exactly what route; and at exactly
what time he was to arrive at another given point—not a mo-
ment sooner or later. Each was ignorant as to the instructions
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given the oihcrs. Xevcr was a plan better laid cut for con

so^^d Tar;;:.;, <;:;! 'Tf'
'-"- 1-^-- ^-^ -^^zi:^

in Z!\Z ^'-''^ ''''^'^^"' "'^^"^'^J attentivelv, returnedto head his company, thoughtful with responsibility
'

Olney gave the orders to his picked company in personThey were told to leave their muskets. A med onl vvkhl^stols, they were to make their way by diiTerent roJI^'jhe

Keith and Johnny Fairfax started out together. "This is a

panion I can t shoot a pistol. I ought to be in the rank and

s^;:;;He.:! '-

''-'-' ^"- ^''^' ^'-^ - -ei;,r;^?

were^'a^i.'lU witt
' ""!''' '"'"^''';" ^'P''^^^' ^^^nny, whose eyeswere alight vith e.xcitement. "I wonder what's un> This

wntu'r- '
T''"") "''^^

"

'^'

^

-'•"•- ^-^^'
was forward' ^^^h'''","

'^"^"'"''' ^"^ "" '"^'-""^ ^'^^^ '-^"vthingwas torward. The streets were much as usual except thit aninoidinate amount of street-corner discussion seemed to be eo

"4Tbc'me: f ',"
^'"^ ^' ''' circumstances waTnorm^ 'a

"ph'hadleenl"'''
'''''''''''' '"^ ^^^' ^^^'^^ ^^ '^^ ^^^

"I hear Mr. King, God rest him, is better " she said " An^what are the men going to do with that ylain Ca e o If themen don't hang him, the women will
'" '

' ^^"^

,^
A Mtle farther Keith stopped short at sight of two men hurry-

"Hold on, Watkins! " he called
The four of them drew aside a little out of the way.
Weren t you in the jail guard? " asked Keith

Watkins nodded.
"How does it happen vou're outside? '

"The committee sent notice that th^ truce was over "
Johnny uttered an exultant yell, which he cut short shamefacedly when a dozen passersby looked around.



LIX

IT
HAPPEXF.D on this day that Xan Keith had refused an

invitation to rule with Ben Sansonie, but ha.l a^Tecd as a
comuromisc to ^ive him a cup of tea late in the afternoon

Aans mood was latterly becoming more and more restless
It was an uncnseious rellection of the times, unconscious be-
cause she had no real conception of what was -oinir on In
obedience to Keith's positively expresse.l request she had
kept away from the downtown districts, leavin- the neces-
sary marketm- to Win^ Sam. For the moment.' as has been
explauied her points of touch with society were limited It
happened that before the trouble bejran the Keiths had been
subscribers to tlie BulHin and the Herald, and these two jour-
nals continued to be delivered. Neither of them ^ave her much
Idea ot what was really going on. For a moment her imagina-
lon was touched by the blank space of white paper the IhdlctinMl w^here King s editorials had usually been printed, but ThomasKings subsecment violence had repelled her. The Herald,

after rash y treating the "affray" as a street brawl, lost hundreds
of subscribers and most of its advertising. It shrunk to a sheet
a quarter of its usual size. Xaturallv, its editor, John Xuijent
was the niore solidly and bitterly aligned with the Law and Order
party. The true importance of the revolt, either as an ethical
movement or merely as regards its physical size, did not get toAan at ail She knew the time was one of turmoils and e^xcite-
ments. She believed the city in danger of mobs. Her attitude
might be described as a mixture of fastidious disapproval and a
sympathetic restlessness.

About the middle of the afternoon Mrs. Sherwnnd ^ame im
the front walk and rang the beU. Nan, sitting behind lace

309
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curtains, was impressed hy her air of controlKTl excitement
Airs. Sherwood hurried. She hurried Kracefullv, to i)e sure, and
with a reminiscence; of her usual feline indolence; I)ut she hurried
ne>-ertheless. Therefore, Xan herself answered the bell, instead
of awaiting the deliijerate Wine; Sam.
_"^My dear,'' cried Mrs. Sherwood, "get your mantle, and come

witn me. There's something' going to happen- somelhintr
big!"

^

She refused to answer Nan's questions.
"\()u'll see," was all the reply she vouchsafed. ''Hurry.'"
They crossed by tlie new graded streets where the sand hills had

been, and soon found themsehes on the low elevations above the
county jail. Mrs. Sherwood led the wa\- to the pordi of a one-
story wooden house that appeared to be unoccupied.
"This is tine!" she said with satisfaction.
The jail was just below them, and ihev looked directlv across

the open square in front of it and the convergence' of two
streets. The jail was buzzing like a hi\e: men were coming and
goh.g busily, running away as though on errands, or darting in
through t he o[)en door. Armed men were taking their places on
the tlat roof.

In contrast to this one little sjkH of excited activitv, the rest of
the scene was almost su[)erlatively peaceful. People were drift-
uig in from all the side streets, but they were sauntering slowly,
a though wil'noui particular interest; thev might have been
going to or coming from church. A warm, basking. Sunday feel
was in the sunshine. There was not the faintest breeze. Distant
sounds carried clearly, as the barking of a dog— it might have
been Gringo shut up at home—or the crowing of a distant cock.
From the square below arose the murmur of a multitude talking.
The groups of people increased in frequencv, in numbers'.
Black forms began to appear on roof tops ail about; white faces
at windows. It would have been imj^ssible to say when the
scattered groups became a crowd; when the side of the square
hlled; when the converging streets became black with closely
packed people; when the windows and doors and balconies, the



THK anw DAWN 311

copings and railing's, the slopes of the hills were all occupied, but
so it was. Hclorc she fairly realized that many were Kathcring,
Nan looked down on twenty thousand {)eo[)le. They took their
positions quietly, and waited. There was no shouting, no dem-
onstration, so little talking that the low murmur never rendered
inaudible the barking of the dog or the crowing of the distai t

cock. The (hx..rs of the jail had closed. Men ceased going in

and out. The armed forces on the roof were increased.
Nan had left off asking questions of Mrs. Sherwood, who an-

swered none. The feeling of tense expectation filled her also.

What was forward? Was this a mob? Why were these people
gathered? Somehow they gave her the in.-pression that they, tt)0,

like Mrs. Sherwood and herself, were waiting to see.

^

After a long time she saw the closely packed crowd down the
vista of one of the converging streets move in the agitation of
some disturbance. .\ moment later the sun caught tiles of bay-
onets. At the same in. lant the same thing happened at the end
of tlie other converging street. The armed columns came stead-
ily forward, the people giving way. Their men were dressed in
sober citizens' clotiies. The shining steel of the bayonets fur-
nished the only touch of uniform. Quietly and steadily they
came forward, the snake of steel undulating and twisting like a
living thing. The two columns reached the convergence of the
street together. ., they entered the square before the jail, a
third and fourth column debouched from side streets, and others
deployed into view on the hills behind. The timing was perfect.
One minute the prospect was empty of all but spectators, the
next it was filled with grim and silent armed men.
Near the two women and among chance spectators on the

piazza of the deserted house a well-known character of the times
leaned against one of the pillars. This was Colonel Gift. Our
chronicler, who has an eye for the telling phrase, describes him as
"a tall, lank, empty-bowelled, tobacco-spurting Southerner, with
eyes like burning black balls, who could talk a company of
listeners into an insane asylum quicker than any man in Cali-
fornia, and whose bluspiiemy could not be equalled, either in
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quant.ty or qualny, l.y the most profane „f anv ape nr nation "
In this cnsis Co!.,Md Giffs sympatl.ies may he ^uessecl. Hewatchec. the scene helow him with a sarch.nic eve. As the arme<lcokmins wheeled into place and stood at attent'ion, he turned to aman standing near.

t"i«'.i

"I tell you stranger." said he, "when -ou see those damned
psalm-sinRinp Yankees turn out of their ehurches, shoul.K r their
guns, and march away of a Sunday, you may know that hell isgomp to crack shortly!

"

Mrs Sherwood lu'rned an amused eye in his direction. Thecolone for the hrs. lime hecomin^ aware of her presence, swept
oiT his black slouch hat and apologised profusely for the "riamn "
The armed men stood rigid, four deep all around the squareBehind them the masses of the people watched. Even themurmur died. Again everybody waited.
Now. at a commuiid, the ranks feU apart and from the side

gun at the tnci .1 , pe. 1 hei^ preliminary task of watching tl.e

W tM
"" f'"^' ''^^^^^P*-' fi"'^hed, they had been again gathered.

llnTf "l"'^^^>',f
^"^-i^'^" they wheeled and came to rest^aang the frownmg walls of the jail, the cannon pointed at the

Nan gasped sharply, and seized Mrs. Sherwood's arm withboth hands. She had recognized Keith standing by the rightwheel of the cannon. He was looking straight ahead, and the ex-pres .on on his face was one .he had never seen there before
Suddenly something swelled up within her breast and choked
ner. 1 he tears rushed to her eyes

loaded l;,f^''''f'-'' '"f V T'''""
'" P'''^'" ^'ght. the cannon wasloaded with powder and baH. A man lit a slow match, blew it

painstakingly to a glow, then took his position at the breech
1 he slight mnum.rable sounds of these activities died The
bustle of men moving imperceptibly fell. Not even the coughing

hearcTfortT
"'^ '" ' ''"'^'""^' "^ ^^"^'^ P''^>''"S attention wa!heard for the intense interest inhibited these nervous svmptoms

1 robably never have twenty thousand people, gathered in one
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place, mario th.ir presencf S(, little evident. A deep, scl.mn
sti.iiies-; hro,„!e,l over them. The spritv,' sun lav warm and
Kr.ileful on nun'> shouMers; the doves and birds, the distant dogs
and roosters, eooed and twittered, l)arked and crowi.l.

N'othiii;; happened for full ten minutes. The pieked men
stood rigid by the gun in the mid.lle of the -(luare the slow
match burned sleepily, a tiny thread of smoke risin- in the still
air; the sunlight gleamerj from the ranks of bavonets- the vast
multitude held its breath, the walls of ihe jail rcm'ainerl blank and
inscrutable.

^

Then a man on horseback was seen pushing his wa\ through
tne crowd. He rode directly up to the jail door, on' which he
rapped thrice with the hanrlle of his riding whi-). .\gainst the
silence these taps, but gently delivered, sounde.l sharp and
staccato. .After a moment the wicket opened. The rider with-
out chsmountiim. hand, ,1 through it a note; then, with a superb
display of the old-fashioned horsemanship, backed his horse half
the length of the scjuare where he, too. came to rest.

'• Who is he? •• whispered \an. Why she whispered she could
not have told.

''Charles Doane," answered Mrs. Sherwood, in the same
voice.

Another commotion down the street. Again the ranks parted
and clo.sed again, this time to admit three carriages driven
rapidly. As they came to a stop the muskets all around the
square leaped to the -'present.-' So disconcerting was this
sudden slap and rattle of arms after the ten.seness of the last half
hour, that men dodged back as though from a blow With
admirable precision, Olney's men, obeying a series of commands
moved forward from the gun to form a hollow square around the
carriages. Only the man with the burning slow match was left
stanfhng by the breech.

From the carriages then descended Coleman, Truett, Talbot
Ward, Srniley, and two other men whom neither Xan iior Mrs
Sherwood recognized. Amid the dead silence thev walked
directly to the jail door Olncv's Six*- 5-i-.l-;r-T f^ ' ij> -iKfKJi, (_^ui(__) 3 C5i.\t_^ Uicaking inc square and
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clq. oy.n« close at their heels. A low colloc,uv through thew.cket novy took place. At length the ci.>or sw .n, Sv orxn
I he comrn.ttee entered. The door swung shut after'them.' .Aga.nhe iKH.ple waned, but nov once more arose the murmur of low"toned conversation.

"w"ur oi low-
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Up
TO this fla\' Casey ha<l hern very rontcnt vviih his

situation. His .,uarlers wtTf the !hsi the plaa' alTcnlr.l
anrl they had l)een made more cnmforlal.li-. Scores of

ri.n.is liad visiter! him. hailing him as their champion. He lia.l-en made to fee! quite a !,ero. To !>. sure it uas a nuisanee lo
Ik- so conhned: l,ut wlien he shot K.mk. he !kuI amicipa.ed
xnderjjoniK some nu-onv,.nie.,. e. It ua^ a priee to pav He
underslo<Kl tliat there ua.s .on.e pul.lie e.xeitenunt. anriVhat itwas well to l,e low for a little until that had died down Themomentary annoyance would he more than offset I.v liter
Presti-re. Casey did not in the least fear the courts. lie had
tn^ore his eyes too many reas^urin^ examples. Hi> friends were

H.eh he was hherally supplied, they boasted of their ,t ren^nh and
Iheir disposition.-, -the whole police force of the c il v. the militiacompanies sworn to act in just such en.er^jencies, hundreds of vol-un eer>. ,1 nec.-ssar>- the whole power of the .Slate of California
^^i\vd to put down this affronting of dulv constituted law'

But th,.s Sunday morning Casey wa> unea,s>-. Th.-ie seemed
to tx much whispering m wrners, much bustling to and fro Hepaced bacK and forth, fretting, interrogating those about'him.
But they could or would tell him little-there was trouble-an<l
they us.ed away, leaving Ca.ey alone. As a matter of fact, the
^^. hdrawal of the committee's guard of ten, and the fomial
notice that the truce was thus promptly ended, had caught the

• H 7f ^^''' ^^"P'-^P^^^-'J- VVilh five hours' notice-or

have h!'^''''
""'•'' ?rr'' "" ""••'-^^' 8-'--n -the jail wouldhave been impregnably defended. The su.iden move of thecommittee won; as prompt, decisive moves wUi.
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The bustling of the people in the jail suddenly died. Casey

heard no shuffle of feet, no whisper of conversation. The
building might have been empty save for himself. But he did

hear outside the steady rhythmic tramp of feet.

SherifT Scannell stood before him, the Vigilantes' written

communication in his hand. Casey, looking up from the bed on

wiiich he had fallen in sudden shrinking, saw on his face an ex-

pression that made him cower. For the first time realization

came to him of the straits he was in. His v ivid Irish imagination

leaped instantaneously from the complacence of absolute safety

to the depths of terror. He sprang to his feet.

"You aren't going to betray me! You aren't going to give

me up!" he cried, wringing his hands.

"James," replied Scannell solemnly, " there are three thousand

armed men coming for you, and I have not now thirty supporters

around the jail."

"Not thirty!" cried Casey, astonished. For a moment he

appeared crushed; then leaped to his feet flourishing a long knife

he had drawn from his boot. "I'll not be taken from this place

alive!" he shrieked, beside himself with hysteria. "Where are

all you brave fellows who were going to see me through this?
"

Scannell looked at him sadly. In the pause came a sharp

knocking' at the door of the jail. The sheriff turned away. A
moment later Casey, listening intently, heard the door open and

close, heard the sound of talking. He fairly darted to his table,

scrawled a paper, and called to attract attention. Marshal

North answered the summons.

"Give this to them—to the Vigilantes," urged Casey, thrust-

ing .he paper into his hands. North glanced through the note.

To THE Vigilant Committee. Gentlemen: I am willing to

go before you if you will let me speak but ten minutes. I do not

wish the blood of any man upon my head.

Jas. Casey.

But after North had gone to deliver this, Casey again sprang

to his feet, again flourished his bowic knife, again ramped up and
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A deputy
down, again swore he would never be taken alive,
passefl the door. Casey's demeanour collap.sed again.

"Tell them," he begged this man earnestly; "tell them if two
respectable citizens will promise me gentlemanly treatment, I'll

go peaceably: I will not be dragged through the streets like a
dog! If iliey will give me a fair trial and allow me to summon
my witnesses, I'll yield!"

And the deputy left him pacing up and down, waving his knife
muttering wildi} to himself.

'

On entering the jail door Coleman and his companions bowed
formally to the sheriff.

" We have come for the prisoner, Casey," said Coleman. "We
ask that he be peaceably delivered us handcuffed, at the door
immediately."

'

"Under e.xisting circumstances," replied Scannell, "I shall
make no resistance. The prison and its contents are yours."

But Truett interrupted pointedly:
"We want only the man Casey, at present," he said. "For

the rest we hold you strictly accountable."
Scannell bowed without reply. North and the deputy camem succession to dehver Casey's messages, and to report his

apparent determination. The committee offered no comment.
They penetrated to the interior of the jail. Many men, ap-
parently unarmed, idling about as though merely spectators,
looked at them curiously as they passed. Casey heard them
commg and sprang back from the door, holding his long knife
dramatically poised. Coleman walked directly to the door
where he stopped, looking Casey coldly in the eye. The seconds
passed. Neither man stirred. At the end of a full minute Cole-
man said sharply:

"Lay down that knife!

"

As though his incisive tones had broken the spell, Casev moved
He looked wildly to right and to left; then flung the knife from
him and buried his face in his hands.
"Your requests are granted," said Coleman shortly; then to

Marshal North: "Open the door and bring him out."'
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LXI

ON THE veranda of the unoccupied house above the jail

Nan Keith stood rigid, her hand upon her heart. During

the period of the committee's absence inside the jail she

did not alter her position by a hair's breadth. She was in the

hypnosis of a portentous waiting. Time fell into the abyss of

eternity: wnether it were ten minutes or ten hours did not matter

in the least.

