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Suddenly a great star, like a sun, appeared high in the

air over the temple . . . ; and a great song arose
from the men in white. . . . At the farther end, a
throne stood upon a platform. . . . On the throne

sat a majestic-looking figure, whose posture seemed to
indicate a mixture of pride and benignity as he looked
down on the multitude below. . . . I made my way
through the crowd to the front, while the singing yet
continued, desirous of reaching the platform while it
was unoccupied by any of the priests. . . . When I
arrived on the platform the song had just ceased, and I
felt as if all were looking toward me. But, instead of
kneeling at its foot, I. walked right up the stairs to the
throne, laid hold of a great wooden image that seemed
to sit upon it, and tried to hurl it from its seat. In this
I failed at first, for I found it firmly fixed. But in
dread lest, the first shock of amazement passing away,
the guards would rush upon me before I had effected
my purpose, I strained with all my might; and, with a
noise as of the cracking, and breaking, and tearing of
rotten wood, something gave way, and I hurled the
image down the steps. Its displacement revealed a
great hole in the throne, like the hollow of a decayed
tree, going down apparently a great way. But I had no
time to examine it, for, as I looked into it, up out of it
rushed a great brute, like a wolf, but twice the size,
and tumbled me headlong with itself down the steps
of the throne,
GEORGE MAcDONALD, Phantastes.
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THE BROKEN LANCE

CHAPTER 1
THROWN TOGETHER AS DICE

“Morgan Yeager, stand up!”

It was one boy of one-and-twenty commanding
another only a little younger; but Emerson Courtright
had back of his command all the mightinesses which
make up authority—and Morgan Yeager stood up.
A thrill ran through the room. Would this favorite
pupil be actually punished, or was it a disciplinary
feint? A crisis in the little government was clearly
recognized. The handsome young teacher’s word was
to be kept, now, or broken.

“One promise I made to the school-board when I
was placed here,” said Emerson. “Fighting—rowdy-
ism—has been the bane of the school. I promised to
stamp it out, After the rule is laid down, it makes
no difference whether it is broken by an old offender
or some other pupil. Is it true, Morgan, that you
were fighting with one of the Collins boys on your
way home from school last Friday?”

“Yes, sir,” responded Morgan ; “I was fighting with
both of them.”

“Did you not strike the first blow?”

“Yes, sir; I struck the first blow.”

1
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“Is it not true that you whipped James Collins
severely, and—"

“I whipped them both,” answered Morgan, “Jim
and Ned; as severely as I could.”

The young teacher, who had won medals for ham-
mer-throwing and shot-putting, and who had at times
that tingling of the blood, as we shall see, that leads to
broken heads, was too youthful not to feel more
sympathy than he ought with the admiration that
rippled over the boys’ faces as they gazed at Morgan,
and then at the vacant seats of the “fighting Collinses.”

3ut he crushed the sympathy for the sake of discipline.
Consistency is most precious to the young.

“You may come forward!” said Emerson.

It was no feint, then! Morgan walked calmly up
to the rostrum. The pupils exchanged glances, some
smiling the mirthless smile that goes with pale cheeks
and trembling fingers. The tension of mind was
such as rarely comes to any gathering of adults;
for well they knew that, under the rule laid down,
and according to school usages, Morgan Yeager must
be whipped—and the punishment of one human being
by another is always, to the uncorrupted mind, a
thing of horror.

Emerson lifted the lid of his desk, and saw his
yellow-backed copy of Herbert Spencer’s Education,
from which he had imbibed the notion that rough,
rude punishments may not be dispensed with in deal-
ing with youth of rough, rude parentage. This bound
boy from a New York foundlings’ home had never had
the “race-development” entitling him to immunity
from the rod. Wishing fervently that he might have
been spared this application of his conception of syn-

th
the

SwW

wl
tha
of

it 1
o

11

dee
1
sob
tur
ror:
fixe
tun
I
or !
fo ¢
rain
the
fing
deni
hard
a ch
wris
His
colla
togel
it
to ai



lins

[im

m-
1es

to
e
1at
in,

”

1€.

1p
e
ks

a8

THROWN TOGETHER AS DICE

thetic philosophy, Emerson drew from the inside of
the desk a riding-whip. Morgan’s jaw muscles
swelled as his teeth clenched.

“If you have any excuse to offer,” said the teacher,
who had learned from Bain’s Mistakes in Teaching
that it is error to neglect appeals to the pupils’ sense
of justice, “I will hear it.”

“I had excuse enough for me,” said Morgan, “but
it wouldn’t do any good under the rules.”

“You admit that you deserve punishment, then?”

“I admit,” said Morgan, drawing a distinction going
deep into penology, “that I've got it coming.”

The girls hid their faces on their desks, and some
sobbed convulsively. One of them, a dark little crea-
ture with great black eyes—wells of questioning ter-
ror—sat with her fingers twisted together and gazed
fixedly at Emerson, wincing distressfully as Morgan
turned his back to receive the stroke.

He was a short, strong boy of some sixteen years
or so, but with an older look, attributable, perhaps,
to a sort of weather-beaten color in both skin and
raiment. His face was bronzed, with red veinlets on
the cheeks, his hands were chapped and some of his
fingers were wrapped in tarred rags. He had on brown
denim trousers, and his legs showed lines betraying
hard muscles with little clothing over them. He wore
a cheap coat of cotton diagonal much frayed at the
wrists, which were innocent of cuff or other linen.
His coat was buttoned tightly, and, oddly enough, its
collar was turned up and the lapels pinned closely
together.

“Sheepskin under his coat!” whispered one boy
to another,
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Perhaps the queerly buttoned-up coat suggested
something of the sort to Emerson; for he paused,
drawing the whip through his hand.

“Remove your coat,” said he.

l'he boy started, for the first time moved from
his Spartan calm. His hands went hesitantly to the
pin, and dropped to his side again. A red flush
deepened the tint of the weathered young face, and
a dangerous gleam came into the brown eyes. Every
child in the room knew that, for some reason, here
his obedience ended.

“Will you remove that coat?” demanded Courtright
commandingly. He saw the boy’s shoulders reso-
lutely square themselves; but for all that, he expected
Morgan to yield. Instead, he turned like a prize-
fighter taking position in the ring; his eyes looked
straight into those of his opponent, and his voice was
firm as he gave the unexpected reply:

“No, I won't!”

Emerson’s color heightened in its turn, as the pas-
sion, which speeds most punishment, rose at this chal-
lenge.

“I shall give you two minutes in which to take
it off,” said he, laying his watch on the desk. “It

will be better for you to do it. At the end of two

minutes, if you have not taken it off, I shall do it.
You have already added to your punishment; I advise
you not to make it worse for yourself.”

The boys knew well that the young college man was

far superior to his pupil in both strength and skill,

as well as in age and size. But they knew, too, the

disadvantage under which he would labor in an en-
deavor forcibly to remove the coat of the boy who
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THROWN TOGETHER AS DICE
had been able to beat the “fighting Collinses,” especially
when his back was so desperately against the wall.
There was intensified stress, therefore, when Emerson
spoke again.

“One half-minute gone,” said he gravely.

The ticking of the heat in the stove-pipe, like that
of a dozen watches, could be distinctly heard in the
pause that ensued. It intruded on Emerson’s mag-
isterial calm with the irrelevant suggestion that it was
Morgan who built the fire for him that morning.

“One minute gone,” said Emerson. “I advise you
to obey!”

“Only half a minute more,” he said, as the boy
still stood mute. “I advise you to obey, sir!”

“I never will!” replied Morgan, now with a wail
of protest in his voice. “You may kill me first!”

“Only a quarter of a minute more!” said Mr. Court-
right after a pause. And then, as the watch told off
the last of the fifteen seconds: “For the last time,
will you take off that coat?”

The stocky, ill-clad figure was firm, now, and there
was no protest, but only defiance, as he faced his
dearest friend, now become his foe.

“I’ll see you in hell first!” he snarled. “Come and
take it off, if yeh think yeh can!”