For this was to Nan in the nature of a revelation so sudc'en

and so complete that it filled her whole soul. Had she known
what Mrs. Sherwood was taking her to see, she would have pre-

visualized a drunken, disorderly, howling, bloodthirsty mob; a

huge composite of brawling antagonisms, of blind fury, of vulgar

irrationalisms. Here were men filled with purpose. This was

what caught at her breath—the grim silent purpose of it! The

orderly progression of events, moving with the certainty of a fate,

was like the steady crescendo of solemn music. And this cre-

scendo rose in her as a tide of emotion that overflowed and

drowned her. The right and wrong—as she had examined them

intellectually or through the darkened glasses of her caste preju-

dices—were quite lost. This was merely something primitive,

wonderful, beautiful. The spectacle was at the moment of

suspense, yet she felt no impatience—the wheel must turn in its

own majestic circle—but only an intense expectation. And in

this she felt, subconsciously, that she was one with the multitude.

The jail door swum open. The committee came out. In the

middle of their compact group walked a stranger.

"Casey! " breathed a vast voice from the crowd.

An indescribable burst of grateful relief fluttered across the up-

turned faces as a brczc across water. It was almost timid at
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first, but gathered strength as it spread. It rolled up the hillside.
A great, deej) breath seemed to fill the lungs of the throng. The
murmur swelled suddenly, was on the point of bursting into the
frantic cheering of twenty thousand men.

But Coleman, his hat removed, raised his hand. In obedience
to the simple gesture the cheer was stifled. In an instant all \^

still. The little group entered the carriages, which immediately
wheeled and (irove away.
Nan, standing bolt upright, her attitude still unchanged,

caught her breath at the inhibition of the cheer. She did not
even try to wink away the tears that rolled down her cheeks.
Through them she saw the troops wheel with the precision of
veterans, and march away after the carriages. The crowd
melted slowly. Soon were left only the inscrut"ble jail, the gun
still pointed at its d .or, the rigid ranks of Olnevs Si.xty, who had
evidently been left on guard, and a few stragglers.
Suddenly she turned and walked away. Mrs. Sherwood fol-

lowed her as rapidly as she could, but did not succeed in catch-
ing up with her. At the corner below the Keiths' house she
stopped, watched until Nan had gained her own dooryard, then
tu.-ned toward home, a smile sketching her lips, a light in her eyes.
Nan flung open her door and went directly to the parlour.

She stood in the doorway contemplating the scene. It was very
cozy. The afternoon sun slanted through the higli narrow win-
dows of the period, gilding the dust motes floating lazilv to and
fro. The tea table, set with a snowy cloth, glittered invitingly,
Its silver and porcelain, its plates of daintv sandwiches and thin
waferlike cookies—Wing Sam's specialtv -enticingly displaved.
Two easy chairs had been drawn close, and before the 'un-
occupied one a low footstool had been placed. Ben Sansome
sat in the other. He was, as usual, e.xquisitclv dressed. All
his little appointments were not onlv correi ; but worn easily.
The varicoloured waistcoat, the sparkling studs and cravat pins,
the bright, soft silk tie, were all subdued from their ordinary
too-vivid etTect by the grace with which they were carried. Nan
saw ail this, and appreciated it dispassionately, appraising him
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anew through clarified vision. Especially she noticed the

waxed ends of his small moustache. He had, at the sound of

her entrance, lighted the tea kettle; and as she came in he smiled

up at her brightly.

" You see," he cried gayly, " I am doing your task for you ! I

have the lamp all lit!

"

She paid no attention to this, but advanced two steps into the

room.

"Which side are you on, anyway?" she asked abruptly and a

Uttle harshly.

Sansome raised his eyebrows in faint and fastidious surprise.

"Dear lady, what do you mean?"
"The only thing I can mean in these times: are you with the

Law and Order, or with the Committee of Vigilance?"

Sansome shrugged his shoulders whimsically and sank back

ii.fo his chair.

'How can you ask that, dear lady?" he begged pathetically.

"You would not class me with the rabble, I hope."

But Nan did not in the slightest degree respond to the light-

ness of his tone. Her own was cold and detached.

"I do not know how to class you," she said. "But I asked

you a question."

Sansome arose to his feet again. His manner now became

sympathetic, but into it had crept th" least hint of resentment.

"I don't understand your mood," he told her. "You are

overwrought."

Nan's self-control slipped by ever so little. She did not actu-

ally stamp her foot, but her delivery of her next speech achieved

that for her.

"Will you answer me?" she demanded. "Which side are

you on?"

"I am on the side every gentleman is on," replied Sansome, a

trifle stung. "The side of the law."

"Then," she cried, with a sudden intensity, "why weren't you

there—on your side—defending the jail? Why are you here?"

Ben Sansomc's knowledge of women was wide, and he there-
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fore imagined it profound. Here be recognized the symptoms
of hysteria, cause unknown. He adopted the Hghtly soothing.

"I thought I was asked here!" he cried with quizzical mock
pathos.

She stared at him a contemplative instant so steadily that

he coloured. She was not seeing him, however; she was seeing

Keith, standing with his fellows in the open, under the walls of

the jail and its hidden guns. With a short laugh she turned

away.

"You were," said she. "Help yourself to tea. As you say,

I ani overwrought. I am going to lie down."

Her one compelling instinct now was to get away from him
befor something in her brain snapped. He became soothing.

"Won't you have a cup of tea first?" he urged. "It will do
you good."

"A cup of tea!" she repeated with deadly calm. It seemed

such an ending to such a day! She tried to laugh, but strangled

in her throat; and she bolted wildly from the room, leaving Ben
Sansome staring.
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LXII

NAN'S high exaltation of spirit, which still soared at the

altitude to which the events of the afternoon had lifted

it, next expressed itself in a characteristically feminine
manner: she picked flowers in the garden, arranged them, placed
them effectively, set the table herself, lighted the lamps, touched
a match to the wood fire always comfortable in San Francisco

evenings, slightly altered the position of the chairs, visited Wing
Sam with fresh instructions. Gringo, who looked on all this as

for his especial benefit, took his place luxuriously before the grate.

It was a cozy, homelike scene. Then she dressed slowly and
carefully in her most becoming gown—the only gown Keitii had
ever definitely singled out for individual praise—took especial

pains with her hair, and finally descended to join Gringo. The
latter, as a greeting intended to show his entire confidence,

promptly rolled over to expose his vitals to her should it be her

pleasure to hurt a poor defenceless dog. He was a ridiculous

sight, upside down, his tongue lolling out, his eye rolled up at

her adoringly. She laughed at him a little, then leaned swiftly

over to confide something in his ear.

But that evening Keith was late. The clock on the mantel
chimed clearly the hour, then the quarter and the half. Wing
Sam came to protest aggrievedly that " him glub catchumcold

—

you no wait
! '

' Nan was severe with Wing Spm and his'suggestion

—so unwontedly severe that Wing Sam returned to the kitcher

muttering darkly. He had caught the atmosphere of celebra-

tion, somehow, and on his own initiative had frosted with wonder-
ful white a cake not yet cut, and on the cake had carefully

traced pink legends in Chinese and English characters. The
former was one of those conventional mottoes seen on every
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laundry, dub, and temple which would have translated "Health,
long life, and hap{)iness"; the other VVinq; Sam had copied from
a lithograph he much admired. It read " Use Rising Sun Stove
Polish." Glowering with resentment, Wing Sam scraped the
frosting from the cake.

At eight o'clock a small boy delivered a note at the door and
scuttled back to the centre of excitement. It was a scrawl from
Keith, saying that he was detained, would not be home to din-
ner, might not be in at all. Nan sat down to a cold, belated
meal served by a loftily disapproving Chinaman. She tried
to think of her pride in Keith, and the work he, in company with
his fellows, was doing for the city; to recall some of her e.\alta-

tion of the afternoon; but it was very difficult. Her little

preparations were so much nearer. The table, the llowers, the
shaded lamps, the tire on the hearth, her gown, the twist of her
hair, all mocked her anticifiations. In spite of herself her
spirits went down to zero. She could not eat, she could not
even sit at the table through the service of the various courses.
Midway in the meal she threw aside her napkin antl re-

turned abruptly to the drawing-room. The fire was snapping
merrily on the hearth. Gringo ojx-'ned his eyes at her entrance,
recognized his beloved mistress, and rolled over as usual, all

four legs in the air, his tender stomach confidingly exjwsed, for
who could be so brutal as to hurt a poor defenceless dog? Nan
kicked him pettishly in the ribs. Gringo stopped panting, and
drew in his tongue, but otherwi > did not shift his posture. This
was, of course, a mistake. Nan kicked him again. Gringo
rose deliberately and retired with dignity to the coldest, darkest,
most cheerless corner he could find, where he sat and looked
dejected.

"You look such a silly fool!" Nan told him relentlessly.

Thus passed the moment of exaltation and expansion. If

Keith had come home to dine, it is probable that the barrier
between them—of which he was only dimly conscious—would
have been broken. But by midnight Nan had, as sIkj imagined,
"thought out" the situation. She was able to see him now
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through eyes purged of self-pity or self-thought. She came to
full realization, which she formulated to herself, that she was
not now the central point of his interest—that she was "no
longer" the central point, as she expressed it. She was right
also m her conclusion that all day long he hardly gave her more
than a perfunctory thought. So far, her facts wer absolutely
correct. But Nan was, in spite of her natural good mind and
married experience, too ignorant of man psychology to draw the
true conclusion. Indeed, very few women ever realize man's
possibilities of single-minded purpose and concentration to the
temporary exclusion of other things. Keith's whole being was
earned by this moral movement in which he was involved. He
simply took Nan for granted; and that is something a woman
never gets used to, and always misinterprets.
"He no longer loves me!" she said to herself, in this hour of

plain thinking. She faced it squarely; and her heart sank to
the depths; for she still loved him, and the sight of him that
afternoon amid the guns had told her how much.
But her next thought was not of herself, but of him, and the

situation in which he was working out his destiny. "How can
I best help?" she asked herself, which showed that the spirit
aroused m her that afternoon had not in reality died. And her
intellect relentlessly pointed out to her that her only aid would
come from her self-effacement, her standing one side. When the
great work was done, then, perhaps

So affairs in the Keith household went on exactlv as before.
Nobody but Gringo knew that anything had happened; and he
only realized that the universe had suflfered an upheaval, so
that now mistresses might kick their poor defenceless dogs in
the stomach.

1 i-yi
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LXIII

CASEY was safely in custody. Cora also had been taken on
a second trip to the jail. They had been escorted into
the headquarters, the doors of which had closed behind

them and behind the armed men who guarded them. The
streets were filled with an orderly crowd. They waited with
that same absenceof excitement, impatience,or tumult socharac-
teristic of all the popular gatherings of that earnest time, save
when the upholders of the law were gathered. After a long in-
terval one of the committeemen, Dows by name, appeared at an
upper window. He did not have to appeal for attention, and
had barely to raise his voice.

"It is not the intention of the committee to be hasty," he
announced. "Nothing more will be done to-day."

Silence greeted this statement. At last some one spoke up:
"Where are Casey and Cora?" he asked.
"The committee holds possession of the jail; all are safe,"

replied Dows.
With this assurance the crowd was completely satisfied, as it

proved by dispersing quietly and at once.
Of the three thousand enrolled men, three hundred were

retained under arms at headquarters; a hun^ '-rounded
and watched the jail; the rest were dismissed. About mid-
night a dense fog descended on the city. The streets were
deserted. But on the roofs of the jail and the adjacent
buildings indistinct figures stalked to and fro in the mistv
moonlight.

All next day, which was Monday, headquarters remained
inscrutable. Small activities went forward. Guards and pa-
trols were changed. The cannon was brought from before the
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jail. Early in the day a huge crowd gathered, parking th.
adjacent streets, watching ,)ati(ntly far into the night to sec
what would happen. Nothing happened.

But al.out the city at large patrols of armed men moved or
mysterious business. Gun shops were picketed, and their owners
forbidden to sell weapons. Evidently the committee was carry^
ing out a considered plan.

Toward evening the weather thickened and a rair. came on.
It turned colder. Still the crowd did not disperse. It stood
in Its sodden shoes, hugging its sodden cloaks to its shouich-r.
humped over, waiting. About eight oV ock .several companies
in rigid marching formation appeared. A stir of interest
shivered through the crowd, but died as it became evident that
this vyas only a general relief for those on dutv during the dav
At midnight, or thereabouts, the crowd went'home; but againby first daylight the streets for blocks were jammed full Still
It rained with a sullen persistence. Still nothing happened.
And all ovvr the city business was practically at a stand

Knots of men stood conferring on every corner. Conversation
in mixed company was very wary indeed. No man dared ex-
press himself too openly. The courts were emptv. Some ac';-
ua ly closed, on one excuse or another, but most went through

ur^'^^c ,

^"''"<-^^^- ^«f"^' judges took the occasion tr ^o to
WTiite Sulphur Springs on vacations, long contemplat. 'thev
said These things occasioned lively comment. It w gener-
ally known that the Sacramento steamer of the eveni. r before
had carried several hundred passengers, all with pressing bu^i-
ness at the capitol, or somewhere else. As oi.r chronicler tells
It: A good many who had things on their minds 'eft for the
country." Still it rained; still the crowd waited; still the head-
quarters of the Committee of Vigilance remained closed and
inscrutable.

•y,.-^ •iMiTL.'f-'v^EsmMt^minJ^m.ii^m^EW'yxji-^^'mM.'^mmLrJo''
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DURING all this time the Executive Committee sat
in continuous session, for it had been agreed that no
recess of more than thirty minutes should be taken un-

til a decision had been reached. The room in which they sat
was a iarpe one, lighted by windows on one side only. Coleman
sat behind a raised dei,k at one end. Below it stood a small
table accomnuxlating two. On either side si.\ small tables com-
pleted three sides of a hollow square. No ornament, no especial
comforts—ihedesk, the thirteen pine tables, the twenty-eight pine
chairs, the wooden walls, the oil lamps, the four long windows—
that was all.

The prisoners, who, when they had seen the thousands before
the jail, had expected nothing less than instant execution by
lynch law, began to take heart. After a man has faced what
he thinks is the prospect of immediate and unavoidable death,
such treatment as this arouses real hope. The prisoners were
strictly guarded and closely confined, it is true, but they under-
stood they were to have a fair trial "according to law." That
last phrase cheered them immensely. They knew the law.
Nor were they entirely cut off from the outside. Casey was
allowed to see several men in regard to certain pressing busine-;
matters, and was permitted to talk to tliem freely, although
always in the presence of a member of the commit 'ee. Co a
received visits from Belle. She had spent thous; ids in his
legal defence; now she came to see him faithfully and tried
to cheer him, but was plainly cowed. Her self-' jntrol had
vanished. She clung lo him passionately, weepir . He was
forced to what should have been her role; and in ,.- ering her
he managed to gam a modicum of self-confidence for himself.
She left liiiii at mii-aghi, much reassured.

327



niK GRAY rjAWN
But on Monday nr-.-ng Cora's ce.J door was torown open

and hf was mutumci to n by a grave man, who conducted him
through ech lingglc m
he was left fa« 'ng

Cora's natural ,

his gaze with rigi.

fully against the ui

apartment in a hi ; .

looked at him. Tw
cast in stillness ex

"Charles Cora, i i..

tones, "you are her. ';n tr,

der of United State .vfar^

-rridors to the committee room, where
•s and the men who sat behind them.

> inished. The men before him met
K' -ig solemnity. The rain beat mourn-

blurring the gla>^s, casting the high
' No'xKly moved or spoke. All

'"= f( s ditd, and the roon; was
uMiingof theslorm.

)unced Coleman in measured
our life, accused with the mur-
..ardson."

Cora, whi> was a plucky man, had recovered his wits He
must have realized ihat he was ,n . tight place, but he kept his
head admirably. His demeanour took on alertness, his manner
throughout was respectful, and his voice low.

" Do I get no counsel? " he inquired.
" Counsel will be given you."
He put in an earnest plea for counsel outside the tribunal—im-

partial counsel.

"Our members are impartial;' Coleman told him.
Cora hesitated, looking about him.
"If Mr. Truett will act for me," he suggested; "and I beg you

earnestly gentlemen, that the excitement of the lime may not
be^prejudicial to my interests, that 1 may have a chan. e for my

"Your trial will be fair," he was assured
"I shall undertake the defence," Truett agreed briefly "and

petition that Mr. Smiley be appointed as my assistant "
'

This being granted, the three men drew one side for a con-
sultation In a short time Truett handed to the sergeant-at-
arms-the same man who had conducted Cora to the tribunal—a list of the witnesses Cora wished to summon. These wer. atonce sought by a subcommittee outside. In the meantime wit-
nesses for the prosecution were one by one adiaiiLed. sworn' and
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examined. All onlinary forms of law were closelv followed. Ml
esscnual facts vvvrc separately hnm-ht out. It was the historic
Cora trial over a^am. with one (litTermce-Kone were the tech-
nical delays. Hy dusk Keith, who had been called at 1 hree. had
all but ( ..mplfted the Ion- tale of his testimony, had hnished
recountnij,', not only what he had seen of the quarrel and the
subsequent shooting, but also u detailed account of the trial the
adverse in/hiences brought to bear on the prosecution, and his
investi^atior), into the fiu( ,iioii of -undue influence." No
attemf)t was made to conliiic the investigation to the technical
trial.

Keith was the last witness for the prosecution. .And the wit-
nes.ses f„r the defence, where were thev? Of the li^i subinitted
I'v Cor.v not one could be found: In hiding, afraul, the t>er-
jurers would not ap[)ear:

The dusk was falling in earnest now. The corners of the
room were in darkness. Beneath CoUman's desk Blu.xome the
secreiary. had lighted an oil lamp the better to see his note. In
the interest of Keith's testimony the general illumination had not
been ordered. Outside the tin>- patch of vellow light the men of
Vigilance .at motionless, listening, their shadows dim and hutje
against the wall.