Courtright, with that resentment men feel when
some supposedly helpless creature girds itself up for
resistance, stepped forward like a wrestler manceuver-
ing for a hold, when, to his astonishment, a little
figure in brown sprang before him, and a pair of
great, wide, black eyes gleamed widely into his. Two

slender, girlish hands pressed against his breast, hold-
ing him back.
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“Stop, teacher, stop!” she cried. “Oh, you must
stop! Don’t you see—he’d do anything you told him,
if he ,could! He can’t take it off! Oh, you've never
been poor, as we are out here, and you don’t know
how he may be dressed: but you ought to know that
Morgan’d do anything you told him to, if he could!
You ought to know that—you ought to understand!”

The sternness and the combativeness went out of
the young man’s face, and the little girl saw gentleness
and pity and deep remorse supplant them, as he felt
how dastardly a thing he had done, and how pathetic
was the poor boy’s battle for the sacred right to
conceal his poverty. The girl went sobbing to her
seat, when he gravely told her to go, her force all
spent, soul and body convulsed and torn by the great
impulse which had caused her to do this awful thing.

“Morgan,” said Emerson gently, “is this the reason
you can’t remove your coat?”

The boy passionately tore open the lapels, and
showed his bare breast through great gaps in one
tattered shirt.

“There!” he cried. “Now, are yeh satisfied? Do
you want me to take it off so everybody may see
the shape I'm in, and talk it over afterward? You
think, because you have all you want to wear, that
everybody can if they amount to anything! What
do you know about it? What do you know! You
try livin’ in a sod shanty, with no woman, and Jim
Mather for boss, and no money, and see! I've got no
socks on my feet. I made my own mittens out of
grain sacks—the drought and hot winds fixed it so
we didn’t need the sacks! I can’t mend, because there
ain’t anything to mend or mend with. And when I
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THROWN TOGETHER AS DICE 7
get home, it’s dark, and I leave before light—" The
boy momentarily checked himself, feeling that he might
be taking an unknightly advantage in claiming credit
for a favor to the teacher in coming early to attend
to the school-house fire. Then he dashed again into
what he deemed the heart of his defense—his poverty.
“I tell you, the railroads and hot winds and mortgage
sharks have took everything the hail left,” he cried.
“All we're doing is to pray for spring and grass
enough so we can pull out for some country that
ain’t cursed. I've looked worse than a tramp all win-
ter; and I've shook with the cold till I'm half sick
with it; but I've tried to keep some—some things
covered, till now, you shame me, you shame me! Whip
me as I stand: it'll cut through all right: I've got
on less than you'd have with your coat off! Oh!
Mr. Courtright, Mr. Courtright! You’ve been mighty
good to me—better'n anybody ever was; and I never
expected to break any of your rules; but when that
Collins crowd said what they did about—about the
way I was—brought out here, and my—my mother—
I had to—I had to! Send the scholars away, Mr.
Courtright, and if you want me to, I'll take it off!”

No orator ever made a more effective plea than

this of the shabby country boy, pleading for self-
respect. The abandonment of passion with which he
threw aside the reserve which only a moment before
he had guarded so fiercely, the histrionic effective-
ness of gesture and intonation—Emerson Courtright
said to himself, as he had said before under less extra-
ordinary circumstances, that the boy was a born de-
bater.

Sensitive to apprehend and quick to utilize any
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phase of his audience’s feeling, the young teacher
took Morgan Yeager’s hand, and pressed it warmly,

“Take your seat, Morgan, my boy,” said he. “I
was wrong—but believe me, I didn’t know. I owe
you an apology. The most brutal things are done
through ignorance like mine—not knowing why peo-
ple act as they do. Olive, I thank you for seeing
more clearly than I could. Don’t cry, my child; you
have done quite right!”

School went on as usual. Outside was the smother
of a prairie storm, but within, the sky had cleared,
save for the lessening lower of cloud on Morgan’s
brow, and the murmur of the retreating shower from
the desk of the witch-like little child who had come
to his rescue. It was well toward the noon intermis-
sion before she was able to return shyly the smile
Emerson gave her as she looked at him.

Courtright was a powerfully built young fellow,
worth looking at. His features were strong and
regular, forehead high, hair brown and curling, nose
aquiline with sensitive flaring nostrils, and rosy cheeks.
His mouth, shadowed by the silky gold of his boyish
mustache, was pouting and full-lipped and as sweet-
looking as a girl’s. His wide blue eyes added the
last touch to make him what the girls called “a pretty
boy”; but more sophisticated damsels afterward spoke
of his head as “classic,” “cameo-like,” and “crowned
with godlike pathos.”

But that was after he had
done things.

“Godlike pathos” was not found in the
conversational stock of the short-grass countty.

The school-girl in her early teens who smiled trem-
ulously back at him was much belied by those soft,
deep, splendid, black eyes, unless she had the capacity,
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THROWN TOGETHER AS DICE 9

either active or latent, to appreciate such a figure
of a man. She was disfigured by a cotton dress, old,
ill-fitting and cheap, and her slender legs displayed,
under her desk, coarse red stockings, warm, no doubt,
but distinctly not “dressy.” A wonderful braid of
black hair, a dark though clear complexion, and eyes
like those beyond Port Said, made the homesteaders’
wives say that if Olive Dearwester was fixed up any-
how, she had the making of a handsome woman.
Many and widespread pangs and sighings testified,
subsequently, to the correctness of these views,

Emerson boarded with the Dearwesters, and at
noon Olive brought their lunch-basket as usual to
his desk, and spread the cloth with demure housewife-
liness. Not with her ordinary mature discourse, how-
ever, did she discuss the meal. Some big boys came
in, covered with snow.

“The storm’s getting bad,” said she, breaking si-
lence.

“So it is!” exclaimed Emerson. “What do you
think, Morgan? Ought we to dismiss school and
go home? Is it getting much worse?”

“Yes, sir,” answered Morgan. “The wind is going
around into the northwest, and it’s beginning to bliz-
zard.”

The verb “to blizzard” was well understood in the
Dearwester school. It meant that the snow was being
picked up by the wind and driven across the prairie
in an earth-scraping cloud.

Emerson went out, and came in looking a little
anxious; for such weather was apt to turn dangerous
as night fell. Olive returned to her seat, and began
a peculiar exercise which attracted no attention from
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her school-fellows; but a stranger would have been
interested in it. On the edge of her desk she had
pasted white and black slips of paper representing
the keys of a piano or organ, and as she ran her hands
over these with the rapt expression of a virtuoso
borne away by his own magic, a musician would have
noted that her fingers struck accurately the dumb
keys as called for by the music before her (a worn
book of school songs), and that, to all appearances,
the strange child heard the harmonies a real instru-
ment would have given forth. With her lips a little
parted and her eyes lifted to the dingy ceiling, she
looked a Saint Cecilia in a separate world filled with
melody heard by no ears but hers and far from the
clamor about her. Emerson alone looked curiously
at her as he rapped on his desk for order.

The pupils slouched to their seats. A few verses
from the Scriptures were read, and Olive Dearwester
was called upon to start the tune of The Star-spangled
Banner. 1In the song were the dissonances and harsh-

ness usually found in school singing; but here, again,
a stranger and a musician would have been astounded
at the performance of the poorly clad little girl in the
brown dress. Beginning in a soft, clear treble, ap-
parently repressed so as not to drown the other voices,
the child sang on, stronger and stronger, fuller and
fuller, as the poetry and swing of the rhythm took
possession of her, in seeming forgetfulness of time
and place. The images of the rockets’ glare, the
bombs’ explosions, and the fitfully blown banner still
faintly discerned after the long night of watching,
seemed to fill the little soul with an epic thrill. In
the lower register, the voice was strangely somber
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THROWN TOGETHER AS DICE 11

and pathetic; and it soared to the high tones with a
dramatic brilliancy. The other voices died to a hum-

ming accompaniment, as the children suppressed them
so 3s to hear Olive; and her unconscious solo
filled the little school-room with music which seemed
to some almost divine. The last phrase died on her
lips, and she started and blushed to note how she had
been carried away from her first repression.