^

The door opened, and Charles Doan.^ the Gran.l Marshal of
ttie Vigilantes, advanced three stei)s into the room
"Mr President," he said clearly, his voice cutting the ^till-

".^'f' ^ ,f
"" instructed to announce that James King of William
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THURSDAY noon was set for the funeral of the man who
had given his life that a city might live. In the room
where he had made his brave fight against death he now

lay in state. On Wednesday ten thousand people visited him
there. Early Thursday morning his remains were transferred to
the Unitarian Church where, early as it was, a great multitude
had gathered to do him honour. Now through the long morning
hours it sat with him silently. The church was soon filled to over-
flowing; the streets in all directions became crowded with sober-
faced men and women. They knew they would be unable to get
into the church, to attend nearer his last communionwith liis fel-

lowmen, but they stayed, feeUng vaguely that their mere presence
helped—as, indeed, perhaps it did. Marching bodies from every
guild or fvocicty in the city stood in rank after rank, extending
down the street as far as the eye could reach. Hundreds of horse-
rnen, carriages, foot marchers, quietly, orderly, were already get-
ting into line. They, too, were excluded from the funeral cere-
monies by lack of room; they, too, waited to do honour to the
cortege. This procession was over two miles in length. Each
man wore a band of crdpe around his left arm. The time set for
the funeral ceremony was yet hours distant.

It seemed that all the city must be there. But those who,
hurrying to the scene, had occasion to pass near the Vigilante
headquarters found the vacant square guarded on all sides by a
triple line of armed men. The side streets, also, were filled

with them. They stood in exact alignment, rigid, bayonets fi.xed,

their eyes straight ahead. Three thousand of them were there.
Hour after hour they stood, untiring, staring at the building,
which gave no sign; just as the oUicr multitude, only a few

330

i



THE GRAY DAWN 331
squares away, stood hour after hour, patiently waiting in the
Dnght sun.

At quarter before one the upper windows of the headquarters
building were thrown open, and small platforms, extending
about three feet, were thrust from two of them. An instant
later two heavy beams were shoved out from the flat roof directly
over the platforms. From the ends of the beams dangled
nooses of rope. A dead wait ensued. Across the silence could
be heard faintly from the open windows of the distant church the
chords of an organ, the ri.e and fall of a hymn, then the measured
cadence of oration. The funeral services had begun
As though this were a signal, the blinds that had partly closed

the window openings were swung back, and Charles Cora was
conducted to the end of one of the little platforms. His face was
covered with a white handkerchief, and his arms and legs werebound vvith cords. The attendant adjusted the noose, then left

tnT' 1 vVP'lff '''
u- ?''^ appeared. He had petitioned not

to be blindfolded, so his face V , bare. Cora stood bolt upright
motion ess as a stone. Casey's nerve had left him: his facewas pale and his eyes bloodshot. As the ait. ndant paced the
noose, the murderer's ey.s darted here and there over the square

hi ifin
"? 'S'u'

'^
m',

^''' ^""^'^"^ P'"^'"^^^^ °^ his friends would
be fulfilled, did he still hope for rescue? If so, that hope musthave died as he looked down on those set, grim faces staring
stra^ht ahead, on that sinister ring of steel. He began to babble

Gentlemen: he cried at them, "I am not a murderer! I do
not feel afraid to meet my God on a charge of murder! I have
done nothing but what I thought was right! To-morrow let no
editor dare call me a murderer! Whenever I was injured I have
resented it. It has been part of my education during twenty-
nine years! Gentlemen, I forgive you this persecution' OGod! My poor mother! OGod!"

x\ot one word of contrition; not one word for the man who lay
yonder in the church; not one syllable for the heartbroken wife
kneehng at the coffin! Heceased. And his words went out into
trie vuid and found no echo against that waU of steel.

f
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They waited. For what? Across the intervening housetops

the sound of speaking ceased to carry. The last orator had

given place. At the door of the sanctuary was visible a slight

commotion: the coffin was being carried out. It was placed in

the hearse. Every head was bared. There ensued a slight

pause ; then from overhead the great bell boomed once. Another

bell in the next block answered. A third, more distant, chimed

in. From all parts of the city tolled the solemn requiem.

At the first stroke the long cortege moved forward toward Lone

Mountain; at the first stroke the Vigilantes, as one man, pre-

sented arms; at the first stroke the platforms dropped, and Casey

and Cora fell into the abyss of eternity.

"M
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THIS execution occasioned a great storm of indignation
among the adherents of law and order. Serious-minded
men, like Judge Shattuck, admitted the essential justice

rendered, but condemned strongly the method.
"Of course they were murderers," cried the judge, "and of

course they should have been hung, and of course the city is
better off without either of them. I'm not afraid of their friends,
and I don't care who knows what I think! .^nd some very
worthy citizens, wrongly, are involved in this, some citizens
whom otherwise I greatly respect. It is better that a hundred
crimmals should escape than that the whole law of California
should be outraged by an act that denies at once the
value and the authority of our government. The energy, the
talent for organization, that this committee has displaved in the
exercise of usurped authority, might have been directed in aid of
the courts, consistently with the constitution and the laws, with
equal if not greater efficiency."

But very few were able to see it in this calm spirit. The ruling
class, the "chivalry," the best element of the city had been
slapped in the face. And by whom? Bva lot of " Yankee shop-
kee^iers," assisted by renegades like Keith, Talbot Ward, and
otners. The committee was a lot of stranglers ; they ought to be
punished as murderers; they ought to be shot down, egad as
revolutionaries! It was realized that street shooting had
temporarily become unsafe; otherwise, there is no doubt that the
hotheads would have gone forth deliberately abrawling. There
were many threats made against individuals, many condign—
and lawless—punishments promised them.
As an undercurrent, nowhere expressed or even acknowledged,
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was a 'irong feeling of relief. Any Law aiid Order man would
have fought at the mere suggestion; but every one of them felt it.

Aftc: all, the law had been surprised and overpowered. It had
yielded only to overwhelming odds. With the execution of Cora
and Casey accomplished, the committee might be expected to dis-

band. And, of course, when it did disband, then the law would
have its inn' ^gs. Its forces would be better organized and con-

solidated, its power assured. It could then apprehend and bring

to justice the ringleaders of this unwarranted undertaking. Like
dogs at the heels of a retreating foe, the hotheads became bolder

as this secret conviction gained strength. They were in favour

of using an armed force to take Coleman and his fellow-con-

spirators into the custody of the law. Calmer spirits held this

scheme in check.

"Let them have rope,' advised Blatchford. "I know mobs.
Now that they've hung somebody, their spirit will die down.
Give them a few days."

But to the surprise and indignation of these people, the

Vigilantes showed no signs of an intention to disband. On the

contrary, their activities extended, and their organization

tightened. The various companies drilled daily until they went
through evolutions and the manual of arms with all the per-

fection of regular troops. The committee's books remained
open; by the last of the week over seven thousand men had
signed the rolls. Vanloads of furniture and various supplies

were backed up before the doors of headquarters, and were

carried within by members of the organization—no non-member
ever saw the inside of the building while it was occupied by the

Vigilantes. The character of these furnishings and suppHes

would seem to argue an intention of permanence. Stoves, cook-

ing utensils, cot beds, provisions, blankets, bullethi boards, arms,

chairs, tables, field guns, ammunition, were only some items.

Doorkeepers were always in attendance. Sentinels patrolled the

streets and the roof. The great warehouse took on an exceedmgly
animated appearance.

The Executive Committee was in session all of each day. It
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It

became known that a "black list" of some sort was in prepara-
tion. On the heels of this orders came for the Vigilante police,
instructing them to arrest certain men and to warn certain others
to leave town immediately. It was evident that a clean sweep
was contem[)laled.

Among the first of those arrested was the notorious Yankee
Sullivan, an ex-prize fighter, ward heeler, ballot-bo.x stuffer, and
shoulder striker. He had always been a pillar of strength to
those engaged in corrupt practices. This man went to pieces
completely. He confessed the details of many of his own crimes
but, what was more important, implicated many others as well.
His^ testimony was invaluable, not necessarilv as final proof
against those whom he accused, but as indications for thorough
mvestigations. Finally, unexpectedly, he committed suicide in
'^ cell. It seems he had been accustomed to from sixty to
eighty drinks of whiskey a day, and the sudden, complete dep-
rivation had destroyed him. Warned bv this, the committee
henceforward issued regular rations of whiskey to its prisoners!

Trials in due order, with counsel for defence and ample oppor-
tunity to call witnesses, went on briskly. Those who anticipated
more hangings were disappointed. It became known that the
committee had set for itself the rule that capital punishment
would be intlicted only for crimes so punishable by the regular
law. But each outgoing ship carried crowds of those on whom
had been passed the sentence of banishment. The majority of
these were, of course, low thugs, "Sydney ducks," hangers' on;
but a very large proportion were takei from what had been
known as the city's best. In the law courts these men would in
many cases have been declared as while as the driven snow. But
they were undesirable citizens; the committee so decided them;
and bade them begone. Charles Duane, WoolevKearnev, William
Carr, Edward Bulger, Philander Brace, William McLean, J. D.
Musgrave, and Peter Wightman were well-known and influential
names found on the "black list." Peter Wightman, James
White, and our old friend, Ned McGowan, ran away. Hundreds
of others left the city. A terror spread among the ignorant and
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VICIOUS of the underworld. Some of the minor offenders broughtm by the Vigilante police were by the Executive Committee
turned over to the regular law courts. Every one of such cases
was promptly convicted by those courts !

This did not look much like disbanding, nor didany opportunity
for wholesale arrest of the anarchists seem imminent. The leaders
of the Law and Order faction were at last aroused.

"This is more than anarchy; it is revolution," said Judge Cald-
well. "It is a successful revolution because it is organized. The
people of this city are scattered and powerless. They in turn
should be organized to combat the forces of disorder."

In pursuance of this belief—that the public at large needed
only to be called together in order to defend its institutions-
hand bills were printed and newspaper notices pubUshed caUing a
meetmg for June 2nd in Portsmouth Square. Elaborate secret
preparations, involving certain distributions of armed men,
were made to prevent what was considered certain interference'
This was useless. Immediately after the appearance of the
notice the Committee of Vigilance issued orders that the meeting
was in no manner to be disturbed, and hung out placards
reading:

"Members of the Vigilance Committee: Order must be
maintained." "Friends of the Vigilance Committee: Keep
out of the Square," etc.

The meeting was well attended. Enormous crowds gathered,
not only in and around the square itself, but in balconies and
windows and on housetops. It was a ribald, disrespectful crowd
evidently out for a good time, calling back and forth, shouting
question or comment at the men gathered about the speaker's
platform.

"WTiat kind of a circus do you call this show, anyway?"
roared a huge, bare-armed miner in red shirt.

"This is the Law and Murder meeting," instantly answered
some one from a balcony.

This phrase tickled the crowd hugely. The words were passed
from man to man. Eventually they became the stereotyped
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retort. "Stranglers!" sneered one faction. " Law and Murder '"

flung back the other.

On the platform stood or sat the owners of many of the city's
proud names—judges, jurists, merchants, holders of high
pohticai office, men whose influence a month ago had been para-
mount and irresistible. Among them were famed orators, men
who had never failed to hold and influence a crowd. But two
hundred feet away little could be heard. It early became evident
that, though there would be no interference, the sentiment of the
crowd was against them. And, what was particularly madden-
ing, the sentiment was good-humoured. Even the compliment
of being taken seriously was denied them!

Colonel Ed Baker came for^^•ard to speak. The colonel's gift
of eloquence was such that, in spite of his known principles, his
lack of scruple, his insincerity, he won his wav to a picturesque
popularity and fame. Later he delivered a funeral oration over
the remains of David Broderick that has gone far to invest the
memory of that hard-headed, venal, unscrupulous politician with
an aura of romance. But the crowd would have little of him this
day. An almost continuous uproar drowned his efforts Catch
words such as liberty, constitution, habeas corpus, trial by jury,
freedom, etc., occasicmally became audible. The people were
not interested.

"See Cora's defender!" cried some one, voicing the general
suspicion that Baker had been one of the little gambler's hidden
counsel "Cora!" "Ed Baker!" "Ten thousand dollars!"
Out of that, you old reprobate! " jeered the audience. He spoke

ten mmutes against the storm, then yielded, red faced and angry.
Others tried in vain. A Southerner named Benham. while deplor-
ing passionately the condition of the citv which had been seized
by a mob robbed of its sacred rights, etc., happened inadvert-
ently to throw back his coat, thus revealing the butt of a Colt's
revolver. The bystanders caught the point at once.

"There's a pretty Law and Order man ! " thev shrieked " Hey
Benham! Don't you know it's against the law to go armed?''

"I carry this weapon," shrieked Benham, passionately shaking

^t^sm
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his fist, "not as an instrument to overthrow the law. but to ud-
holdill"

^
A clear, steady voice from a nearby balconv made itself dis-

tinctly heard

:

" In other words, sir, you break the law in order to uphold the
law," it said. "What more are the Vigilantes doing?"
The crowd went wild over this repartee. The confusion be-

came worse. Old Judge Campbell was thrust forward, in the
hope that his age and his senior judgeship would command re-
spect. He was unable to utter consecutive sentences.
"I once thought," he interrupted himself piteously, "that I

was the free citizen of a free country, but recent occurrences have
convinced me that I am a slave; a slave, gentlemen, more a slave
than any on a Southern plantation, for they know their masters,
but I know not mine!

"

But his auditors refused to be affected.

"Oh, yes, you do!" they informed him. "You know your
masters as well as anybody—two of them were hung the other
day!"

*

After this the meeting broke up. The most ardent Law and
Order man could not deny that as a popular demonstration it had
been a fizzle.

But if this attempt at home to gain coherence failed, up river
the partisans had better luck. A hasty messenger with tidings
for the ear of the Executive Committee only was followed by
rapidly spreading rumours. Five hundred men with two pieces
of artillery were coming down from Sacramento to liberate the
prisoners, especially Billy Mulligan, or die in the attempt. They
were reported to be men from the southeast: Texans, Carolin-
iaiis, crackers from Pike County, all fire eaters, reckless, sure to
make trouble. Their numbers were not in themselves for-
midiMe, but every man knew the city still to be full of scattered
warriors needing only leaders and a rallying point. The tr,

.

terials for a very pretty civil war were laid for the match. / .

uneasiness pervadeH headquarters, not for the outcome, but for
the unavoidable fighting and bloodshed.

:«Sr'- ir^K??iiK"r^2^^^R»^T''^jr;^.?::^r5«!?f
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Therefore, when Olney hastily entered the main iiall early in

the evening, and in a loud voice called for "two hundred men
with side arms for especial duty," there was a veritable scramble
to enlist. Olney picked out the required tiumber, selecting, it

was aftenvard noticed, only the big men physically. They fell

in, and were marched quickly out Market Street. It was dark.

Expectations were high. Ju^^t beyond Second Street, dimly
visible against the sky or in the faint starlight, they saw a
mysterious force opposing them, men on foot, horses, the wheels
of guns. Each man gripped his revolver and set his teeth.

Here, evidently, from this ordinarily deserted and distant part
of town, a flanking attack was to have been delivered. As they
drew nearer they made out wagons; and nearer still—bale upon
bale of gunny sacks, and shovels!

The tr>. h dawned on them, and a great laugh went up.
"Sold! Sold! Sold!" they cried.

But they set to work with a will, filled the gunny sacks with
sand, piled them on the wagons; and so by morning Fort Gunny-
bags, as headquarters was thenceforth called, came into exist-

ence. Cannon were mounted, breastworks piled, embrasures
planned.

The fii" J hundred fire-eaters were no myth. They disembarked,
greeted the horde of friends who had come to meet them,
marched to Fort Gunnybags, looked it over, thrust their hands
in their pockets, and walked peacefully away to the nearest bar-
rooms!

Wise men. By now the Vigilante dispositions were so com-
plete that in the mere interest of examining so sudden yet so
thorough an organization, a paragraph or so may profitably be
spent on it. Behind headquarters was a long shed stable in which
were to be found at all hours saddle horses and artillery horses,
all saddled and bridled, ready for instant use. Twenty-six
piec'^s of artillery, mostly sent in by captains ot merchant vessels
in the harbour, were here parked. Other cannon were mounted
for the defence of Fort Gunnybags. Muskets, rifles, and sabres
enough to arm 6,000 men had been accumulated—and there
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were 6,000 men to use them! A French portable barricade had
been constructed in the event of pjossible street fighting, a sort
of wheeled framework that could be transformed into litters or
scahng ladders. Sutlers' ofTices and kitchens could feed a small
army. Flags and painted signs carrying the emblematic open eye
of vigilance decorated the rooms. A huge alarm Ixll had been
mounted on the roof. The mattresses, beds, cots, 'jlankets, and
other furniture necessary to sleep four comp nies on the premises
had been provided. A completely equippe<l armourer's shop and
a hospital with all supplies occupied ti e third story. The
forces were divided into four comi)anies of artiller>', one squadron
and two troops of cavalry, four regiments, and thirty-two
companies of infantry; besides the small but efficient j^olice
organization. A tap on the bell gathered these men in an in-
credibly short space of time. "As a rule," says Bancroft,
"within fifteen minutes from the time the bell was tapped, on
any occasion, seven tenths of the entire Vigilante forces would be
in their places armed ready for battle."
Another corps, not as heroic, but quite as necessary, it was

found advisable to appoint. The sacking of which Fort Gunny-
bags was made was of very coarse texture. When dry, the
sand filling tended to run out! Therefore, those bags had to be
kept constantly wet, and somebody had to do it. Enemies
sneeringly remarked that Fort Gunnybags consumed much
more water without than within; but this joke lost its point when
It became known that the committee, decades in advance of its
period, had prohibited alcohol absolutely!