In a few words Emerson announced that, owing
to the increasing storm, school would be dismissed,
so that all might safely reach home before it grew
worse.

“Help me fix things for morning,” said Emerson
to Morgan, “and then go along with Olive and me.”

The two boys went to the lobby, Emerson for his
wraps, Morgan for his cap.

“You don’t hold any hardness against me,” said
Emerson, “for what happened this morning?”’

“No, no!” answered Morgan quickly. “How could
I? You were right, anyway—why, you’ve taught
me algebra and philosophy after school, and you've
let me have books, and all that. You've been all the
brother I ever had. You're the one to feel hard, if
any one; but I—I sort of went crazy.”

“Then you’ll obey me next time?”

“Yes.”

“Whatever I tell you to do?”

“Yes.”

“Then put on my overcoat and wear it for me.
I'm dressed as warm as can be

too warm. And I've

a better overcoat at Dearwesters’: put it on!”
“But I'm used to this,” protested Morgan; “and

you'll freeze going home.”
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“You'll do this,” rejoined the teacher indignantly,
“or you'll be no friend of mine, Morgan Yeager! On
she goes. There! Come, Olive, cover up your face—
no, that won’t do! Up over your nose. Now, a long
breath, and out we go!”

Out they went, indeed, into the swirling drift which
went over them like whelming water. Colder and
colder blew the wind. When they faced it for a mo-
ment they saw the world blood-red through their smit-
ten eyelids. The mufflers over their faces grew white
with frost, and then stiff as boards: their nostrils
smoked as if they had been on fire within, as who
shall say they were not, being young? The boys
took turns breaking road for Olive and carrying her
through the drifts. Their hearts were warm within
them at this good ending of a bad day, and when
Morgan left them, still wearing Emerson’s coat, Olive
pressed Emerson’s arm and whispered in his ear,
“You’re good!” After which enormous concession
she ran like a snow maiden before him, and went into
the house. Emerson followed, and found something
within which changed the current of their lives.
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CHAPTER II
SHIPS THAT SPEAK IN PASSING

What Emerson found was a letter which brought
to him a secret joy (for he was getting tired of
homesteading ), but which plunged the house of Dear-
wester into depths of gloom at the loss of the boarder
whose personality had been a new and delightful
thing to them all. They had got into a rut, Mrs.
Dearwester said, before Emerson came, and had for-
gotten how to treat each other or any one else like
white people. Not that he was any better than they
were, she hastened to add; but some people don’t
act as good as they are. Emerson was writing a letter
to Morgan while she was saying this, and only
glanced up and smiled at her canny reservation in the
matter of compliment.

“When I got home last night,” he wrote, “I found
a letter from my father which I must obey. So I
shall pull out early this morning for Hazy Butte
and catch the Wednesday train east. I can’t wait
for the next. Father has had to give up preaching,
and needs me. He thinks my claim here worthless,
and T guess he’s right. So my life as a homesteader
is over.

“Mr, Dearwester instructs me to put you in charge
of the school for the rest of the term. Keep my over-
13




14 THE BROKEN LANCE

coat for me until it wears out, or I claim it. I make
you a present of my hand-bell, my ruler, and all my
traps in the school-house, including Spencer’s Educa-
tion, Bain’s Mistakes in Teaching (I've made most
of them!), and my subscription to the Educational
Review., The Life of Garrison, Wendell Phillips’
Writings and Addresses, and Mill's Logic you may
keep; for you make better use of them than I do.
The volume of Lowell’s Poems you may send to me
when you have quite finished reading it, to Maizefield,
Kansas, care of the Reverend Winthrop Courtright.

“I shouldn’t whip any of the pupils, if I were you.
There’s almost always a way out of it, if you don’t
fix penalties beforehand, as I did.

“I wish I could see you before I go. I suppose
you will be studying law—you are such a. debater
and interested in public questions. You will succeed
if you leave the girls alone until you are thirty or
thirty-five. I don’t know what I shall do. Father
thinks I'm a born preacher, but, except for the speak-
ing, I don’t feel drawn that way much. I'm not
as far above the common herd as a minister should
be—not at all, in fact, as you very well know. Father
thinks that since slavery was abolished and the friends
of freedom put in charge of the government—he
was a border-warfare, John Brown partizan, you
know—that the church becomes the only great field
for doing good, and that our laws and institutions
are all right. He agrees in this with Lowell, Hay,
Whittier, and the Concord group generally, and dis-
agrees with such men as Whitman and Phillips. I
guess he’s right, as he generally is: I never could
see much in Whitman. 1 should like to be in a
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SHIPS THAT SPEAK IN PASSING 15
fight like the slavery agitation, but such days are
over, since all men are free.

“I believe Thelka Thorson ought to go into the Sec-
ond Reader pretty soon. You'll find outlines for the
grammar class for a week ahead in the register. I'd
follow the diagramming system pretty closely—it’s
easier for the class. If the higher arithmetic class
gets stalled in that mess of promiscuous problems
beginning on page 231, I'd put them back for a
review of fractions and precentage, and then jump
to the problems again. I would keep up the drill
on diacritical markings and the use of the dictionary.

“lI must close. Mrs. Dearwester is calling me to
breakfast, and the horses are harnessed to pull out
at daylight, the roads are drifted so. Don’t forget
me, Morgan. I made a mistake yesterday; but I
know it’s ali right with you, if not with myself.
You're going to be a prominent man, and sometime
we'll meet. If I've done you any good, it’s been by
showing you what you've got in you.

“Good-by!”

Emerson sealed the letter, gave it to Olive to deliver
to Morgan at the school-house, and joined the family
at their breakfast, before the dawn.

“And now, my little prima donna,” said he, as he
waited for the wagon, “when you become a great
singer, you'll be forgetting me, I suppose?”

Olive sat calm as a statue, except that occasionally
a big slow tear rolled down into her lap.

“And then, when everybody is in love with you,”
he went on, “I'll come around and remind you that
I've waited for you as I promised, and you’ll—"
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“Now, stop!” she cried in great apparent distress.
“You think I'm a baby! But I'm not! And I won't
be talked baby-talk to! I wish I was dead—I do, I
do!”

“Now, Ollie, Ollie!” said Emerson
“You know I didn’t mean any harm.
sit on my knee, and—"

soothingly.
Come and

“Leave me alone!” she cried between her convulsive
sobs; but when he had, with gentle violence, taken
her upon his lap, she sat there, crying upon his shoul-
der.

“I meant what I said, Ollie,” he persisted, “about
the singing. Sometime, if you take advantage of
every hint that comes to you, and study hard, and prac-
tise constantly, you'll be a fine soprano, in some great
city church, with a big salary and dozens of rich
pupils.”

“I’ll never learn a thing after you're gone—never
a thing!” she cried. “It will be the same as it was
before you came.”

“Nonsense!” he answered. “I don’t know any mu-
sic, except a little some good teachers taught me in
such a way that I couldn’t forget it, and I've told
you all that already. You mustn’t use your throat
muscles, remember; and you must practise every day
before a mirror, so as to have a pleasant expression
instead of that colicky look some singers have—"

Olive laughed hysterically at this joke; and nar-
rowly escaped passing over into weeping again. Emer-
son went on:

“Breathe from the diaphragm, as I've shown you,
and keep looking at the back of your mouth in the
glass to see that you carry your ‘da, me, ni, po, tu, la,
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SHIPS THAT SPEAK IN PASSING 17
be, da’ clear from your lowest tone to high C without
moving the soft palate a bit.”

“I can do that now,” said she, “and above high C.”

“Well, that’s high enough,” he continued, glad of
his success in quieting her. “Don’t push it too high.
Always open your throat as if you were yawning,
and then leave it quite at rest. Why, I almost learned
to sing once, by these rules. And sometime some one
will come along and teach you style—something I
know nothing about—and then you’ll be a singer!”

“I could learn with you,” she protested, “anything,
whether—"

“Whether I knew anything about it or not?”’ laughed
Emerson. ‘“That takes a mighty smart pupil, Olive!”

“I never knew anybody that knew anything,” wailed
Olive, “till you came.”

“That’s a pretty hard slam on the rest of the fam-
ily!” observed her mother,

“You know what I mean, ma,” she cried, exas-
perated again. “I won't go to school to these common
teachers like Emma Schaefer and Mary McLaughlin.
I'll stay at home and read the books you've given
me, and do the things you say; and that’s everything
I'll do, if they whip me, even—so there!”

“Your pa and I will see about that,” replied Mrs.
Dearwester, putting a nail in the damaged disciplinary
fences of the family. “We'll see about it for a while
anyway. Here's the wagon. Take this old shawl,
Emerson, to wrap around your head. And won’t you
write to let us know how you get through? We'll
be pretty—pretty lonesome, all of us, when you're
gone—out here forty miles from nowhere.

You've
been—a good deal of company for us!”
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Emerson kissed her filially and Olive fraternally,
and went away, thinking how abundantly good peo-
ple are, after all, if you only get close to them.

Emerson Courtright, with his intensity of feeling,
the basic reference of all things—even those, as to
which he erred—to his conscience, left behind him a
germinant tendency to spiritual change. The fact
is that no one in the Dearwester school was ever
quite the same after he went away. He was of the
sort that stimulate and fructify the minds of others.
He left the little country girl weeping on her pillow
at the departure of the Hero, according to all the
ancient canons of femininity, but reading and thinking
and doing things of which she might never have
heard, had he not come. He left the country boy
reading Phillips and Garrison and Spencer and John
Stuart Mill, who last year was mightily pleased with
himself as he spouted the turgid contents of the yel-
low-backed Complete Speaker. These two, at least,
were nevermore content with life in the somewhat
arid sphere to which Providence had called them. If
such things be ever good, whether they were so in
these cases, must abide some distant issues.

Everybody said it was a good thing for Morgan
Yeager, because it gave him standing—and thirty
dollars a month. He was now of the humblest level
in a profession the peaks of which were lost in the
empyrean of colleges, universities, and city superin-
tendencies. Jim Mather trekked toward the rain-belt
when the wild geese came harrowing the blue and
honking replies to the cries of the cranes slow-circling
far above them, when the mallards quacked in the
reeds, and the first slough-grass shot up through the
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water of the ponds; but Morgan stayed by his teach-
ing—an emancipated foundling.

Eoventful years followed in the short-grass country.
The hopeful settlers of yesterday lost hope, and their
American good-nature turned bitter. The droughts
and hot winds and hail and dearth must be taken
as they came; but why, they said, should be piled, on
the burden of these unavoidable woes, the needless
fardels of a money crisis? Every meeting-place in
this country where Morgan Yeager was stepping into
manhood, became the scene of debates in which the
money power and the monopolies were examined
with more or less insight by gatherings of earnest,
full-bearded men and worn women, who spoke of the
railroads and mortgage sharks as glibly as did Mor-
gan Yeager when he accused them as accessory to
his crime of not removing his coat to be whipped.

The atmosphere was vocal with an all-pervading
Why. Why, in a free country, had social forces
hunted out and driven them to this parched and wind-
swept steppe? Why, if free at all, were they not
free to live where they could produce? Why were
they thus held helpless and crushed as in an economic
vise? Why were they obliged to pay so much for
freights when they had so little wherewithal to pay?
What was the trouble?

Some said it was our land system, some the rail-
ways; but most asserted it to be a vague monster
which they visualized under the name of the Money
Power. They read paper-covered books of which the
professors of economics were ignorant; and they be-

gan challenging the institutions which had produced

or permitted them to see these distresses. Far-sighted
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men, East and West, saw in this turmoil and question-
ing a portent of evil times for those who love quiet,
should the ferment of inquiry and impious discontent
once get its yeast into the great sodden lump of the
unprivileged and poor, who had no drought on which
their answerers might lay the blame for their condi-
tion. So they began setting in operation the means
their power gave them for checking the movement
or turning it. For, be it remembered, though the
Hindu lives patiently all his race-life without a full
meal, and lets the starvation of generations reduce
vitality until middle age comes for him in the
years when his western brother is in school, while
his oppressors riot in luxury, put the price of a prov-
ince in one jewel, their elephants “mad with pride”
crushing the dying populace under their feet; though
the Mongolian, crowded off the earth by land monop-
oly, unprotestingly takes up his abode upon the water,
or plants rice, stalk by stalk, as we plant violets, and
descends to a verminous regimen of rats and mice,
while his privileged classes at the same time send
over the earth for edible birds’-nests and Lucullan
cates, growing obese upon unearned profusion: the
Anglo-Saxon endures the absence of roast beef, grum-
bling, for a while, in East End processions, Coxey
armies, and the like—until at last come marching
Jack Straw and John Ball, the Chartists, or the “muck-
rakers.” Whereupon the privileged classes yield
something, and a new adjustment is tried. Hence the
uneasiness at the Populist uprising in the arid regions,
on the part of the far-sighted Anglo-Saxons who pos-
sessed privileges and therefore loved quiet, and wanted
no new adjustment.
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PASSING

In such a movement, the young teacher who studied
Wendell Phillips and loved debate could not fail to
be called upon to take some part. He had

what
seemed, to his enthusiastic

f('”')\\'\, a coldness of
intellect which deprived him of a share in the confi-
dence they felt in the curative value of currency re-
form, as set forth in Ten Men of Money Island and
other tracts. He kept talking to them of
the land,” and of their failure to see
the “bottom evil.”

“freeing
what he called
But till‘j. admitted that he was

n
fire with the passion of persuasion—especially in the
great mass convention at the county-seat, which the
railways and banks and their followers thought tl

had packed so as to beat “the Pops,” and where his

fire burned up all opposition.
It was this Populist orator, and, at last, this Popu-
list legislator, into which the times and E

.merson’s
books transformed young Morgan Yeager. And

when the farmers and country lawyers of his p:

party
met in control of the State, Morgan found them, as
he thought, but weak imitations of reformers and ten-
tative palterers with reform. He

was for “basic
changes.

They wanted only better prices for wheat
and land. He suspected them of being under corpora-
tion influences. They looked upon him as a hopeless
The common ground of agreement
grew smaller and smaller.

irreconcilable.

The upshot of it all was that he went back to his
old neighborhood convinced that the fight was lost
and wondering what new opening might present itself
to a young man who confessed himself a confirmed
agitator. It was then that he called, after a long,
long absence, at the Dearwester farm “to see the
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folks"—meaning Olive. A pale-eyed Swede opened
the door.

“Hay bane gone,” said the Swede. “Ol'’ man Dare-
vester hay die, an’ ol’ voomans take young voomans
avay. Shay bane dam purty girl an’ crazy over de
moosic. Shay bane gosh dang purty singer.”

[t was night. When Morgan came down the road

to the school-house, instead of ;{nin;" to some |)|;l(‘<' W
of entertainment, he sat down on a great boulder past
in the old playground, and thought. Once he struck Latti
a match to see if the grooves, which Emerson had “.”‘I\
explained to them as the scores of glacial action, right,
were there as in old school-days. Emerson was gone schoo
from his life for ever: that seemed quite clear. But i He
Olive, his defender—he had imagined meeting her of th
again in her expanding womanhood, and now knew Docto
that the wish to see her was the one thing which an in
had brought him back. The dawn was breaking l""““]\""
in the east when he rose from the stone from which, ers B
like a derelict floated from its grounding, he drifted up the
away into an uncharted sea. the Py
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CHAPTER III
THE TAKING OF A CITY

When a certain young Mr. Courtright came to the
pastorate of the great First Church of the city of
Lattimore, there was much the same shock of stimulus
and vivification in the community as that which Court-
right, the young teacher, had brought to his frontier
N'lhu)].