Realizing from the two lamentable fiascos just recounted that
httle could be accomplished by private initiative, the upholders
of the law turned their attention to Sacramento. Here they had
every reason to hope for success. No matter how well organized
the Vigilantes might be, or how thoroughly they carried the
sympathies of the local public, there could be no doubt that they
were acting in defiance of the law, were, in fact, no better than
rebels. It was not only within the power, it was the duty of the
governor of the State to declare the city in a condition of in-
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surrc'Ction. This lH;ing accomplished, it followed loijically that
the State tro«)i)s must put dowri the insurrection; and if they
failed, there was still the ininiLMisi- |H)wer of the repuhlic to rail

iifwn. After all, when you l(K)k at it that way, this liandful of
disturbers amounted to very little.

The first step was to win over the governor. Without hirT*

the next step could not be taken. Accordingly all the big guns
of San Francisco took the Senahr for Sacramento. There thty
met Terry, Volney Howard, and others of the same ilk. No
governor of Johnson's sort could long withstand su( h pressure,
lie promised to issue the proclamation of insurrection as soon
as it was "legally proved" that the commie . • had acted outside
the law. The mere fact that it had already hanged two men and
deported a great number „i others meant nothing. That,
apparently, was not legal proof.

In order that all things should be legal, then, Terry issued a
writ of habeas corpus for the body of one William Mul'ligan, and
gave it into the hands of Deputy-sheritT Harrison for service on
the committee. Nobody expected the latter to deliver over
Mulligan.

"But they'll deny the writ," said Terry, "and that will consti-
tute a legal detiance of the State. The governor will then be
legally justified in issuing his proclamation, and ordering out the
State troops to enforce the writ."

If the State troops proved inadequate, the plan was then to
call on the United States—as locally represented by General
Wool and Captain David Farragut—for assistance. With this
armed backing three times the Vigilante force could be quickly
subdued. As it was all legal, it could not fail.

Harrison took the writ of habeas corpus and proceeded to San
Francisco. He presented himself at headquarters, produced
his writ, and had himself announced to the Executive Committee
then in session.

"Tell him to go to hell!" growled some one.
But a half-dozen members saw through the ruse, and inter-

posed vigorous objections.
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"I move," saifl iKtnpster solemnly, "that our police be per-

mitted to remove all prisoners for a few hours."
This was carried, and put into immediate efTect. Deputy

Harrison was thin politely received, his writ fully acknowledged,
and he was allowed to search the premises. Of course he found
nothinp, and <lei)artcd much crestfallen. The scheme had failed.
The committee had in n.) way denied his authority or his writ
Harrison was no fool. I le saw clearly what he had been expected
to do. On his way l)ack to Sacramento he did some thinking.
To Terry he unblushingly returned the writ endorsed: "Pre-
vented from service by armed men." For the sake of the cause
Harrison had lied!

Johnson immediately issued his proclamation. The leaders
turned with confidence to the Federal authorities for assistance.
To their blank dismay General Wool refused to furnish arms.
His position was that he had no authority to do so without orders
from Washington. The sympathies of this doughty old soldier
were not with this attempt. Colonel Baker and Volney Howard
waited on him, and after considerable conversation made the
mistake of threatening to report him to Washington for refus-
ing to uphold the law.

"I think, gentlemen," flashed back the veteran, "I know my
duty, and in its performance dread no responsibility."

So saying he bowed them from the room. Farragut equally
could not clearly see why he should train the guns of his ship
on the city. With this fiasco the opposition for the mo-
ment died. The Executive Committee went on patiently work-
ing down through its black list. It announced that after June
24th no new cases would be taken. A few days later it pro-
claimed an "adjournment parade" on July sth. It considered
its work done. The city had become safe.
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BL r this {H-aceful <nitc,,nit> did not suit tlif aristocratic
winj,' of the Law and Onli-r |)ar' i the least. The
haughty, supremely individuali-ti. . imM, forceful, often

charming coterie of fire eater.-, had, in ilu'ir opinion, he.n in-

sulted, and they wanted reprisal, punishment, blood. Terry,
Baker, Bennett, Miles, Webb, Nu:'.„t, Blat( hford, Rowle'e,
Caldwell, Brtxlerick, Ware, Volnt.\ li. v, ird, Hiark—lo mention
only a few—chafed intolerably. Sm' mw wen; an u-twuiod to
have their own way, to cherish an iiltnt-Mi,,i:' »,• • honour," to
U- looked up to; liad come to consider Mk- iv( s ;is especially
privileged, to look upon themselves as diiec reprL-:>Lnulives of
the only proiK-r government and administration of law Thi.-, re-

volt of the "lower classes," the "smug, jisalm-singinj.; Yankees,"
the "shopkeepers," was intolerable impudence. Because of a
scries of accidents, proper resentment of such impudence, due
punishment of such denial of the law had been postponed. It
was not, therefore, abrogated.

When, therefore, the committee announced July 5th as a
definite date for disbanding, the lawful authorities and their uji-

holders, blinded by their passions, were distinctly disappointed.
Where the common citizen perceived only the welcome end of
a necessary job well done, they saw slipping away the last chance
for a clash of arms that should teach these rebels their place.
It was all very well to talk of arresting the ringleaders and bring-
ing them to justice. In the present lamentable demoralization
of the courts it might not work; and even if it did work, the
punishment of ringleaders was small satisfaction as compared
to triumphant vindication in pitched l)attle.

Sherman had resigned command of the mihtary in disgust
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when he found that General Wool and Captain Farragut had
no intention of supplying him Federal arms, thus closing—save
for later inaccurate writing in his " Memoirs"—an unfortunate
phase of his career. In his stead had been chosen General
Volney Howard. Howard was a rather fat, very pompous,
wholly conceited bombastes furioso with apparently remarkable
lack of judgment or grasp of a situation. In the committee's
action looking toward adjournment he actually thought he saw
a sign of weakening!

"Now is the moment for us to show our power!" he
said.

In this he gained the zealous support of Judge Terr>- and Major
Marmaduke Miles, two others with more zeal than discretion.
These three managed to persuade Governor Johnson to order a
parade of State troops in the streets of San Francisco. Their
argument was that such a parade—of legally organized forces-
would overawe the citizens; their secret hojK;, however, was that
such a show would provoke the desired conflict. This hope they
shared with Howard, after the governor's order had been ob'-
tamed. Howard's vanity and inclinations jumped together.
He consented. Altogether, it was a very pretty little plot.
By now the Law and Order forces had become numerically

formidable. The bobtail and rag-tag, ejected either by force or
by fright, flocked to the colours. A certain proportion of the
militia remained in the ranks, though a majority had resigned.
A large contingent of reckless, wild young men, without a care or
a tie in the world, with no interest in the rights of the case, or,
indeed, in themselves, avid only for adventure, offered them'
selves as soon as the prospects for a real fight became good. And
there were always the five hundred discomfifd Texans.
Nor were arms now lacking. Contrary to all expectation,

the committee had sciupulously refrained from meddling with
the State armouries. All militia muskets were available. In
addition the State had now the right to a certain quota of Federal
arms, stored in the arsenal at Benicia. These could be requi-
sitioned.
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At this point in the planning weasly little Jimmy Ware had a

bright idea.

I

'• Look here
!

" he cried, " how many of those Benicia muskets
are there?"

,| 'I
About a hundred and fifty stand, sir," Howard told him.

^^

"Now they can't help us a whole lot," propounded Ware.
"They are too few. But why can't we use them for bait, to
get those people on the wrong side of the fence?"
"What do you mean?" asked Terry, who knew Ware inri-

he mately.

"Suppose they are shipped from Benicia to the armouries in
the city

;
they are legally Federal property until they are delivered

aren't they?"
'

"Certainly."

"Well, if the Stranglers should happen to seize them while
they're still Federal property, they've committed a definite
offence against the United States, haven't they?"
"What do we care about that now?" asked Major Marma-

duke Miles, to whom this seemed irrelevant.

But Judge Terry's legal mind was struck with the beauty and
simplicity of this ruse.

" Hold on! " he cried. " If we ship them in a boat, the seizure
will be piracy. If they intercept those arms, Ihev'rc pirates,
and v/e can legally call on the Federal forces—arid they'll be
compelled to respond, egadV

"They're pretty smart; suppose thev smell a rat?" asked
Miles doubtfully.

"Then we'll have the muskets where we want them, anyway.
It's worth trying," replied Ware.

'T kno\.- just the man," put in Terry. "I'll send for him."
Shortly appeared a saturnine, lank, bibulous individual

known as Rube Maloney. To him Terry explained. He was
to charter a sloop, take the muskets aboard—and get caught.
"No resistance, mind you! " warned Terry.
" Trust me for that," grinned Rube. " I ain't anxious for no

punctured skin, nor yit a stretched neck."
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"Pick your men carefully."

"I'll take Jack Phillips and Jim McNab," said Rube, after a
moment's thought, "and possibly a few refreshments?" he
suggested.

Terry reached into his pocket.

"Certainly, certainly," said he. "Treat yourself well."
There remained only to see that the accurate details should get

to the Committee of Vigilance, but in such a manner as to avoid
suspicion that the information had been "planted."

"Is there anybody we can trust on their rolls?" asked Terry.
But it was reluctantly conceded that the Vigilantes had pretty

well cleaned out the doubtful ones. Here again the resourceful

Jimmy Ware came to the rescue.

" I know your man—Morrell. He'll get it to them. As far as
anybody knows, he hasn't taken sides at all."

"Will you see him?" asked Terry.
" I'll see him," promised Jimmy Ware.
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LXVIII

BY THIS time the Vigilante organization had prettv well
succeeded in eliminating the few Law and Order sympa-
thizers who had been bold enough to attcm[)t to play the

part of spy by signing the rolls. These had not been many, and
their warnmg had been sufficient. But Morrell had, in a measure,
escaped distrust even if he had not gained contidence. He had
had the sense not to join the organization; and his attitude of the
slightly supercilious, veiledly contemptuous Britisher, scorning
all things about him, was suihcient guarantee of his neutraht>°
This breed was then very common. He left his conference with
Jimmy Ware thoroughly instructed, quite acquiescent, but revolv-
ing matters in his own mind to sec if somehow he could not turn
them to his advantage. For Morrell was, as always, in need of
money. In addition, he had a personal score to settle with Keith
for, although he had apparently forgotten their last interview re-
garding " loans," the memory rankled. And Morrell had not for-
gotten that before aU this \^igilante business broke he had been
made a good offer by Cora's counsel to get Keith out of the way.
Cora was now very dead, to be sure; but on sounding Jimmy
Ware, Morrell learned that Keilh's remo\ al would still be pleas-
ant to the powers that pay.

If he could work these things all in together Cogitating
absorbedly, he glanced up to see Ben Sansomt; sauntering down
the street, his malacca cane at the proper angle, his cylindrical hat
resting lightly on his sleek locks, his whole person spick with
the indescribably complete appointment of the dandy. Sansome
was mixed up with the Keiths—perhaps he could 'be used
On impulse Morrell hailed him genially, and invited him to take a
drink. The exquisite brightened, and perceptibly hastened his
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step. Morrell's rather ultra-AnRlicism always fascinated him.
They turned in at the El Dorado, and there seated themselves at
the most remote of the small tables.

"Well," said Morrell cheerfully, after preliminary small talk
had been disposed of, "how goes the fair IVancy?"

Sanso.Tie's effeminately handsome face darkened. Things had
in reality gone very badly with the fair Nancy. Her revulsion
against Sansome at the time of the capture of the jail had been
complete; and, as is the case with real revulsions, she had not
attempted to conceal it. Sansome's careful structure, which had
gained so lofty an elevation, had collapsed like the proverbial
house of cards. His vanity had been cruelly rasped. And what
had been more or less merely a dilettante's attraction had been
thereby changed into a thwarted passion.

"Damn the fair Nancy!" he cried, in answer to Morrell's
question.

Morrell's eyes narrowed, and he motioned quietly to the
waiting black to replenish the glasses.

" With all my heart, damn her! " said he. " I agree with you

:

she's a snippy, cold little piece. Not my style at all. Not worth
the serious attention of a man like vourself. Who is it now, you
sly dog.?"

Sansome sipped at his drink; sighed sentimentally.

"Cold—yes—but if the right man could awaken her " he
murmured.

"Look here, Sansome, do you want that woman?"
Sansome looked at his companion haughtily; his eye fell; he

drew circles with the bottom of his glass.

"By gad!" he cried with a sudden queer burst of fire; "I've
got to have her!"

And then he turned slowly red, actually started to wriggle, con-
cealed his embarrassment under cover of his cigar.

"H'm," observed Morrell speculatively, without looking
across at Sansome. "Tell me, Ben, does she still care for her
husband?"

" No; that I'll swear! " replied Sansome eagerly.
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"If you're sure of that one essential little fact, and you really

want her, why don't you take her?
"

"Damn it, ain't I telling you? She won't see me."
"Tell me about it," urged Morrell, settling back, and again

motiomng for fresh drinks.

Sansome, whose soul was ripe for sympathy, needed little more
urgmg. He poured out his tale, sometimes rushingly and
passionately, again, as his submerged but still conventional self-
consciousness struggled to the surface, with shamefaced bravado
" By Gad !

" he finished. " You know, I feel like a raw schoolboy
talkin' like this!"

^'

Morrell leaned forward, his reserve of manner laid aside, his
whole being radiating syr"pathetic charm.
"My dear chap, don't," he begged, laying his hand on San-

some's forearm. "A genuine passion is the most glorious thin^r
on earth even in callow youth! But when we old men of the
world " The pause was eloquent. "She's a headstrong
filly," he went on in a more matter-of-fact tone, after a mom-
ent, "takes a bit of handling. You'll pardon me, old chap, if
I suggest that you've gone about things a bit wrong."
"How is that?" asked Sansome. Under the influence of

drinks, confession, and sympathy, he was in a glow of fellow-
feeling.

"Believe me, I know women and horses! You've ridden this
one too much on the snaftie. Try the curb. That high-spirited
sort takes a bit of handling. They like to feel themselves domi-
nated. You've been too gentle, too refined. She's gentle and
refined for two. What she wants is the brute—' ^.ape of the
Sabines " principle. Savage her a bit, and she'll come to heel like a
dog. Not at once, perhaps. Give her a week."

"That's all very well," objected Sansome, whose eyes were
shming, " but how about that week? She'll run to that beast of
a husband with her story "

"And be sorry for it afterward "

"Too late."

Morrell appeared to think.
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"There's something in that. But suppose we arranged to get

the husband out of the way, where she couldn't run to him at
once " he suggested.

They had more drinks. At first Morrell was only sardonically
amused; but as his imagination got to working and the creative
power awoke, his interest became more genuine. It was all too
wildly improbable for words—and yet, was anything improbable
in this impossible place? At least it was amusing, the whole
thing was amusing—this super-refined exquisite awakened to an
emotion so genuine that what judgment he had was now obscured
by the eagerness of his passion; the situation apparently so easily
malleable; the beautiful safety of it all for himself. And it did
not really matter if the whole fantastic plot failed!

"I tell you, no," he broke his thoughts to reply to some ill-

considered suggestion. "The good old simple methods are the
best—they're all laid out for us by the Drury Lane melodramas.
You leave it to me to get rid of him. Then we'll send the usual
message to her that he is lying wounded somewhere—say at
Jake's road house "

"Won't that get her to thinking too much of him? " interrupted
Sansome anxiously.

Morrell, momentarily taken aback, gained time for a reply by
pouring Sansome another drink. "He's more sense left than I
thought," he said to himself; and aloud: "All you want is to get
her out to Jake's. She'll go simply as a matter of v/ifely duty,
and all that. Don't worry. Once she's there, it';^ your affair;

and unless I mistake my man, I believe /ou'll l:now how to
manage Uie situation"—he winkea slyly— "she'? really mad
about you, but, like most women, she's hemmed in by conven-
tion. Boldly break through the convention, and she'll come
around."

Sansome was plainly fascinated by the idea, but in a trepida-
tion of doubt, nevertheless.

" But suppose she doesn't come around? " he objected vaguely.
Morrell threw aside his cigarette and arose with an air of

decision.

nn
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"I thought you were so crazy mad about her? " he said in tones

that cut.
' What are you wastin},' mv time for?"

.
''^^^ ""',

]Y'^
","•" ^"^^^ 'Sansome. at once all fire again.

I il do It —hold on!

"As a matter of fact," observed Morrell, reseating himself and
speakmg as though there had been no interruption, "I imagine
you have little to fear from tJiat."

He went into che street a little later, his vision somewhat
blurred, but his mind clear. Sansomc, by now verv pot-valiant
swaggered alongside.

' '

'•By the way, Ben," said Morrell suddenlv. '"l hope vou "o
armed—these are bad times."

'

' '^

"I have always carried a dLrringer—and I can use it, too!"
boasted Sansome, swinging his cane.

Morrell, left alone, stood on the corner for some time diligently
engaged in getting control of himself. He laughed a little.

••Regular bally melodrama, conspiracv and all, ri^ht off the
blood-and-thunder stago," said he. "Wonder if it works in real
life? We'll see."

After his head had cleared, he set to work methodicallv to fin.l
Keith, but when he finally met that individual it was most
casually. Morrell was apparently in a hurrv, but as he saw
Keith he appeared to hesitate, then, making up his mind, he
ai)proache<l the young lawyer.

"Look here, Keith, a word with you," he said. "I have
stumbled on some information which mav be important. 1 was
on my way to the committee with it, bui I'm in a hurry. The
governor is shipping arms into the citv to-morrow night from
Benicia, by a small sloop."

"Are you sure of this?" asked Keith.
"Certain."

"Where did you get the information?"
"That I cannot tell you."
Keith still hesitated; Morrell turned on his heel.
"Well, I've told you. You can do as vou please, but you'd

better let the committee decide whether to take the tip or not."
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He walked away without once looking back, certain that Keith

would end by ref)orting the information.

"Chances are he'll go with the capturing party," ran the trend

of his thoughts, "and so he'll be out of reach of this little ab-

duction. But I don't care much. If he follows them out to

Jake's by any chance, Sansome will shoot him—or he'll shoot

Sansome. Doesn't matter which. Shootin's none too healthy

these days /or either side/ Oh, Lord, most amusin'I"

He thought a while, then turned up the hill toward his own
house. A new rofnifmcnt of the plot had occurred to the artist's

soul too much drinl had released in him.

Mrs. Morrell was vastly surprised to see him. She was clad in

a formless pink si'k wrapper, was reclining on a sofa, and was set-

tling down to relaxation of mind and body by means of French
novels and cigarettes.

"Well, what are you doing here at this time of day?" was her

greeting.

" Came to bask in the light of your smiles, my dear," he replied

with elephantine irony.

"Nonsense!" she rejoined sharply. "You've been drinking

again!"

"To be sure; but not enough to hurt." His manner suddenly

became businesslike. "Look here," he asked her, "are you
game to make a tidy bit of money? "

"Always!" she replied promptly, also becoming businesslike.

He explained in detail. She listened in silence but at first with

a slight smile of contempt on her lips. As he progressed, how-
ever, the smile faded.

" Where do I come in? " she asked finally.

"You must be there when the message comes to her. She

might not go out to Jake's alone—probably wouldn't. I don't

know her well enough to judge. Hurry her into it."

"I see." She laughed suddenly. "Lord, she'll be surprised

when I call on her! Take some doing, that!" She thought a

few moments. " My appearance will connect us with it. Won't
do."
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i

"If the thing goes through wc won't lie here," he pointed out.

"If it doesn't go through all right, we'll arrange a lillle comedy.
Have you bound and gagged —before her ej'es—or something
like that."

"Thanks," she replied to this.

Morreli was not entirely open. He did not tell her that

money or no money, plot or no plot, he had resolved to flee the

city, at least for a time. Investigations were getting too close

to some of his past activiti< ,. He did not offer in words what he
nevertheless knew to be the most potent of his arguments

—

namely, the implacable hate Mrs. Morreli liore Keiih. Morrell's

knowledge of this hate was accurate, though his analysis of its

cause was faulty. He thought his wife to be Keith's discarded

mistress, and di.i not greatly care. Nor did he mention the

possibility which, however, Mrs. Morreli now voiced.

"Suppose Keith follows them out to Jake's?" she suggested.

"One of them will kill, and tlie Stranglers will hang the other,"

he said briefly.

She looked up.

"I don't care for that!"

"In that event, you will not be present. Your job will be
to duck out." He paused, then went on slowly: "Would you
grieve at the demise of either—or all three?"

Her face hardened.

"But," he went on slowly, "the chances of it are ver\' remote.

If there is any killing, it will come later. Keith will be kept

out of the wav."

"And after?"

"You hint of an assignation. I will arrange for witnesses."

"Where does the money come in?" she demanded. Morreli

floundered for a moment. He had lost sight of the money.
"It comes from certain parties who want Keith put out of the

way," he said.

"And suppose Keith is not put out of the way?" she betran,

her facile mind pouncing on the weakness of this statemeiit.

" Never mind," she interrupted herself. " I'll do ii
!

" Her face
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had hardened again. "Can you depend on Sansome to ec
thruuKh with it?"

"Only if he's fairly drunk."
"Yes?"
" I'll attend to that. That is my joh. You may not sec me

to-morrow; bvu j'o in the evening to call on her."
"It looks absolutely preposterous," she said at last, "but it

may work. And, if any part of it works, that'll be enough."

They had both forgotten the money.
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LXIX

AS MORRELL had surniised. Keith decided to pass on the
AX news for what it was worth. The committee beUeved

•*- -^ it, and was iillcd with consternation at the incredible
folly of the projected sImw of armed force.

"This is not peace, ijut war," said Coleman, "which we are
trying to avert 1"

The Executive Committee went into immediate session. It

was now evident that the disl)andinK would have to be indefi-

nitely postponed. An extraordinary jiro^^ram to meet the emer-
gency was discussed piecemeal. On of its details had to do
with the shipment of arms from Benicia. The committee here
fc!! neatly into the trap prepared for it. In all probability no
one clearly realized the legal status of tli. muskets, but all sup-
F)oscd them already to belong,' to the .State that was threatening
to use them. Charles Doanc, instructed to take the steps
necessary to their capture, called to him the chief of the harbour
police.

"Have you a small vessel ready for immediate service?" he
asked this man.

' Ves, a slooji, at the foot of this street."
' Be ready lo sail in half an hour."
Doane then turned the job over to a trustworthy, quick-witted

man nancd John Durkec. The latter selected twelve to
assist him, amon« whom was Keith, a? the latter's especial re-

quest. Morrell, loitering near, saw ih -^ Ijand depart for the
water front, and followed them far >nou^h to watch them em-
bark, to witness the hoisting of the slooi)'s sails, and to see the
craft heel to the evening breeze and slip away around the point.

All things were going well. The committee suspected nothing

3SS





MICROCOPY RESOLUTION TEST CHART

(ANSI and ISO TEST CHART Nn. 2)

1.0

I.I

2£

40

11^

2.2

2.0

1.8

A APPLIED IIVMGE Inc

^^ 1653 tost Moin Slretl

r^S 'Rochester. New York 14609 USA
'^Si (716) 482 - 0300 - Phone
^^ (716) 288 - 5989 - Fox



n

I

356 THE GRAY DAWN
of the plot to fasten the crime of piracy on it; Keith was out of
the way. Morrell turned on his heel and walked rapidly to his

rendezvous with Sansome.

Durkee and his sloop beat for some hours against wind and
tide; but finally, so strong were both, he was forced to anchor
in San Pablo Bay until conditions had somewhat modified.
Finally, he was able to get under way again. A number of
craft were saihng about, and one by one these were overhauled,
commanded to lay to, and boarded in true piratical style. It

was fun for everybody. The breeze blew in -trongly from the
Golden Gate, the waves chopped and danced merrily, the little

sloop dipped her rail and flew along at a speed that justified her
reputation as a racer, gulls followed curiously. But there

were no practical results. Every sailing craft they overhauled
proved innocent, and either indignant or sarcastic. The sun
dipped, and the short twilight of this latitude was almost im-
mediately succeeded by a brilliant night Slowly the breeze
died, until the little sloop could just crawl along. It grew
chilly, and there was no food aboard. A less persisteat man
than John Durkee would have felt justified in giving it up and
heading for home; but John had been instructed to cruise un-
til he captured the arms; and he profanely announced his in-

tention of so doing.

In this he was more faithful to his superiors than the notorious
Rube Maloney to his employers. It was to the interest of the

Law and Order party that Rube and his precious crew should be
promptly and "asily captured. They had been instructed to

carry boldly and llagranily, in full daylight, down the middle of

the bay. But Terry's permission to lay in "refreshments" at

cost of the conspirators had been liberally interpreted. By
six o'clock Rube had just sense enough left to drop anchor off

Pueblo Point. There the three jolly mariners proceeded to

celebrate; and there they would probably have lain undiscovered
had less of a bulldog than Durkee been sent after them.
As it was, midnight had passed before Durkee's keen eyes

caught the loom of some object in the black mist close under the

im WP
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point. Quietly he eased off the sheet and bore down on it. As
soon as he ascertained definitely that the object was indeed a

boat, he ran alongside. The twelve men boarded with a rush:

they found themselves in possession of an empty deck. From
the hatch came the reek of alcohol and the sound of hearty

snoring. The capture was made.

In a half hour the transfer of the muskets and the three

priconeis wus accomplished. The latter offered no resistance,

but seemed cross at being awakened. Leaving the vessel anch-

ored off the point, the little sloop stood away again for San

Francisco, reaching the California Street wharf shortly after day-

light. Here she was moored, and one of the crew was dispatched

to the committee for further instructions and grub. He returned

after an hour, but was preceded somewhat by the grub.

"They say to deliver the muskets at headquarters," he re-

ported, "but to turn the prisoners loose."

"Turn them loose!" cried Durkee, astonished.

"That's what they said," repeated the messenger. "And
here's written orders," and he displayed a paper signed by the

well-known "33, Secretary," and bearing the Vigilante seal of

the open eye.

"All right," acquiesced Durkee. "Now, you mangy hounds,

you've got just about twenty-eight seconds to make yourselves

as scarce as your ^'irtues. Scat
!

"

Rube and his two companions had several of the twenty-

eight seconds to spare; but once they had lost sight of their

captors, they moderated their pace. They had been much de-

pressed, but now they cheered up and swaggered. A few drinks

restored them to normal, and they were able to put a good face

on the report they now made to their employers, all of whom, in-

cluding Terry, had gathered thus early to receive them. After

all, things had gone well: they had been actually captured,

which was the essential thing, and it did not seem necessary to

go into extraneous details.

"Good!" cried Terry, who had come down from Sacramento

personally to superintend the working out of this latest ruse.
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He was illon;ally absent from his court, meddling illegallv w,matters not m h,s jurisdiction. "Now we must get fwarrafo inracy mto the hands of the United States Alf l,al Seh m alone, with no deputies. When he makes his depositionresistance, then we shall see'"

ueposuion

tur^'ed"caTk''^
'""' ''"^" ''''' ^^ '''' '''''^''' ^^-^"^ «" an u

haiid^''^
^'''' ''' '''" ''-"^'"'^ ^"^^^^' '^^^'>- '•^^ching out h

He read the document through leisurelv. His features h,

very active. He read that he was accused of piracy against thmight and majesty of the United States Government fna as hieyes slowly followed the involved and redunda'H gal 'hraology, he reviewed the situation. The nature of he Trabecame to him partly evident. There was no doubt that t chmcally he was a pirate, if these arms-as it seemed-be ongtto the Government and not to the State. The punishment opiracy was death Without appreciation of the f'act the cor^mittee had made him liable to the death penalty. And he Zno doubt that the Federal Courts of California as hen consU

HhT ^.
I'"' '^'' P^"^'^>' °" him. He rai ed his head an

Lt bebngiL to'th'"?^''"
'''' ^"" '^""^'"^^ ^ ^-- "-"tcmen belonging to the Committee of Vigilance. He had but tc

Fort cr 'T 't'r^ ^'^" ^" h^-^ --^--- Once tsid

htd^t7K?^r ''-' ''' ''---'''- -^' -^^ ^^-

But John Durkee had imagination as well as bulldog persist-ency His mind flashed ahead into the future, envisfgfn. he

nToked '':T'TT- "^ "" '''' "^J^^^y °f ^he law' f^r envoked o back his warrant which the tremendous power ofthe disciphned V tr antes wnuU r,.r^„i. 1, r
^ ^^*^'^ "^

summoneH W\ r \
^epuLe; he saw reinforcements

Z^hZf' ^\^'''''''''^'^^^^nts? A smile flitted across his lipsand he glanced up at the warship /./,„ Adams riding at ancho;
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outside, her -uns, their tampons in place, staring blacklv at the
city. He saw the wliole plot.

"That's all right," he told the waiting marshal, folding the
warrant and returning it to him. "I'ut vour paper in vour
pocket. I'll go with you."
By this quietly courageous and intelligent deed John Durkec

completely frustrated the fourth and most dangerous effort of
the Law and Order part>-. There was no legal excuse for callin-
on Federal forces to take one man-who peaceably surrendered"

Undoubtedly, had not matters taken the decided and critical
turn soon to be detailed, Uurkee would have been immediately
brought to trial, and perhaps executed. .Vs it was, even the
most rabid of the Law and Order partv agreed it was inexpe-
dient to press matters. The case was postponed again and
again, and did not come to trial until several months, bv which
time the Vigilantes had practically finished their work. The
aw finally saved its face by charging the jury that "if cftey be-
hevcd the prisoners took the arms with the intention of appro-
priating them lo their own use and permanentlv depriving the
owner of them, then they were guilty. But if they took them
only for the purpose of preventing their being used against them-
selves and their associates, then they were not guilty." Under
which hair-splitting and convenient interpretation the "pirates"
went free, and everybody was satistied!
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yiFTER leaving the office where they had made their rep<l\ ? -7 r[''"-^'^''''

^"'^^ ^^^^^""'^y ^nd his two frie

ail- Sr i^^^^^^^^
^ound sympathe"

bec;2 '"""Ir'^''
"' '^^^^'= ^°""^hed weapons, ind othmv

de M^d the: neeVr "f"^ «^^^-P-ous that 'the colu
SngAoiins Ikh? "T-

^"-d'"gly ^hey instruct,

them in
2"^'"'' ^'^^

^^"Z
^^^^rs, to rearrest the lot and brii~ ««P^-^ -- a bulldog, pertinacious, rough, a faithf

anfhk il'nr T"^'''T ^^'^^ ^^ ^^^^^ performance. Rut

like thre^ ne?d "''^'Tr"^'^^^
^"^ «^^ '^ ^^eir maste

-^:X;^^.iui:^^^^^^ ;::ro£rtp^-

;Be.erS;e^t:,nSgg::::^S-----^^eir hee^^

wouSh::;t\roU^^^^
^^^^-^^^ '>• -^^y ^--^-^^d Ashe

achi^r;hi^:h^,^^^^''-^^^^^^i"^^e. 'Tvebeen

fooToTSrsrairT fnTcfd' '^"^
'^'^^ ^^^ ^-" ^-^ ^^ ^he

tZre ^. ' '^T1
P"\"''' ""^ P^^^^"^'>' ^^>'d to get out oftnere. He was no fool, so he obeyed If Terrv h^H ,.the sense of a rnn<jtf.r ^^ „ • . ,V -^ "^" possesseda rooster, or a smgle quality of leadership, he would
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have seen thai this was not the moment to precipitate a crisis.
1 he lorces of his own {xirty were neither armed nor ready. But
here as m all other imjwrtant actions of his career, he was gov-
erned by the haughty and haulstrong (Missions of the moment-
as when la^er he justified himself in attempting to shoot down an
old anu unarmed man. Hopkins left his men at the foot of the
stairs, borrovyed a horse from Dr. Beverly Cole, who was passing,
and galloped to headcjuartxirs. There he was instructed to
return, to keep watch, that reinforcements would follow He
arrived at the building in which Ashe's othce was located
in time to see Maloney, Terry, .\she, McNabb, Bowie, and Rowe
all armed with shotguns, just turning the far corner. He dis-
mounted and called on his men to follow. The httle posse
dogged the judge's {xirtv for some distance. For a tune no
attention was paid to them, but as they pressed closer Terry
Ashe, and Maloney whirled and presented their shotguns The
movement was probably intended only as a threat; but Hor^kins
always bold to the point of rashness, made a sudden rush at
Maloney. Judge Terry thrust hi. gun at the \'igilante officer
who seized it by the Urrel. At the same instant Ashe pressed
the muzzle of his weapon against one Bovee's breast, but hesi-
tated to pull the trigger. It was getting to be unhealUiy to
shoot men in the open street.

"Are you a friend?" he faltered.

"Yes," replied Bovee, and by a rapid motion struck the barrel
aside.

Another of the Vigilantes named Barrv c vered Rowe with a
pistol. Rowe's "chivalry" oozed. He dropped his gun and
fled toward the armoury. The others struggled for possession of
weapons, but nobody fired. Suddenlv Terry whipped out a
knife and plunged it into Hopkins's neck. Hopkins relaved his
hold on Terry's shotgun and staggered back.

" I am stabbed
! Take them, Vigilantes

! " he cried.
He sank to the pavement. Terrv and his friends dropped

everything and ran toward the armoury. Of the Vigilante posse
only Bovee and Barry remained, but these two pursued the
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llfiinf! I-aw and Or.lcr men to ihc vcrv nornk „f fl,
.;sc (. Wl,™ the door was slammediuhS.,. ,["'

^
• W, ,a„n„t e,„„ here," said Hovce grimly, as U.oy barr

'1 he pompous man turned purple

;;

Do you know who I am? '> he demanded.