He came to minister to the merely spiritual needs
of the congregation while a permanent successor to

Doctor Fulton could be sought. But he soon became

an institution, like the Cornish Opera House, the
packing-houses, the Public Library, and Schlessing
er's Brewery, with a recognized influence in making
up the sum total of that locally overwhelming thing,
the Prosperity of Lattimore. People, who never saw
the inside of a church from the period of their arrival
in town to that time when the old wooden sanctuary
of the First Church with its front torn out was moved
down Main Street on rollers, were much interested
in keeping in town a man whose attractive ministry
could be shown to have been the cause of several
families coming to the city, and, as Mr. Elkins, the
chief boomer, said, did as much to swell population as
the Halliday round-houses.

“It’s a fine thing,” answered Captain Marion Tolli-
ver, who was too good a Southerner to see or admit
the playfulness of Mr. Elkins iu dealing with such a

]
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subject, “a fine thing foh us all. Such means of grace
ah priceless privileges, ah of priceless value, and as
you say, have theiah influence on population and real
estate quotations. Aftah listenin’ to him Ah feel as if
Ah’d been wafted ovah the universe, an’ seen all points
of interest in fohty minutes. Ripplin’ streams, bub-
blin" brooks, go'geous mo’nin’s and evenin’s, snow-
clad mountains, green meadows spahklin’ with dew ;
and down undah it all, the eahthquake of judgment
and the thundah of Sinai. It’s Miltonic; it’s Shake
spearean; and sometimes it's Dantean. No wondah
the town’s crazy ovah him.”

“And to think,” answered Mr. Elkins, “that such
an improvement must be confessed to have been rail-
roaded into the city by the Halliday System, and not
the L. and G. W.! The Reverend Emerson Court-
right broke in with a Johnny and not with a jimmy.”

Being a self-made man, Mr. Fﬂdn<,pnwhknttdthv
L. and G. W. Railway may, perhaps, be excused for
punning upon his own name and that of his rival
in business, Superintendent John Bloodgood, of the
Lattimore Division of the Halliday System—who was
not really that loathsome thing slangily known as a
“Tohnny”; but, being a product of the schools and,
it was whispered, somewhat indebted to his social
graces for his advancement in the railway world, was,
of course, misjudged by the potent but punning and
uncultured Elkins. He was the son of Judge Blood-

good, of the United States Circuit and District Courts,
one of those jurists, now constituting so large a pro-
portion of our Federal judiciary, who have been given
to the bench by the patriotism of the great corpora-
tions. Judge Bloodgood, during many years of suc-
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THE TAKING OF A CITY

cessful and honorable practice as the leader of the
Lattimore bar, had served the Halliday System well.
It must have been felt as a loss to the company when,
through the vast political influence of its fourth vice
president and general solicitor, “General” Hess, of
Chicago, an old classmate of his, he was elevated to
the bench, where, of course, he could serve the cor-
poration no longer.

It was John Bloodgood—or was it Amy?—wl
brought Emerson to Lattimore
of it.

: and this was the way
The young men had been, at the State Uni-
versity, if not exactly chums, at least good friends:
so much so that Emerson had made vacation visits
to the Bloodgood mansion; and there had been a

isine love affair with Tack’s voune siste
promising love affair with Jack’s young sister Amy.

This romance was interrupted by the fair Amy’s
being sent, in the ordinary course of her breeding
to some vastly exclusive and aristocratic school, and
to Europe; and by an estrangement between him
her brother. It was foot-ball

and
and

that ‘brought them
together and foot-ball that separated them. Emerson,
being a sort of human steam-engine, was touted as
an All-America tackle by

the wise ones about the
training-table.

One day he put out of the game

1€ gam
member of the second team, and it was subsequently

found that the boy was badly hurt.

2

It was one of
those affairs that are whispered about. Emerson
nursed him for weeks, and refused to play again.
Jack, being manager of the team, was not to be
placated by Emerson’s field-meet laurels.

_Tile'S 'r)u\":-
tion was this:

civilization is organized line-bucking,
life a scrimmage, and when ribs splinter and brains
concuss, the fault is in the ribs and brains; Emerson
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was a softy, and he shouldn’t go back on the team,
anyhow. Amy defended him: but absence, unless
taken in moderation, distinctly does not make the
heart grow fonder: so when school-days were well
over, it was a case of forgiving with Jack and for-
getting with Amy.

It will be remembered that, long ago, out on the
Dearwester farm, in the letter which Emerson wrote
to Morgan Yeager, he kept saying “father says” this,
and “father says” that. The old Abolitionist, idealist
and partizan-evangelist gave out his opinions to Em-
erson as he set before him his meals. So Emerson
went to the schools of theology and philosophy and
philology, thus separating from Jack by the gulf be-
tween them and the School of Technology which
made the latter a civil engineer.

Naturally, being a son of Judge Bloodgood, of the
United States courts, Jack was employed by the Halli-
day System, where his progress was rather slow until
his claims to promotion were presented to “General”
Hess (now become second vice-president, and very
strong in Halliday councils) by his daughter and only
child, Mrs. Alleyne, whose unhappy marriage with
Captain Alleyne, of the British army, is a story by
itself, and one which can not fairly be told until the
conflicting statements of the Chicago and TLondon
versions of it can be reconciled. Perhaps T ought
not to have mentioned it at all. But it was while she
was a member of what is vulgarly known as the
Sioux Falls divorce colony, that Jack, being on duty
near, paid his respects to her, and was surprised to
find that she did not seem to be as much his superior
in age as the facts would, at first blush, indicate.
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THE TAKING OF A CITY 27
Mildred Hess-Alleyne was touched by his thoughtful-
ness and sympathy for a misunderstood girl, and as-
sumed the role of the daughter of Herodias to such
effect that the head of Jack’s predecessor, on a charger,
was the piéce de résistance on the table at the next
session of the body having control over the matter;
and Jack was provided with a superintendency much
earlier than mere merit would have brought him to
it—a place filled by him with an ability worthy of
the Bloodgoods. He was looked upon as a “comer.”
His intimacy with the Hess family was in itself a
sufficient warrant for this, and gave rise to a succes-
sion of those rumors which are usually ripples from
the prow of an incoming nuptial barge.

The Bloodgoods were strong in the First Church.
On both sides the family record contained the names
of many divines eminent in the denomination. While
John was not what would be called a pious man,
being more devoted to clubs, golf, aquatic sports,
horses, and the militia than to the more orthodox
means of grace, his name was on the church rolls,
and when Doctor Fulton collapsed in the pulpit one
day, John felt an interest in the filling of the place.

“Wasn’t your friend, Mr. Courtright, a fine speaker,
Jack?” asked Amy.

“Corking,” answered Jack. “Why?”

“Oh, nothing,” replied Amy. “Only we got the
announcement of his ordination a few days ago, and
he might do as a supply, you know.”

“Good thought!” replied Jack. “It'll square my

roasting him for flunking on foot-ball. As a pros-

pective parson, I don’t blame him any more. I'll see
the committee to-night.”
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On arriving, Mr. Courtright was taken into the
possession of the Bloodgoods. It would have been
the same with any one else, as of Bloodgood right,
but Emerson took it as an evidence of the persistence
of the old friendship, and greeted his friend with a
“Hello, Jack!” as hearty as it was unclerical—which
evoked an equally informal “Hello, Em, old man!”
and the information that his dunnage was to go up
to the house.

Two people who have been once even grazed by
the arrow of love, never meet for the first time after
a long separation, with pulses quite undisturbed. Yet
Amy met Emerson with her most aloof cordiality.

“Oh, Mr. Courtright,” she cried, “how good of you
to come! I suppose you remember me? I'm Miss
Bloodgood, who was a little girl when you visited
Jack, so long ago.”

“Surely,” said he. “I should have known you any-
where, Miss Bloodgood.”

It was rather tactful of him, she thought, to catch
at the first cast the rather inartistically obvious clue

she threw him in the “Miss Bloodgood.” No boy-and-
girl philandering—fit for Strephon and Chloe, absurd
for a poor young clergyman and the daughter of a
hundred Bloodgoods with the great matrimonial sea
about her swarming with the progeny of the captains
of industry. A very discreet young man.

And yet, when music (she sang in the choir, also
of right), and the chat between the trying of anthems
and the singing of duets, brought them nearer to
the old times, she forgot the aloofness of her cordial-
ity. He was as companionable as ever, and sang her

favorite songs passably well.
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THE TAKING OF A CITY 29

At church, he had not been speaking five minutes
before the last of those lost souls who were disposed
to be against him through jealousy of Bloodgood as-
cendancy were won over.

“There came unto him a woman,” ran his text,
“having an alabaster box of wery precious ointment,
and poured it on his head as he sat at meat.”

With a few fine, bold strokes, he drew a picture of
the fast-closing ministry of Jesus; the multitude which
followed Him ; the straits to which the wandering host
was often put for food and drink; the unselfishness
with which His followers met every crisis by selling
all they had and giving to the poor. And the hearts
of the congregation glowed with warmth at the thought
of such fine altruism—in that good old time, so far

from the present, and, be it remembered, in Judea,
not America.

Then Emerson drew another picture—a beautiful
canvas, showing the great Evangel sitting at meat,
under the shadow of advancing doom. It was already
clear to His disciples that He was not to establish a
kingdom at Jerusalem—He had said so. He had talked
of dying. They tried to be cheerful over their frugal
meal of dates or figs or bread and fish; but in the
heart of every man were the grisly specters of doubt
and fear; the timid were falling off, and, among the
twelve, one was thinking of the silver for betraying
Him. The sensitive soul of Jesus shrank from contact
with this atmosphere, like a wounded member from
an ungentle touch.

Then came, who? The woman with the alabaster
cruse. Of all that company, hers was the heart most
filled with love. She must do something to cry her
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faith to all the world, so extraordinary as to rebuke
the gloom and doubt around Him. A woman! His
audience tingled at the nervous fire of his limning
of the many, many vessels of alabaster emptied by
women on the heads of lost causes and failing heroes,
of the women in Lattimore who were pouring out
their precious treasures on husbands and brothers
deserted by all the world besides.

Then he dried their tears with a humorous treat-
ment of those who object to fine homes, pictures,
beautiful churches, as the disciples objected to the
pouring out of the ointment, because it might have
been sold and given to the poor; and grew serious
on the theme of the supreme preciousness of inspira-
tion. Alluding to the presence of the poor among
us always, as one of the mysteries which he passed
by, as Jesus did, as a fact to be met and not a condition
to be cured, Emerson closed in a beautiful period
showing the wisdom of any outlay which brings the
soul to higher levels. s

“That which feeds the soul,” was remembered to
have been a part of this peroration, “is more than
that which ministers to the body. Let us still rear
our Parthenons, our Peter’s domes, our Notre Dames;
let us still give to those who weave the wondrous
charm of music; let us render homage and sacrifice
to those who body forth their dreams in speaking
canvas or breathing marble; let us still empty our
alabaster cruse upon the beloved head of any inspired
soul who may say of us as Jesus did of this woman:
‘She hath wrought a good work upon me.””

Judge Bloodgood, tall, wrapped about, even at his
home, with the judicial toga, as is fitting in the case
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of one of those Sacred Ones raised up in a republic
to a place from which they may nevermore be taken

down, and therefore, as far as character is concerned,
legally presumed to be infallible—Judge Bloodgood,
crowned with white hair and beaging in his counte-
nance the sign-manual of intellect, unbent that eve-
ning, and smiled benignantly upon his guest.

“Such sermons as that,” he said, “are in most grate-
ful contrast to those of the sensational pulpits from
which we hear harangues which tend to inflame the
minds of the people. I congratulate you and thank
you.”

Amy sat looking at him from her nook, with revi-
ving interest. After all, he was a charming man, and
pleasant to see, standing there flushed with pleasure
at this grateful praise. He had grown heavier, since
he left the Dearwester school; but he still had the
figure and pose of the All-America tackle. The little
golden mustache was gone now, but the loss only accen-
tuated the pout of the full lips, which, with the old
carmine on the cheeks, and the blue of the fine mild
eyes, gave his face that thing so rare in men, color.
The thick hair was still thrown up from the brow in
the hyacinthine waves which conspired with the sen-
sitive nostril, the aquiline nose and perfect profile
to give to those who thronged his meetings the im-
pression of some old masterpiece of art, or of the
heads on ancient Roman coins, or of Greek statues.
Some were reminded of Napoleon; others, of such
heads as those of Shelley, or Byron, or the Chandos
Shakespeare; all of which probably meant that he
was a poet, rather than a man of affairs—and, in
any case, a good-looking fellow with a great gift of
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appeal. His voice had deepened and mellowed, and
he had acquired the facial habit which comes of
conscious use before public assemblages—some said
he looked like an actor.

“Good night, Mjss Bloodgood,” said he at parting.

She wished, almost, that he had said “Amy” as he
once did. Then she blamed herself. For all that,
there was a charm about him. The people of the
church were infatuated after another Sunday; and
Amy was conscious of an advance toward the old
intimacy.

“Let the girls alone until you are thirty or thirty-
five,” was Emerson’s advice to Morgan Yeager in
that last letter. He had been, so far, quite consistent,
in action, with this utterance. Amy was the first
really attractive girl within whose radius of allure-
ment he had come, and she appealed to him power-
fully. Perhaps, at his age, and in his situation, it
was largely a matter of propinquity: but there was
something about her which fired his imagination, ex-
citing it to enormous poetic activity, and that without
reference to her virtues or defects. When he tried
to reason upon her character, he got no further than
an authoritative impression that, with such a glance to
her eye, such a fetching cadence to her voice, such a
mysteriously eloquent rustle to her dress, such a balmy
odor to her hair, she was past reasoning upon. And
his sermons were as fine and unstudied, as perfect
in their power to thrill and sway, as the song of a bobo-
link in June—and by reason of the same immemorial
frenzy.

The average attendance at all the services was dou-
bled. At one week-night prayer-meeting his exhorta-
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THE TAKING OF A CITY 33
tions so wrought upon the people that there was a
spontaneous demand for its continuance next evening,
and, quite unintentionally, this one meeting grew to a
series; and soon the city had one of those great re-
vivals which sweep through a community like a con-
suming fire, and which overflowed from the churches
into a greater auditorium. There, one Pentecostal
night, a thousand people rose for prayers, after a ser-
mon in which Courtright seemed possessed of some
superhuman power of persuasion, when every pulsation
of his throbbing brain ran through his auditors with
an electric thrill. And all the time he was conscious
that while the weapon may have been a straight shaft
from the quiver of God, the impulse, which clothed
with power the arm that drew the bow, was love of
Amy. He felt a little conscience-stricken and disin-
genuous at this.

Howbeit, it was the church sensation of the hour,
and Emerson was hailed as a new Moody or Drum-
mond ; and he was chosen to the regular pastorate
of the First Church amid great and fervid rejoicings,
half the church being his own new converts.

By this time, he knew enough of the House of
Bloodgood to be able to understand that Amy might
regard the position of a minister’s wife as a descent in
life, or, at least, a failure to rise to her opportunities.
But he felt the uplift of genius, and he wanted her.
He had a little land, down in Kansas, and the best of
church positions outside the great cities. He was
not in the habit of pleading in vain; yet it was with
unwonted trepidation that he went to the Bloodgood
mansion to ask for her promise,




CHAPTER IV
““YHE FIRST FINE CARELESS RAPTURE”

Mr. Courtright’s heart ought to be breaking, as
he sits there in his study, surrounded by his books
and pictures. That Compendium of Theology up
there on the shelves proves that the people out on
the street before the church, down in the stores, work-
ing in the packing-houses and mills, are, most of
them, driving straight on to an eternity of some sort
of dreadful woe. How he can be happy, believing
this, is a mystery to all save those who know of the
promise sought and won. The doors stand partly
open, and through them he sees a vista of pews and
columns splashed with stained light in gorgeous
churchliness. Outside are William, the sexton, and
William’s wife, about their mysterious duties. People
come and go on business with their pastor; and,
between times, he alternately stands with his back to
the grate fire, looking at his books, seeing no rebuke
in the severe bindings of this Compendium, which he
has vowed he believes, or sits reading a letter which
he picks up from among the litter on the table.