;;p^C-GrarisrE!^^^^^^^^^^^
Vol, caiinoe enter here," repeated Bovee- and this lime 1^a ,„ a tone of voiee that sent the major-gler^'Je'^i;

hum-" Mt^ ! '"'T"'
'"°"'" '"'" ''•'^''"l "P very much in

ran up:
""""' "'""^ """ ''^'^- <"' -"i"^'. l>c cried as"

beln s™.t™t— "
'^'"'°"" "^"""''^ '°"P->'. •-'nl I hav

Ba'rrv" " 4d'r''"
°' "" ^omnnttee of Vigilanee," interruptei5arry, ^nd you cannot enter " '-iiupiL

"What."' cried the officer, in astonishment. "Have the Vmilance Committee possession of this bui!din«^ " ^
They hax-e," was the reply of the daunlk-ss twoThe lieutenant rolled up his eves and darted awi'v faster thn,

Vigilante bell bo^^i'c:^;^;^"E'^^ '^^^

'

i/irce, rest; and repeat.
'

' '^' ^^'^^ ^"^' ^'':

Immediately the streets were alive with men Merrh.nt -
1 f.their customers, clerks their books, merhankthei? tools D
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stt-r's office was only four blocks from hearlquarttrs. At the first
stroke of the hell he leaped from his .Ic.k, ran down the stairs, an.l
jumped into his buK,-y. Vet he could drive onlv three of the
four blocks, so dense already was the crowd. He abandoned his
n- in the middle of the street and forced his wav through afoot.
Two days later he recovered his rij,'. In the buildii-r i,e foun.l
the companies, silently, without confusion, fallini; into line.

"All right:" he called encouragingly. "Keep cool!
your time about it!"

"Ah, Mr. Dempster," they replied, "we've waiter
This is the clean sweep !

"

James Olney was lying in bed with a badiv st)rained ankle
when the alarm bell began to toll. He commandeered one boot
from a fellow-boarder with extremely large feet, and hobbled to
the street. There he seized by force of arms the passing delivery
wagon of a kerosene dealer, cUmbed to the seat, and lashed the
astonished horse to a run. San Francisco streets ran to chuck
holes and ruts in those days, and the vehicle lurched and banged
with p grand rattle and scatteration of tins and measures. The
terrified driver at last mustered courage to protest.

" You are spilling my kerosene
!

" he wailed.
" Damn your kerosene, sir

!

" bellowed the general; then relent-
ing: " I will pay you for your kerosene

!

"

Vp to headquarters he sailed full tilt, and how he got through
the crowd without committing manslaughter no one tells. There

,
-eted by wild cheering, and was at once lifted bodily to

f a white horse, the conspicuous colour of which made
'lent rallying point.

in an incredil)ly brief space of l-ne they were off for the
armoury; the military companies marching like veterans; the
artillery rumbling over the rude pavements; the cavalry jogging
along to cover the rear. A huge roaring mob accompanied them,
followed them, raced up the paraUel streets to arrive before the
armoury at the same moment as the first files.

The armoury square was found to be deserted except for
the intrepid Barry and Bovee, who still marched back and
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forth before the closed door. No one ha(J entered or left
buildinp.

Inside the armour>- the first spirit of bravado and fi^ht-to-t
ast-d.tch had died to a sullen stubbornness. Nobody had mi
to say. Ttrry was very contrite as well he miKht be. A judtrc
the Supreme Court, who had no business beinR in .San Franci
at all, sworn to uphold the law, had stepped out from his jui
diction to commit as lawless and idiotic a <leed of passion
could have been imagined! Whatever chances the Law aOrder party might have had. could they have mobilized th
forces, were dissipated. Their troops were scattered in sm
units; their rank and file were heaven knew where; their enemi
tully organized, had been mustered by the alarm bell to full ale
ness and compactness. And Terry's was the hand that h
struck that bell! For the only time in his recorded historv Dav
lerrys ungoverned spirit was humbled. Until he found th
nothing immediate wr^ going to happen to him, and while und
tlie silent but scathing disapprobation of his companions,
actually talked of resigning! Parentheticallv, the f.t did n
^st long and he soon reared his haughty crest as ligh as evt
iiut now, listening to the rear of the mob outside, peeping a^ tl
grim thousands of armed men deploying before the armoury 1

regretted his deed.
'

"This is ver>' unfortunate; very unfortunate! " he said " Biyou shall not imperil your lives for me. It is I thev want
will surrender to them."

Instead of the prompt expostulation he expected, a dea
silence greeted these words.

"There is nothing else to do," agreed Ashe at last.
An officer was sent to negotiate.
"We will deliver up the armoury if you will agree not to eiv

us over to the mob," he told the committee.
" We hold, and intend to hold, the mob under absolute controlWe have nothing m common with mobs " wa.. Coleman's reply
Ihe doors were then thrown open, and a company of th.

Vigilante troops marched in. Within ten minutes the street
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were cleared. The six hundred prisoners surrounded l.v a s,,iid
IxKly of mfantry with cav.ilrv on the lla.iks were marche.l to
headquarters. The city u,is jubilant. riii>, at la.t, was the
clean sweep! Men went ai.out with >hinin-,' faces, slapping each
other on the hack. .\nd Coleman, the wise general, reali/ing
that compromises were useless. fK-ace impo^siMe. ciiin. to a
deci.sioii. .Shortly from headcjuarters the i-it-re Xjcrilante lor -es
moved m four divisions K ,va:,i tin- cardinal points of the com-
pass, l-rom them small squads were from time to time .letac lied
and sent out to right or left. I-hc main divisions surrounded the
remammg four l.ig armouries; the smaller squads coml)ed the city
house by house for arms. In the early morniim die armourie's
carMtulated. Hy sun-up every weapon in the city had been taken
to Port Gunnybags.
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Ur TO lliis time ,\aii Ki^itli luul imdcTKone ihe cxiH-rif
•>t nine out (.1 Ivn niarrird woimn in rarlv Califori
that is, slic luid been ncKlirtid. \fj;lc(t in sorre fc

or otIuT was the a.nitm.n lot of tlu' I^raiiv uttadu-d femini
Hon- (oiild 11 lo-icaliy l.c otherwise? In liu> turbulent, vari
restless, inleuM'ly interestinj,', deeply exciting life of the pioii
city only a poor-spiriied, bloodless, nerveless man would h;
thou-ht to settle down to domeslieitv. A (luiet evening
home stands small

. hance, e\ en in an old-established communi
agamst a do^' tight on the corner or a tire in the next bio
and here were men fights instead, and a great, splendid o
tlagration of desires, appetites, and passions, a grand clash
interests and wills that burned out men's lives in the space a
few years. It was a restless time, full of neglected wom
1 his neglect varied in degree to be sure. Nan was lucky the
.\o other woman had thrust her wav in, no other attraction lur
Keith from her, as had hap{)ened to so many others S
possessed all his interest. Hut at present that interest seemed
attenuated, so remote.'

After her revulsion of feeling the afternoo »he Vigilantes fi

rose in their might, she withdrew within her pride. Nan was
meek and huml)le s,,irit. But the scales had dropped from h
eyes as to altairs about her. San Francisco suddenlv becai
something besides a crude collection of buildings. For the fn
time she saw it as a lixing entity, strong in the throes of growt
She devoured eagerly all the newspapers, collected avidly all t

rumours. Whenever possib -, she discussed the state of afTaii
but this was difficult, for ...... ly every one was strongly n;,rtis;
for one side or another, and incapable of anything but exciteme:
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and vituperal:o->, -|-|u. Sheruo...|s uvr.- a ^'reat (..mlori tu lur
here. W hile a|)i,tn\ ji^ of tiic new movemnii

. tluv iit\ .1 iluk .,

refused to become heate.l, and retained a spirit ..1 lnnu..u..
.Sherwood was n..t a member of the Commiitee of X'i.'ihuut' but
he had siii)scribed her.iiy and nprnlv I,, v. fund- hr hid
assisted It with his counsel,; ad it wa. hinird thai, >nU\.<x,
he ha(l taken part in some of the more ol ure but dan-iroiis
operations.

"I am an elderly, peacedovinj,', respectable (iti/.en," he told
Nan, "and I ^tand uueciuivocably f„r law and order and for
justice, for the orderly doin- of thin-.: ...,,1 a-ain^t violence, mob
spirit, and hi<,'hdiandedness."

"Why, John Sherwood: "cried Nan, up in arms at once. "I'd
never have believed \-ou could be on the -i<le of Ju(h'c 'IVrrv and
that stripe."

'"

••Oiiol" cried Sherwood, -leliirhtnl to have drawn her. "\ow
we have it

!
Jiut what made you think I was on that side?"

"Why—didn't you ju>t say "

"Oh." said SherwcKxl comfortably. "
I w:;> usin;,' real mcaninj,'^

not just word ta^s. In my opini.m real law and order, orderu'
donif,' of thinf,'s, d cetera, are all on the other side."
"And the men " cried Xan, a«low.
"The men are of course all noble, self-sacrificing, patriotic

immaculate rlemigods who " He I,roke off, chucMinj,' at
Xan's expression. " Xo, seriously, I think thev are do" a [\\w
work, anfl that they'll go down in history."

'•^'oure an old dear.'" cried Xan, 'impulsively ki-,in<T his
cheek.

^

"Take care," he warned, "you're endangering my glasses and
making my wife jealous."

Xan drew back, a little ashamed at having shown her feelings;
and rather astonished herself at their intensity.

In the course of these conversations the pendulum with her
l>egan again to quiver at the descent. Through tlie calmlv philo-
sophical eye of the ex-gambler. Jolin Sherwood, she pa'rtiv en-"

' *'
•-' significance of what was happening—the struggling

N-i.-'aged ih
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forth of real government from the sham. Her own troubles grev

small bycomparison. She began to feelnearer Keith in spirit thai

for some time past, to understand him better, even—though thi

was difficult—to get occasionally a glimpse of his relations towan
herself. It was all very inchoate, instinctive, unformed; rathe

an instinct than a clear view. She became restless; for she ha<

no outlet either for her own excitement or the communicated ex

citement of the times. It was difficult to wait, and yet wait sb
must. For what? She did not know!
On the crucial June evening she sat by the lamp trying in vai]

to concentrate her attention on a book. The sound of the doo
bell made her jump. She heard Wing Sam's shuffle, and hi

cheerful greeting which all her training had been unable t(

eliminate. Wing Sam always met ever>' caller with a smilinj

"Hello!" A moment later she arose in some surprise as Mrs
Morrell entered the foom.

Relations between the women had never been broken off

though the pretence of ordinary cordiality had long since beei

dropped. When Mrs. Morrell found it expedient to make thi:

call, she spent several hours trying to invent a plausible excuse

She was unable to do so. Finally she gave it up in angry desnair

"As long as it is not too bald, what difference does it make?'
she said to herself cynically.

And out of this desperation, and by no means from cleverness

she hit on the cleverest thing possible. Instead of coming t(

make a friendly call, she pretended to be on an errand of protest

"It's about your dog," she told Nan, "he's a dear good dog
and a great friend of ours. But cannot you shut him up nights;

He's inclined to prowl around under my windows, and just tht

sound of him there keeps me awake. I know it's foolish; but 1

am so nervous these days "

"Why, of course," said Nan with real contrition. "I'd nc

idea
"

Gringo was at the moment ingratiating himself with Wing Sarr

in re one soup bone of no use to anybody but dogs. If he could

have heard Mrs. Morrell's indictment, he would have been botb

:^tSI^Mi^&.'t
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grieved and surprised: Gringo never prowled any\vhcre. Like
most rather meaty individuals, he was a very sound sleeper; and
in the morning he often felt a Httle uneasy in his conscience as to

the matter of stray trespassing cats or such small fry. He had
every confidence that his instincts would warn him of really

important things, like burglars. Still, the important things are
not all of life, nor burglars all the duty of a dog.

Having slandered the innocent Gringo, Mrs. Morrell stayed
for a chat. Apparently she was always just on the point of

departure, but never went. Nan, being, as she thought, in the
wrong as to the worthy Gringo, tried her best to be poUte, but
was miserably conscious of being snippy.

At the end of an hour the door bell rang again. If Nan had
been watching, she might have seen Mrs. Morrell's body relax

as though from a tension. After a moment Wing Sam shuflfled

into the room carrying a soiled folded paper.

"Man he tell you lead this chop-chop," said he.

Murmuring an apology, Nan opened the paper. With a cry
she sprang to her feet. Her face had gone white.

"What is it?" cried Mrs. Morrell in apparent anxiety.

Without a word Nan extended the paper. Written in pencil

were these words:

Madam: Your husband has been injured in an attempt at
arrest. He wants me to tell you he is at Jake's Place hurt bad.
With respects. John Q. Alder.

For an instant Mrs. Morrell did not dare look up. She was
thoroughly angry at what she thought to be her husband's stu-

pidity.

"WTiy, that wouldn't deceive a child!" she thought contemp-
tuously.

"How dreadful! Who is Alder?" she said, merely to say

something.

Nan shook her head.

"I don't know," she replied rather wildly. "One of the

Vigilantes, I suppose. I must go out there. At once!"

rfH
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She ran to the hall where she began to rummage for do;

Mrs. Morrell followed her in wonderment. She was goinj
take this crude bait after all! Mrs. Morrell had not the slij

est idea Nan still loved her husband.
"You can't go alone!" she cried in apparent sympathy. "^

poor child
! Jake's Place—at this time of night !

"

"I'd go to hell if he needed me there!" cried Xan.
Mrs. Morrell became suddenly capable and commanding.
"Then I shall go with you," she announced firmly.
"Oh, you're good to me!" cried Nan, full of cont'rition, i

feeling, beneath her anxiety, that she had misjudged her n'ei

bour's heart.

Mrs. Morrell took charge. She lit the lantern, led the wa>
the stable, did the most toward harnessing the horse. Tl
made rather a mess of it, but the horse was gentle and relial
When they had backed the buggy out of the barn, she insisi
on driving.

"You're in no fit condition/' she told Nan, and Nan obe
ently climbed in beside her.

The drive was made in silence, except that occasionally ISI

urged hurry. She sat bolt upright, her hands clasped in 1

lap, her figure rigid, trying to keep hold of herself. At Jak
Place a surly hostler appeared and led away their horse. Jak
Place was in darkness save for one lighted room on the grou
floor and a dimly illuminated bar at the other end.

It is but just to a celebrated resort that had seen and was si

to see much of life to say that it knew nothing of the plot. Sa
some had engaged the ground-floor parlour, and ordered a fi

and drinks. Morrell had commanded a little supper for lati
Now tw^ ladies appeared. This was all normal. Witho
drinks, little suppers, and the subsequent appearance of ladi(
Jake's Place would soon have languished.
Nan leaped over the wheel to the ground as soon as the bugj

had stopped, and before the dilatory hostler had cramped asii

the wheel.

"Where is he?" she demanded breathlessly. The hostl
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jerked a thumb at the lighted windows. Without a word Xan
ran up the steps and to the door. The hostler looked after her
flying figure, then grinned up at Mrs. Morrell.

"Yum! yum!" said he, "but she's the eager little piece!"

Mrs. Morrell gave him a coin, and as he moved away with the

horse, she, too, ran up the steps. Nan had entered the parlour

door, leaving it open behind her. Mrs. Morrell closed it again,

and locked it. Then, with a certainty that proved her famili-

arity with the place, she walked down the length of the veranda
to a nail, which she entered.

Nan had burst into a parlour with an open fire,

stood a small table crowded with bottles and glasses

rose, rather unsteadily, from one of the easy chairs,

tered an exclamation of relief as she recognized him.

"Oh, I'm glad you're here!" she cried. "This is kind!

is he? Where is he?"
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MORRELL had no easy day with Ben Sansome. He
been forced to spend the whole of it with his prot(

save for the hour he had devoted to seeing Keith ofl

the piratical expedition. It was a terrible bore. In turn he !

played on the youth's pique, the supposed insult to his manhc
his desire for the woman. Sansome was not naturally a vali

adventurer; but he had an exceedingly touchy vanity, wh
with a little coddhng, answered nearly as well. Morrell I
the confident attitude that, of course, Sansome was not afn
therefore Sansome was ashamed to be afraid.

"For the moment," said the Englishman, "she's can
away by the glamour of this Vigilante movement. They se

to her strong men. She contrasts them with us men of

world, and as :-!ie cannot see that a polished exterior is

incompatible with strength, she has a faint growing conter
for us. Women like strength, masterfulness. It is the cha
of your life to show her that a man comme il faut is the eq
of these squalid brutes in that respect. She is in love «
you already, but she doesn't know it. All that is necess;

is a show of masterfulness to make her realize it." He stil

a yawn. "Lord, what dreary piffle!" he confided to hims
He painted Keith as a contemptible renegade from his o
class, currying favour with those below him, a cheap der
gague, a turncoat avid for popular power.
"At heart he's a coward—all such men are. And he's

wrapped up in his ambition that his wife is a small matter
him. There's no danger from him, for he's away; and after i

first ilarc-up we'll be able to handle him among us, never feai

But after impressing this point, Morrell always was most ca
ful to interpose the warning: "If it should rnme tn trnuV

372
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don't let him get near you.' He's ahsolutclv rotten with a gun-
you saw him in that farce of a duel-hut he's a strong beggar
Don t let him get his hands on you

!

"

^ ^h
•

"I won't," promised Sansome. a trifle ^hakilv
Then Morrell, lighting a fresh cigar and fortifying his bored

soul with another drink, skilfully outlined a portrait of San-
some himself as a hero, a dashing man of the world, a real devil
among the ladies, the haughty and proud exponent of aristo-
cratic high-handedness. He laid this on y)rettv thick, but San-
some had by now consumed a vast number of drinks, and was
ready to swallow almost anything in addition. Morrell's cus-
tomary demeanour was rather stolid, silent, and stupid" but
when he was really interested and cared to exert himself he be-
came unexpectedly voluble and plausible. .Mid-evening he
drove this creature of his own fashioning out to Jake 's Place and
deposited him in the parlour with the open fire, the table of
drinks, and the easy chairs.