The room is elegant, and the surroundings luxuri-
ously grateful to the senses and sentiments of a
man of culture and artistic instincts; but that ought
to make no difference. Perhaps the letter throws
light upon the matter of a world gone wrong, and,
being written since the Compendium, repeals it.
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It is from the celebrated Doctor Bovee, who could
repeal the Compendium if any one could: but it
merely informs Emerson that he is to be left in un-
disturbed possession of his conquered province at
Lattimore.

Up to this time, Emerson had been rated in church
circles with those who enter not in at the strait gate,
but over the wall: and many old pastors, whose fin-
gers had been softly pulling the wires of ecclesiastical
politics for years, to the end that, when Doctor Ful-
ton’s ministry should terminate, they themselves
might hear with surprised ears the mystic call to a
larger usefulness in the vacant field, entertained
thoughts they might not express, of people who go
in through such by and forbidden paths. That the
young preacher should come to Lattimore as a “sup-
ply,” was quite the proper thing; but for him so to
delight and entrance the coldly critical and difficult
congregation of the First Church, whose character
was such that their wishes could not be ignored, as
to bring about an insistent and unanimous demand
for his retention, was really too much, and caused
great vexation of spirit in ministerial circles for a
hundred miles or so about. It was something por-
tentous, that this young interloper should have the
best church of his denomination in three States: why,
he was not even known personally to Doctor Bovee,
who was pope having jurisdiction over Lattimore.

Whether he was pope through church laws (in
which case he would, of course, be called something
else), or by virtue of one of those unofficial papacies
which, even in the most congregationally organized
churches, are almost as po“icrful, is immaterial. The
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point is that, like all religious denominations, this one
had its disbursers of patronage, its fountain-heads of
ecclesiastical power, its ganglia of political influence,
and that Doctor Bovee was the church boss of this
part of the vineyard. And Doctor Bovee knew not
Emerson Courtright.

Yet the good Doctor, and his cabinet of lesser lights
scattered about the countryside, could find no fault
with the young man. He was orthodox in his the-
ology. He was entirely ignorant of economics and the
social unrest, but strong on the literature of the early
church. He preached, with that inconvenient elo-
quence of his, an individual salvation for every man,
and through that the redemption of society, on which
consummation he was modestly vague in his state-
ments. He taught no disturbing doctrines. If he
read a text about a camel and a needle’s eye, he
applied it to the rich of Palestine nineteen hundred
years ago, where it was meant to apply, seeing clearly
the difference between them and his own wealthy and
substantial people. Above all, he was what the con-
gregations are wont to call a “spiritual preacher”—
that is, he regarded that exaltation of the inner con-
sciousness which marks the intense manifestations
of all religions—in Christian  experience being called
the indwelling of the Holy Spirit—as the supreme
blessing; and he strove mightily to bring to all his
people the psychic knowledge of the Spirit witnessing
with their spirits that they were children of God. This
was his appointed mission.

His successful revival and triumphant appointment
had put firmer ground under his feet: and this letter
from Doctor Bovee secaled his acceptance by the
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church politic. He was walking over to have another
look at it, when William came in.

“A young lady to see you, sir,” said he.

“Miss Bloodgood, I suppose,” said Emerson, “to
consult about choir matters. Ask her—"

“No, sir,” replied William, “it’s a strange lady, to
me. Here is her card.”

“I declare!” exclaimed Mr. Courtright, looking at
the card. “It reminds me of old times. ‘Miss Dear-
wester, Instructor in Vocal Music and Piano; Oratorio
and Concert Soprano.” I never heard the name any-
where else; but, of course, there are other Dear-
westers, Ask her in, William.”

Olive Dearwester came in. He knew her name,
and yet doubted, as she dawned upon him in her
entrance ; she was ignorant of his, and still she knew
him as soon as she stepped into the room. A few
years, added to a girl's thirteen or fourteen, make
all the difference imaginable: to a youth’s one-and-
twenty, they bring great changes, it is true; but what
country maid ever forgot the hero of her third quin-
quennium; or failed to recognize the knight who had
blown upon the slug-horn the blast which delivered
her from the Dark Tower of an intellectual dungeon,
and brought her to the greenery and song of another
world; or was deceived by any disguise time might
cast over the image which, from childhood, in her
most secret visions, had floated with beckoning finger
before her, its head crowned with the Shechinah of a
canonization such as naught but girlhood can bestow,
and that only in the delicious and illusive despair
of a selfless and unpublishable adoration?

The eyes settled his doubts, and by them he knew
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her. She stood in astonishment, her hand upon her
heart.

“Why,” he exclaimed with the old smile, “can it
be little Olive?”

“It is little Olive,” she answered in something like
a flutter; “and you are Emerson Courtright! I never
hoped to see you again.”

“Again!” he rejoined, leading her to a seat. “May
you see me a thousand times! Oh, it brings back
the days when I was an honest pioneer, and kept the
Dearwester school. Good old times!”

“When you were special instructor in [tahen method
and belles lettres of evenings,” she added, “to a certain
little black-a-vized bumpkin who shall be nameless;
but who has never forgotten the lessons, or ceased
to get good from them.”

“T’ll tell you about that, now that we've alluded
to it,” he replied, in the manner of one making a
confession. “I did the whole thing for my own
selfish purposes, and because I wanted to brush up,
and you were too bright to let any errors pass, and
really did the teaching yourself. But, my goodness,
Olive, how you've grown!”

“Indeed?” quizzically. “Well, one does grow, after
the teens come.”

“Yes, one does, one does,” he agreed, “however
you construe ‘teens.” In the old sense, maybe they
promote growth; but you don’t look as if you could
say much about that, my child, and I hope you never
may.”

“I guess I've never had more teen in the old sense
than is good for one,” she said, “but in the newer
one, you who put my age on the school register can
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testify that I have had all I shall ever see. You
must keep my secret.”

“Inviolably I” he vowed expansively; “but, dear me,
you're a young lady! I mustn’t call you Olive any
more—"

“Don’t stop it on my account,” she protested, “I
beg of you. I've never been able to acquire dignity.”

Mr. Courtright looked at her more intently, to see
if her statement were true, to catch the meaning, if he
might, of the note of personality which womanhood
had mingled with the intense and almost wild har-
monies of her girlhood.

“l am quite sure you do yourself injustice, in that,”
he said. “May I tell you how much you have bettered
my roseate predictions as to your grown-up estate?”

“Since my father was director, and you boarded
with us,” she answered, blushing a little, “the other
children thought you bound to be partial to me. I'm
afraid you still are; but, thank you, nevertheless.”

“And your father? Is he—"

“He left us a year or so after you—after you went
away,” she answered with a little sharp intake of the
breath. “Mama and I have been alone ever since.”

“I hope,” said Emerson softly, after contemplating
for a few moments the mental picture of the widow
and the little girl, the wide prairie and the loneliness,
“that all is well with you; and that your mother—
how she cared for me!—is as well and keen and re-
freshing as she used to be.”

“Mama’s quite well,” answered Olive, “and we get
on famously. And you—tell me about yourself. I
have never heard a word since that one letter you
wrote.”
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“Better off than I deserve,” said he. “You don’t
live on the prairie any more?”

“No, we sold the land and moved to Madison.
Mama had a sister there, and the university drew us.
I'm just through.”

“You still sing? Why, of course!” he said. “This
is your business card. I forgot that.”