His plans from this point on were based on the fact that he
had started Keith out on an expedition that should last all ni^ht
Had there been the slightest chance that the injured husband
could appear, you may be sure Morrell would not have been
present. Of course witnesses were necessarv to the meeting at
the road house. With Keith imminent, hirelings would have
been arranged for. With Keith safelv a^^^y, Morrell saw no
reasonwhyheshouldnotenjovthesituation himself. Therefore he
had arranged a little supper party. Tetnv McFarlane and Jimmv
Ware were his first thought. Then he added Pop McFarlane.
It he wanted Teeny as a witness, the i)artv must be respectable'
At the sound of wheels outside Morrell arose and slipped out

ine back door of the parlour.

^

"Now. remember!" he told Sansome from the doorwav
-Now s the chance of your life! You've got her love, and vou

must keep her. She'll cut up rough at first. That's when vou
must show what's in you. Go right after her!

"

As Nan burst into the room b\- one door he sofiK- closed—and
i'^-ckcd—the other behind him.
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BUT Sansome, although he had put up a brave front to t]
last moment, was not in reality feeling near the hero
romance he looked. In spite of Morrell's cleverness t)Lnghshman had failed to observe that Sansome had touched tlfringe of that second stage of semi-drunkenness when tl

drinks were dying on him." WTiile outwardlv fairlv sober, i.wardly he was verging toward the incoherent.' First one phaor mood would come to the top, then another, without irde

ha'rmTess' °;l!^',^^\^^^^-- ^' -^^ momentarily dangerous <harmless, ^an s abrupt entrance scattered his last coherenceFor the moment he fell back on habit, and habit was with hii
conventional. He smiled his best smile.

;• Do sit down," he urged in his most society manner
^^Ihis immediately convinced Nan that Keith must be badl

^j^Tell^me at once! "she demanded. "Where is Milton? Ish

"As far as I know," replied Sansome, still in his courtlmanner, Mr. Keith is in perfect health. As to where he is
"-hwaved an airy hand-"I do not know. It does not matter, doe

It. T^he point IS we are cozy here together. Do sit down."
I don t understand," said she, advancing a step nearer hebrows knit. " Don't put me off. I got a note savin^g—"

'

I know; I wr. te it," boasted Sansome fatu. %
The blood mounted her face, her fists clenched,'she advancec

several steps fearlessK'.
'

'^"vancec

''I don't quite understand," she repeated, in hard, crisp tones
Jou wrote it? Isn't it true? What did you do ^uch'a thin,

374
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"To get you here, my dear, of course;' rejoinccl Sansome

gallantly. " I knew your puritanical scruj.Irs— I love them ever\'
one—but "

"Do you mean to say you dareri decoy me hero!" challenged
\an, all allame. Her wholf emotion was one of raL,'e. It did not
occur to her to he afraid of Ben Sansome, the conventional, the
dilettante exquisite, without the gumption to say boo to a goose!

This Sansome answered hei, the habit of society strong within
him. He became deprecatory, [^leading, almost apologetic. His
manners were on top and his rather weak nature <|uaiied before
the blaze of her anger.

"1 know it was inexcusable," he babbled, "but what could I
do? I am mad about you ! Do forgive me ! Just sit down for a
few moments. I don't blame you for being angrv—any one is

angry at being deceived—but do forgive me.' if vou'll only
consider -d'hy I did it, you won't be angry. That's' right," he
ended soothingly, seeing that she neither spoke nor'moved.
"Just sit right down here and be comfortable. It must be cold
driving. Let me give you a glass of sherry." He fussed about,
shoving forward an armchair, arranging pillows, unstopping the
decanter.

" You fool
!

" si , ejaculated in a low voice. She looked him all
up and down, and turned to go.

The door was locked
! For the first time she noticed that Mrs.

Morrell had not followed her in. Her heart fluttered in sudden
panic, which she su.bdued. She moved toward the other door.
The words, and esjKxially the frustration of her intention,

brought another mood to the surface of Sansome's intoxication.
The polished society man with the habit li external unselfishness
disappeared. Another Sansome, whom Xan did not recognize,
sprang to take his place.

"-No, you don't! " he snarled. "That door's locked, too. You
don't get out of here until I choose to let you out!

"

"You'll let me out; and you'll let me out right now, or I'll call
for help," said Nan determinedly.

Sansome deliberately seated himself, stretching his legs out
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straight before him, his hands in his pockets. This was
masterful role he had seen himself playing, and he instincti
took the at i itude approved by the best melodramatic mastei

"Call all \(Hi please," he sneered. "Nobody's going to
any attention to your calls at Jake's Place!

"

Nan's heart went cold as she realized the complete trut
this. She was lierrjiining to know fear. This was a new so
creature before her, one with which she was acquainted onl'
instinct. She flid not know what to do next, except that she
surely that open opposition would only aggravate the situatii

"I must gain timcl" she told herself, though to what enc
could not have said.

Her pulses beat wildly, but she forced herself to a spec
calmness.

"Ikit Ben," she said as naturally as she could, "why did
do so foolish a thing as this? It might make all kinds of troi
You can always see me at the house; you know that. Why
you get me out on this mad expedition? If we were to be :

here by anybody we would be deeply compromised."
The words reminded her of Mrs. Morrell; but out of si

terror she resolutely thrust that idea from her mind. At
appeal Sansome suddenly became maudlin.

"You've treated me like a dog lately—a yellow dog!'
mourned. "What good did it do to goto your house anc
treated like a yellow dog?

"

Nan's faculties were beginning to rally after the first pa
Her heart was still thumping violently, but her eyes were brij
and her fighting courage was flowing back. For the first time
obvious condition registered on her brain.

"He's drunk! "she thought.

This discovery at first induced in her another small pa
Then her courage boldly took it as a point of attack. The r
was drunk and dangerous; very well, let us make him more dn
and less dangerous. That was a desperate enough expedient,
at least it was definite. She crossed deliberately to the other e
chair, and sat down.

lit
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"Well, let's sit down," she agreed. "No!" more <lecidedly,

"you sit there, on the other side. It's more co-:y" she rontinued,

at just the right moment to get lur etTctt on his instinct of gotKl

manners. "Now, I will have that sherry. No, don't bother; it

is next mv hand. You must drink with me. Let me jKjur it for

you—with my own hands—aren't you tlallered?"

She smiled across at him. Thia sudden reversion to an easy

every-day plane had brought Sntisome's tirst mood again to the

surface. In this atmosphere c. .,rderly t^le-a-t6te he was again

the societv man. Nan breathed freer. He murmured some-

thing inane and conventional about Hebe.

"Meaning you're a little tin god?" she chaffed.

He said something still more in\ olved, to the effect that her

presence would make a god out of the most unworthy mortal. It

was all vapid, unreal, elaborate, artificial.

"If I can only keep him at this!" thought she desperately.

S' e had drunk her glass of sherry because she felt she needed

it. Now she poured another, and without comment, refilled

Sansome's -vhiskey glasb.

"Here's to us!" she cried, lifting her glass.

Nan's plan of getting him so drunk that he would n t inter-

fere with her efiCdpc had the merit of simplicity, and also of en-

dorsement by such excellent authority as melodrama and the

novel. It had the defect of being entirely theoretical. Nan's

innocence of the matter in hand had not taken into account the

intermediate stages of drunkenness, nor did she realize the

strength inherent in the association of ideas. As she leaned for-

ward to fill the glasses, Sansome's eyes brightened. He had

seen wom.en pouring wine many times before. The picture before

him reminded him of a dozen similar pictures taken from the

gallery- of his rather disreputable past. His elaborate compli-

mentary mood vanished. He pledged her ardently, and deep in

his eyes began to burn a secret covetous fiame. Nan poured her

sherry under the table.

"This really is a cozy party! " she cried. " Will > ou have an-

other vdth mc?"
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The- ihird Rlass of neat whiskey whirled in Sansome's hearl
He '.'as verK'inR toward complete drunkenness, l>ut in the mean
timi hecame an orous. His eyes burned, his lips fi-H apart
Nan tried in desperation to keep on a plane of lijjht persitla^e
to hold him to his chair and to the impersonal. Deep fear en
tered her. She urged more drink en him, hoping that he vvoulc
be overpowered. It was like a desperate race between this man'
passions and the deep oblivion that reached for them. He
mouth was dry, and her brain whirled. Only by the greates
etTort cou'.d she prevent herself from Hying to pieces. Sansom.
har(..y appeared to hear her. He wagged his head at her,
looking upon her with swimming, benevolent eyes. Suddenly
without warning, he sprang up, overturning with a crash th<
small table and the bottles and glasses.

" By God, you're the most beautiful woman I ever saw'" ht
cried. "Come here!"

He advanced on her, his eyes alight. She saw that the crisis
had come, and threw aside all pretence.

" Keep away! Keep away !

" she warned him through gritted
teelli; then, as he continued to stumble toward her, she struck at
him viciously again and again with one of the small light chairs.
For a moment or so she actually managed to beatliim off; but

he lunged through the blows and seized her around the shoulders,
" Reg'lar little tiger cat!" he murmured with fond admiration!
His reeking breath was on her neck as he sought her mouth.

Slic threw her head back and to one side, fighting desperately
and Silently, tearing at him with her hands, writhing her body,
lowerin- her head as he forced her around, kicking at his shin!
The man .. strength was as horrible as il was unexpected. The
efforts to which she was giving her every ounce did not api>ear
to have the - lightest etTect on him. His handsome weak face
continued to smile foolishly and fondly down on her.

"Reg'lar little tigi-r cat!" he repeated over and over.
The terrible realization dawned on her that he was too much for

her. Her body suddenly went lax. She threw back her head
and screameil.
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THE plot which Morrell had first sugRestcd idly and as

sort of a joke, but whi^.i later he had entered into with

growing b- lief, was (luitc [.erfcct in all details but one:

he assumed that Keith had accompanied Durkee's expedition,

and was sure I hat he had seen the young lawyer off. A.s a matter

of fact, Keith had been recalled. A messenger had at the very

last moment handed him an order sealed with the well-known

open eye, and signed ",^,^ Secretary." It commanded him to

proceed with certain designated men to the arrest of certain

others inscribed on the black list. This was a direct order,

whereas the present expedition was wholly a voluntary affair.

Keith had no alternative but to obey, though he did so reluc-

tantly, for this search for arms had promised ^port. Therefore,

he stepped ashore at the last instant; a [)roceeding unobserved

by Morrell, who was surveying the scene from a distance, and
who turned away once the sails were hoisted.

The duty to which Keith had been assigned took some time.

The men had to be searched out one by one, escorted to head-

quarters, and the usual formalities there accomplis' "d. It was

late in the evening before he was free to go home. He let him-

self in with his latchkey, and had just turned up the low-burning

gas in the hall when the sound of hurrying ieet brought him
bad; to the door. He flung it open to confront Mrs. Sherwood

and Krafft. They were both panting as though they had run

some distance and KrafTt's usually precise attire was dishevelled

and awry, as though it had been hastily put on.

" Nan! " gasped Mrs. Sherwood. " Is she here?

"

Keith, with instant decision, asking no questions, threw open

the parlour door, glanced withm, ran u[)stairs three steps at a

379
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time, but ..Imost immediately return. .1 after a hastv inspec
of the upper story. His face had gone very pale, 'but he
himself in perfect control.

"Well?" he demanded crisply, looking from one to the ot
But IVIrs. Sherwood did not stop to answer. With a sti

exclamation she darted from the house. Kraflt looked after 1

bewildered. Keith shook him savagely bv the shoulder.
"Speak up, man! Quick! What is it?" demanded Ke

His voice was vibrant with suppressed excitement, but he I
himself outwardly calm, and waited immobile until the enc
Krafft's story. It was characteristic of him as of all strong r
in a crisis that he made no move whatever until he was sure
had grasped the whole situation.

KralTt was just going to bed—he always retired early—wl
he was called to the door by Mex Ryan. Mex had never co
to his house before. He was a shoulder striker and a thu- 1

he had one sure streak of loyalty in that nothing could eve'r
duce him to go back on a pal. For various reasons he o
sidered Krafft a pal. He was very much troubled.
"Look here, boss," he said to Krafft. "It just come to i

mind a while ago: what was the name of that bloke you told ;

to keep off'n? The Cora trial man, I mean."
Krafft recalled the circumstance, and named Keith.
Mex slapped his head.

"That's right! It come to me afterward. Well, there's dii
work with his wife. That's where I see the name, on the oi
side of the note. I just give her a fake letter that says her hi
band is shot, and she's to go to him."
"How did he know what the letter said?" interjected Kei

at this point.

" He'd read anything given him, of course. Mex knew t
letter was false. I came up to find vour house. I didn't knc
where vou lived, so I stopped at John Sherwood's to inquii
Mrs. Sherv.'ood was home alone. She came with me."

" Where did this letter say I was supposed to be? " asked Keit
"Jake's Place."

rw

L l.:u
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samelnst^nt Mr^S^;^'
^"''\ '"^ ^''''''"^ ^"^ ^^^ ^°"^- '^^ thesame mstant Mr.. Sherwood's voice was heard from the darkness.Come liere," she cried, " I have a rig

"

They found her seated in a buggy. Both climbed in beside herKeith 00k the reins, and lashed the horse with the ligh whLThe astonished animal leaped ; the buggy jerked forward
^'

1 hen began a wild, careering, bumpy ride into the night Theroad was fearful and all but invisible. The carriage swayed andswung dangerously Keith drove, every facultv concentratedNo one spoke. The dim and ghostly half-guessed forms of th n. ';at night streamed past.
"'"J^s

"Who sent that letter.?" demanded Keith finally
'' Mex wouldn't tell me," replied Krafft.
"How long ago did he deliver it?"
"About an hour."

'^u^\"'''^
P^''""^'^ frantically under the lash as this reply

reached Keith. The buggy was all but overturned. He pulfed
the rantic animal down to a slower pace, and with an obvious
effort regained control of himself.

"Can't afford an accident!" he warned himself
;'.\re you armed?" Mrs. Sherwood asked him suddenly
\ es-no, Ileftmygunat headquarters-that doesn't matter »

Mrs. Sherwood made no comment. The wind caught her
hair and whipped it about. In the distance now twinkled the
lights of Jake s Place. Keith took a firmer grip on the reins, and
again applied the whip. They swept into the gravelled driveway
on two wheels, righted themselves, and rounded to the veranda
Keith pulled up and leaped to the ground. Nobody was visible"
!• rom the veranda he turned on them.

"Here, you!" he commanded Mrs. Sherwood sharply "I
can t have you in this row! Stay here, outside. You take care
of her," he told Krafft. " No, I mean it

!

"

On his words a scream burst from the lighted room. Keith
sprang to the door, found it locked, and drew back. With a low
mightj' rush he thrust his shoulder against the panel near the
lock. The wood splintered. He sprang forward into the room
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A FTER turning the key in the lock outside the parlo

l\ door Mrs. Morrell slipped along the dark veranda, pass
J, X. through a narrow hall, and entered a small back sittir

room. Jake's Place especially abounded in sitting-rooms. Tl

particular one was next the parlour, so that one listening intent

could be more or less aware of what was going on in the larg

room. Here Morrell was already seated, a bottle of beer next 1

hand. He raised his e} cDrows on her entrance, and she nodd
back reassuringly. She, too, sat down and helped herself

beer. Both smoked. For a long time neither said anythir

"Don't hear much in there," observed Mrs. Morrell finally,

a low guarded tone.

"Not a sound," agreed Morrell. "You don't suppc

she
"

"No, I don't think so."

"Then I don't see wnat ails that fool, Sansome!

like him to jib."

"What does it matter?" observed Mrs. Morrell philosopl

cally. " We don't care what is happening inside as long as tho

two doors stay locked until Teeny and Jimmy Ware g
here."

As has been mentioned. Pop McFarlane was also of the part

but, characteristically, neither would have thought that fa

worth mentioning.

"Just le same, as a matter of academic interest, I'd ha'

expected her to make more of a row," said Morrell. "I'll wag
for all her airs she runs the same gait as all the rest of you."

"Do you mean me?" demanded Mrs. Morrell, her eyes flas'

ing dangerously.
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'"Mv remark"Moderate your voice, my dear/' advised he.

was wholly general of your charming sex.''

From the parlour now they heard faintly the first sounds of

struggle.

"That's more like," he said with satisfaction. "I hate to

have my ideals shattered.''

Wheels became audible.

"There's Teeny, now," he observed, arising. He sauntered
down the hall and looked out. " Keith

!

" he whispered back over
his shoulder. "Where in hell did he come from?" He con-
tinued to peer into the darkness. "There's two ethers. Well,
at any rate, we have plenty of witnesses!" He turned to Mrs.
Morrell. "You'd better make your: elf scarce. You locked
that door, you know!

"

Scarce!" she repeated, staring at him. "Where? How?"
He looked at her through narrowed lids.

" Get a horse of Jake," he said at last. " I'll meet you—oh, at
the house. We'll arrange later."

He watched her rather opulent figure steal down the dim hall-

way. A cynical smile flashed under his moustache. He turned
back to the drama before him. The buggy had disappeared ; the

veranda was apparently empty.

"Now I wonder who will shoot who?" sf)eculated Morrell.

He stole to the first of the windows. The lower blinds were
drawn, but the ujjper half of the window was clear. Morrell
cautiously placed a stool nearby, and mounted h • 1 he could see

into the room. For several minutes he watched. Then his hand
stole to his pocket. He produced a revolver.
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BLINDED by the light, Keith stood for a barely ajipreciabl

moment in the wrecked doorway. Sansome, startled b
the crash, relaxed his efforts. Nan thrust him from he

so strongly that he staggered back. Keith's vision cleared. H
appreciated the meaning of the tableau, uttered a choked grow
and advanced.

Immediately Sansome drew and presented his weapon. H
was shocked far toward sobriety, but the residi'e of the whiske
fumes in combination with a sudden sick and guilty panic imbue
him with a sort of desperation. Sansome was a bold and dashir

villain only as long as things came his way. His amours ha
always been of the safe rather than the wildly adventurou
sort. Sansome had no morals; but being found out produce
effects so closely resembling those of conscience that they coul

not be distinguished. In me chaotic collapse of this heroic epi

sode he managed to cling to but one thing. That was Morrell'

often reiterated warning: "Don't let Keith get his hands o:

you!"

At the sight of his levelled weapon, Nan, who was nearest

uttered a stifled cry and made as though to throw herself on him
" Stop! " commanded Keith, without looking toward her. Bu

so c|uietly authoritative was his voice and manner that in spite o
herself her impulse was checked. She remained rigid.

Keith advanced steadily on Sansome, his hands clenched a

his side, his eyes fixed frowniiigly and contemptuously on thosi

of the other man. The pistol barrel was held on his breast

Sansome fully intended to :.hoot, but found himself unable t(

pull the trigger. This is a condition every rifleman knows wel

by experience; he calls it being "frozen on the bull's eye," when
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the alignment perfect, his ritle steady as a rock, he ne'-erthelrss

cannot transmit just the little nerve power necessary to crook tne

forefinger. Three times Sansome sent the message to liis trigger

finger; three times the impulse (]m\ before it had compassed the
distance between his brain and his hand. This was partiv because
his correlations had been weakened by the drink; partly because
his fuddled mind was divirled between fear, guilt, despair, and
a rage at himself for having got into such a mess; but principallv

because he was hypnotically dominated by the other man's
stronger personality.

So evident was this that a sudden feeling of confidence re-

placed in Nan the sick terror at the sight of the weajjon. She
seemed to know positively that here was no real peril. A wave
of contempt for Sansome, even as a dangerous creature, mingled
with a passionate admiration for the man who thus dominated
him unarmed.

Sansome's nerve broke. He dropped his hand, looked to

right and left frantically like a rat in a corner, uttered a very
ratty squeak. Suddenly he hurled the loaded pistol blindly at

Keith, and plunged bodily, with an immense crash of breaking
glass, through the closed window. Keith, with a snarl of baffled

rage, dashed forward.

The sight seemed to touch Xan's sense of humour. She
laughed at the picture, caught her breath, gasped. Keith
whirled and snatched her fiercely in his arms.

"Nan:" he cried in an agony, "are }'ou all right? What did

that beast
"

She clung to him, still choking, on the edge of hysterics. In
a moment of illumination she realized that the intangible bar-

rier these past years had so slowly built between them had gone
crashing down before the assnnlt of the old love triumphant.
"I'm all right, dear," she gasped; "nally all right. And I

never was so happy in my life!"

They clung together frantically, he j)atting her shoulder, her
cheek against his own. murmuring broken, soothing little phrases.

The time and the place did not exist for them..
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A scuffle outs.de, which they had only vaguely sensed, ;

which had not at all penetrated to their understandings ca
to an end. Mrs. Sherwood appeared in the doorway' ]
dress was torn and dishevelled, a strand of her smooth hair 1

fallen across her forehead, an angry red mark showed on <

cheek. But she was in high spirits. Her customary (luiet pchad given place to a vibrant, birdlike, vital, cjuiyering iagerncTo the two in the centre of the room, still clasped in each otht
arms, came the same thought: that never, in spite of her ruff
plumes, m spite of the cheek already beginning to swell h
this extraordinary woman looked so beautiful' Then Ke
realized that she was panting heavily, and was clinging to t

doorway. He sprang to her assistance.
"What is it? Where is Krafft?" he asked
She laughed a little, and permitted him to help her to

armchair into which she sank. She waved aside Keith's :

tempts to find a whole glass in the wreckage of the table.
I m all nght," she said, "and isn't this a nice little party

Keith
happened? Where is Krafft?" repeat

"I sent him to the stable for help. There didn't seem to
any' ody about the place."

^' But what happened to you? Did that brute Sansome
Sansome? was that Sansome? the one who came through twindow? ' She dabbed at her cheek. "You might wet me

handkerchief or a towel or something," she suggested. "N
he didn t stop!" she laughed again. "Are you all right>" si
asked anxiously of Nan. 6 • =

"Yes. But 'tell us "

"Well, children, I was waiting on the veranda, obeying orde
like a good girl,when in the dim light I saw a man mount a sto,
and look into the room. He was very much interested. I creiup quite close to him without his knowing it. I heard him mu
ter to himself something about a 'weak-kneed fool ' Then hdrew a revolver. He looked quite determined and heroic"-
she giggled reminiscently—"so I kicked the stoni nut from ondt
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him! About that time there was a most terrific crash, and
somebody came out through the window."
"But your cheek, your hair

"

"I tried to hold him, but he was too strong for me. He hit

me in the face, wrenched himself free, and ran. That was all;

except that he dropped the pistol, and I'm going to keep it as a
trophy."

Keith was looking at her, deep in thought.

"I don't understand," he said siowlv. "Who could it have
been?"

Mrs. Sherwood shook her head.

"Somebody about to shoot a pistol; that's all I know. I

couldn't see his face."

"Whoever it was, you saved one or both of us," said Keith,
"there's no doubt in my mind of that. Let's see the pistol."

It proved to be one of the smaller Colt's models, about 31
calibre, cap and ball, silver plated, with polished rosewood
handles, and heavily engraved with scrollwork. Turning it

over, Keith finally discovered on the bottom of the butt
frame two letters scratched rudely, apparently with the point of a
knife. He took it closer to the light.

"I have it," said he. "Here are the letters C. M."
"Charles Morrell!" cried both women in a breath.

At this moment appeared Krafit, somewhat out of wind, fol-

iowed by the surly and reluctant proprietor from whom the
place took its name. Jake had been liberally paid to keep him-
self and his staff out of the way. Now finding that he was not
want.ed, he promptly disappeared.

"Let's get to the bottom of this thing," said Keith decisively.

"If those are really meant for Morrell's initials, what was he do-
ing here?"

"Mrs. Morrell came out with me," put in Nan.
"Jake told me there was to be a supper party later," said Kraflft.

"It's clear enough," contributed xMrs. Sherwood. "The
whole thing is a plot to murder or do worse. I've been through
'50 and '51, and I know."
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fully.

""'' ^'"'''' ^'^ '^^' ^^"'"'"^ " ^^'d Keith dc

Shcnvoofr'""''
'' """''^ "" '''''''

^ "^^"'^ ^*^"'^^'" ^^P''^d-

said k>r(/r'
"""' to-morrow from Mex Ryan who sent the nc

vulltx 'Z'r""'
'' '*'*' '°'""^'' P'^^^'" ^"^' ^^" ^'h a ,

Again they had great difficulty in finding any one to get t

himself. The latter made some growl aboi, i payment for theertamment but at this Keith turned on him u-ith such con,
t^ated fury that he muttered something and slouched awaywas agreed that Krafft should conduct Mrs. Sherwood Ttlambered mto the two buggies and drove away



eith doubt-

replied Mrs.

t the note,"

with a con-

to get their

and Jake
for the en-

ch concen-

away. It

•od. They

LXXVII

THE horse plodded slowly down the gravelled drive of
the road house and turned into the main highway It
was very dark on earth, and very bright in the heavens.

The afternoon fog had cleared away, dissipated in the warm air
rom the sand hills, for the day had been hot. Overhead tlarcd
thousandsofstars,throwingthevvorldsmall. \an, shivering in re-
action, nestledagainst herhusband. Redrew her close. She rested
her cheek against his shoulder and sighed happily. Neither spoke.
At tirst Keith s whole being was filled with rage. His mind

whirled with plans for revenge. On the morrow he would hunt
down Morrell and Sansome. At the thought of what he would
do to them, his teeth clamped and his muscles stiffened. Then
he became wholly preoccupied with Nan's narrow escape His
quick mind visualized a hundred possibihties-suppose he had
gone on Durkee's e.xpedition? Suppose Me.x Ryan had not
happened to remember his name? Suppose Mrs. Sherwood and'
Krafft had not found him? Suppose they had been an hour
ater? Suppose He leaned over tenderly to draw the
lap robe closer about her. She had stopped shivering and was
nestling contentedly against him.
But gradually the storm in Keith's soul fell. The great and

solemn night stood over against his vision, and at last he could
not but look. The splendour of the magnificent skies, the
dreamy peace of the velvet-black earth Iving supine like a weary
creature at rest-these two simple infinities of space and of
promise took him to themselves. .An eager glad chorus of frogs
came from some invisible pool. The slithering sound of the
sand dividing before the buggy wheels whisper i. Every once
in a while the plodding horse sighed deeply.

389
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With the warm coz>- feci of the woman, his w<.man. in

hollovv of h.s arm, i.,s spirit stilled and uplifted bv the simple

rummation. The fever of activity in the city, the clash of me
interests, greeds, and passions, the tumult and striving
sweat and dust of the arena fell to nothing about his feet
cleared his visu.n of the small necessary unessentials, and staior h wide-eyed at the big simplicities of life-truth as one s!
1 ,

loyalty to one's ideal, chanty toward one's beaten enemv
steadfast front to,.ard one's unbeaten enemy, scorn of pJtness, to be unafraid. Unless the struggle is for and by 'th
things, u js useless meanin,"less. And one's possessions-Kmh .left arm tightened convulsively. He had come near

Is st;^
^"^"^-^'"" "°^^ ^^"^'- '' ^^P— N;

"Are we there, dear?" she inquired, raising her head.
Kei h had reined in the horse, and was peering into the siirounding darkness. He laughed.

uu me su

"No, we seem to be here," he replied. "And I'm blest ifknow where 'here' is! I've been day-dreaming!"
1 believe I've been asleep," confessed Nan

They both stared about them, but could discern nothh
familiar in the dim outlines of the hills. Not a light flickered.

Perhaps it you d give the horse his head, he'd take us homI ve heard they would," suggested Nan.
" He's had his head completely for the last two hours. Tha

jare^SaTi.''
"^^ ""' '"'^ ^"^"^'' ^^^ after leavin

"Well, we're on a road. It must go somewhere "

Tf ^'1! ;

''''.'' '"""' difficulty, managed to awaken the horst
It sighed and resumed its plodding.

I'
I'm afraid we're lost," confessed Keith.

"I don't much care," confessed Nan.
"He seems to be a perfectly safe horse," said heBy way of answer to this she passed her arms gentlv about hi,nek ^na bent his lips to hers. The horse immediately stopped
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"Seems a fairly intelligent brute, too," observed Keith, alter
a few moments.

" Did you ever see so many stars?" said she.

The buggy moved slowly on thr. igh the night. They did
not talk. K.\i)Ianations and narrative could wait until the
morrow -a distant morrow only dimly foreseen across this
vast ocean of night. .Ml sense of time' or direction left them;
they were wandering irresponsibly, without thought of why, as
children wander and get lost. After a long time they saw a
silver gleam far ahead and below them.
"That must be the bay," said Keith. "If we turn to the right

we ought to get back to lown."
"I suppose so," said Nan.
A very long time later the horse stopped short with an air

of finality, and refused absolutely to proceed. Keith descended
to see what was the maUer.
"The road seems to end here," he told her. "There's a

steep descent just ahead."

"What now?"
"Nothing," he replied, climbing back into the buggy.
The horse slumbered profoundly. They wrapped the lap robe

around themselves. For a time they whispered little half-
forgotten things to each other. The pauses grew longer and
longer. With an effort she roused herself to press her lips again
to his. They, too, slept. And as dawn slowly lighted the world,
they must have presented a strange and bizarre silhouette atop
the hill against the paling sky—the old sagging buggv, the horse
with head down and ears adroop, the lovers clasped in each
other's arms.

Silently all about them the new day was preparing its great
spectacle. The stars were growing dim; the masses of eastern
hills were becoming visible. .\ full rich life was swelling through
the world, quietly, stealthily, as though under cover of darkness
multitudes were stealing to their posts. Shortlv, when the
signal was given, the curtain would roll up, the fanfare of
trumpets would resound A meadow lark chirped low out of
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t'.c blackness. And an„ther, boldly, with full threat uttorcc

lurnuiKnu Mt. lamalpais caught the first L'hostlv Imht Jecsta .cally the birds and the in.so< ts and the llin« Ldc awand creep.n« things awakened, and each in his own vo omanner devoutly welcomed the brand-new day with is rick;an chances of life and its for«etfulness of ohi dLereea

ri'S- di a^"r'r ''''' ''''''^' ^""''-'^- theln^^'pLrctnllcd, distant cocks crowed, and a do« barked exubera^ly

Keith stirred and looked about him. Objects were alreabecommg d.mly visible. Suddenly someth nj a trie t..!

tht little land breeze came the sound of a bell It wis t

bSir"- ""^r ""• ''''"^'"« -^^ putting k:hback from her eyes. She laughed a little happily,

nightr '''
"

''"''"•" '^' """^- "^'^^'^'^ been out ,

"The dawn," repeated Keith, his arm about her but his e
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LXXVIII

Ao THE Keiths, on the way, drove across what i-; now
Harbour View, they stopped to watch a hark standing

^ out through the Golden Gate before the gentle morning
land breeze. She made a pretty sight, ior the new-risen sun
whitened her sails. Aboard her was the arch-plotter, Morrell.
Had they known of that fact, it is to be doubled whether they
would have felt any great disapjwintmenl over his escai)c, or any
deep animosity at all. The outcome of his elTorts had been
clarifying. The bark was bound for the Sandwich Islands.
Morrell's dispositions for flight at a moment's notice had been
made long since; in fact, since the first days of V^igilante

activity. He Ungered in the islands for some years, at tirst

cutting quite a dash; then, as his money dwindled and his

schemes failed, he degenerated slowly. His latter end was
probably as a small copra trader in the South Seas; but that is un-
kv wn. Mrs. Morrell— if indeed she was the man's legal wife at
all—thus frankly al)an'ioiied, put a 'oold fron* on the whole
matter. She returned to her house. As the Keiths in no manner
molested her, she took heart. With no resources other than
heavily mortgaged real proi)erty, she found herself forced to <lo

something for a living. In the course of events we see Mrs.
Morrell keeping a flashy boarding-house, hanging jirecariously on
the outer fringe of the lax society of the times, frowncil upon by
the respectable, but more or less sought by the fast men and
young girls only too numerous among the idle of that day.
Ben Sansome went south. For twenty years he lived in Los

Angeles, where he cut a figure, but from which he always cast
longing eyes back upon San Francisco. He ha urtive
lookout for arrivals from the iiuilh. One day, iiowev e. came
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ace to face w.th Kdlh. As the latter did not annihilate him othe spot, bansome plucked up courage. Ik- returned to SnFranasco There in time he attainc:;! a posi Ln it totheart: he became an "old beau." frequenting the teas and baappraismg the debu-antes, givin,. his opinio^ on ^^^-leadm. a comfortable, idle, selfish, useless, grac u ife Hion y d^omfort was his occasional encounters with he LiSMrs. keith never distinguished him from thin air unless othe;were present. Keith had always in his eye a gleaL of conte^rwhich, perhaps, Sansome acknowledged, was nruml but t wa contempt with a dash of amusem\.u in it, and t'lm gal eelSt.ll Ben was satisfied. He gained the dist nction of ha hdiscovered the epicurean value of sand-dabs.

''

The Sherwoods founded the family of that name
Terry, arrested for the stabbing of Hopkins, was at first vervhumble, prom sing to resign his Supreme Cout judgesWn a'

was ra ntr at a o.s. If Hopkins died, they could do no less thi nhang lerry; and they realized fully that in executinra Ju i e o

elief of e?' ^"^VI'T-""^'
^"^''^""^^ ^'^P wate'r. To hrelief of everybody Hopkins fully recovered. After beincr hddclosely m custody. Terry was finallv released with a resolutiothat he be declared unfit for office. Once free however herevised his intention of resigning. His subsequent ca'e proved

v^Sd :"V-^'-'P"-^- i^^ earlier promise. P^LXT
Stenh n Fi d

'"
n

'''
f l^'^^P^^^S to assassinate Ju'stice

Terrvt W '
"'^'' '^'^^' ^'^P^'''' ^""^ ""«™ed man. IfTerry holds any sig.ulicance in historv, it is that of beinc thestmngest factor in the complete wrecking of the Law and Order

For with the capture of the arsenals, and all their arms onenopposition to the Committee of Vigilance came to an . I T^ FxecutH-e Committee continued its work. Numberless malefactorsand suspects vvere banished; two more men, Hetherh gton ImBrace, were solemnly hanged. On the .Sth of Augu 'the eelwerepracticallyempty. It was determined to disband on th.r
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That ceremony was signalized by a parade on the iSth. Four

regiments of infantry, two squadrons of cavalry, a battalion of
riflemen, a battalion of pistol men, and a battalion of police were
in line. The entire 'ity turned out to cheer.

As for the efT'-.u, oi .'ins rrovemcnt, the reader must be referred
to the historic is. It i.-, suii; :ient to say that for years San
Francisco enj( c! a mwiel government and almost complete
immunitv from -i."', ^

One evening about twilight two men stood in the gathering
shadows of the Plaza. They were old friends, but had in times
of stress stood on opposite sides. The elder man shook his head
skeptically.

"That is all very well." said he, "but where are your Vigilantes
now?"
The other raised his hand toward the great bell of the Monu-

mental silhouetted against the afterglow in the sky.
"Toll that bell, sir, and you will see!" replied Coleman

solemnly.

THE END
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