“All our hopes,” she answered, “are embarked in
that one little cockle-shell of a ship, my music. Do
you know the president of Tudor College, Doctor
Jones?”

“Oh, yes,” he answered; “I expect to lecture for
him, on some historical subjects: splendid man, and
building up a fine school.”

“I am glad to hear it,” answered Olive, “for I have
the tiniest of positions—from a financial standpoint—
in the college. So" we are to be fellow-members of
the faculty. I want to get a church position, and I
heard that there is a soprano place vacant here. I
came to see the pastor.”

“I'm the pastor,” said he.

Perhaps in no age except ours, since Peter and
Paul went out to convert the Gentiles, would this
sort of announcement under the same conditions have
produced in the mind of an average girl like Olive
Dearwester the impression it made on her. Time was,
when to be the mother or wife of a minister or priest
was an honor acknowledged on bended knees. Time

was, when the most exalted expectations regarding
a young man’s future would have been felt by any
young woman—especially by a church-member like
Olive—as abundantly realized on finding him the suc-
cessful pastor of a great congregation. But that was
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when people took their preaching and their churches
more seriously than now, when an Athanasius could
convulse an empire, a Peter lead a crusade, a Savon-
arola rule a republic, a Saint Francis carry hope to
the poor. It was when their sacerdotal relations went
to the very roots of their lives, and affected pro-
foundly their very eating and drinking and laboring
and property-holding, and the frame of their govern-
ment, Then the preacher had his hands deep in the
kneading-trough of real life, and his fulminations
rocked society. In such circumstances Olive Dear-
wester would have seen in Emerson Courtright’s pro-
fession the explanation and intensification of that
Shechinah.

But, now, it must be confessed, she looked upon
the powerful figure, the splendid head and the lambent

eyes, and, unconsciously, she became apologetic for him
toward the world, because he was not really in the
thick of the fray and on the fighting-line where things
are done. What she said, though, was this:

“Oh, T am so glad! For I have heard, so many
times, that it is the greatest church with the most
wonderful pastor in the city!”

“You hear the kind words only,” said he, glowing.
“But we are very critical about our music. Please
sing for me, so I may know if my little prima donna
has really profited by my instruction.”

Opening the piano, she ran her fingers lightly and
caressingly over the keys with the accuracy born of
the fever for mastery which had impelled her to paste
the paper keys on her desk, in the old days, and
practise soundless sonatas upon them; with the in-
tensity, even in the pianissimo, born of the artist’s
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ear which hears the thronging voices in the harmonies
and joys to body them forth. There is a Green Hill
Far Away was rendered rather constrainedly—but
sometimes he felt the lift and surge of the great
voice. Then came the old But the Lord is Mindful of
His Own, so steady and quiet as to seem only a sort
of sublime and tender speech, and giving very little
hint of the plangent grandeur of her Inflammatus from
the Stabat Mater which followed. Then she lessened
the stress in a little ballad-like Religioso, almost like
a lullaby, and finished with Tours’ pathetic story-song,
The New Kingdom. Courtright sat entranced. He
saw the two little orphans, knowing home only as
richer children know Heaven, shivering on that side
of life which takes naught but the cold blast, but
making the most of the one thing warm and good
they possessed—love. And as the music of the voice,
sweet, clear, full, and vibrating with maternal passion,
carried his thought over to the touch of Azrael which
gave them their home in the City not made with
hands, it was the poet, and not the preacher in him,
which made it necessary for him to stand looking
out of the window, struggling for self-command, his
eyes bathed in tears.

Evidently she was not unused to such effects upon
her auditors; for when she had finished, and saw him
so standing in that transparent ruse, as if concealing
the thing most to his credit, she waited, falling natu-
rally into the routine work of the student of the piano.
A few scales, some arpeggios, and then a running fin-
ger-exercise, all done with that same precision of
touch, and then the hands ran off into more complex
progressions and modulations, and finally she became
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lost to her surroundings in some nocturne-like im-

5
] provisation.

t Mr. Courtright returned and leaned over the piano,

¢ studying the girl. Amy Bloodgood saw them thus

f as she came in at the open door at William’s bidding, !
¢ Emerson Courtright was leaning over the piano, look-

\ ing intently at a young woman who, with extraordi-

) nary skill, and an odd, caressing touch, quite different

1 from that commonly taught, was playing some unend-

. ing melody, supported by strange and seemingly un-

: studied harmonies. She was a tall girl, well but

, plainly dressed, in a costume, the only trace of al-

y lurement in which was the V cut of the neck. She

b. was of a pure olive complexion, and possessed a

: ficure which would have rendered the attempted de-

[ ception transparent had she essayed the role of Rosa-

lind or Viola. Her waist was slender, her arms full
and round and tapering to flexile wrists, and to fingers,
, nimble, but plump and not long. Her hair, a great
| ‘ mass crowning a shapely head, was black as night,
and made the olive skin look pale by contrast. Her
eyes might have belonged to a Syrian maiden, so
deeply, wonderfully large and dark they were, with a
darkness like that coming from great abysses of depth,
like the desert spaces in the Milky Way, rather than
from absence of light—a darkness full of invisible
rays of attractive energy. There was something for-
midable, almost stately, in the fine, strong form, the
strange, haunting, oval face with the rapt expression,
as she queened it over the piano. Moreover, she was
young, a stranger, in Emerson’s study, and both were
so engrossed that Amy had to move a chair before
either noticed her,
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“Oh, I'm so glad you've come!” said Emerson, tak-
ing Miss Bloodgood’s hand and leading her to a chair.
“An old friend and pupil of mine has come to take
your place in the choir. Miss Bloodgood, this is Miss
Dearwester.”

Olive half extended her hand, but drew it back as
she was aware of the bow to which Amy. confined her-
self in acknowledging the introduction. With words
of calm civility, but with glances which might have
pierced to the heart, they looked into each other’s eyes.
So met Amy Bloodgood and Olive Dearwester.
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CHAPTER V
STOOPING AND CONQUERING

It is a pity that the great and terrible sage of Weiss-
nichtwo never, in his Clothes-Philosophy, treated of
the influence of raiment as an element in subjuga-
tion, and thereunder, especially, Of Dress as Affecting
the Relations of Women. Now, Olive Dearwester was
well enough dressed ; but after Amy Bloodgood came,
she felt a sense of cheapness and shabbiness in her
apparel; and that its stitches were her own and her
mother’s, degraded them in the foolish girl’'s—I was
about to say mind, but that would be wrong—I think
it must have been in the medulla oblongata whence
the blind impulses come. Amy’s clothes gave forth
that costly rustle telling of inward richness, were
built on the simple lines that show the handi-
work of a man, and displayed an unassuming excel-
lence of fabric and finish which it requires a woman’s
eye to distinguish from the plainness of economy.
Therefore, when Olive sat down to sing again she felt
like Blowsalinda singing to the queen: all uncomforted
of the fact that in any such competitive examination
as that once conducted by Paris of Troy, she would
have been first and Amy nowhere.

And yet, not by extrinsic things only was Amy
Bloodgood something of a personage. She lacked,
it is true, the wealth of personal charms which in due
time made Olive Dearwester the delight of photog-
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raphers, painters and sculptors; but she was a pretty
woman with an aristocratic face, a figure of fine
symmetry and poise, and expressive gray eyes. A
disdainful little nose she had, and a mouth with a
playfully forlorn droop at the corners, and a change-
ful expression to those who enjoyed intimacy with
her.

Olive sang badly—for her; but Miss Bloodgood
was pleased to think that she would do, perhaps.

In the midst of the song Mr. John Bloodgood came
in for his sister, and Olive’s foot almost touched his
as she revolved on the stool, after the finale. She
looked up in astonishment, her eyes traveling up, up
over his much more than six feet of perfectly clothed
gauntness, to the smooth-shaven face with the heavy
jaws, hard angles and harsh mouth since made popu-
lar by the author of The Education of Mr. Pipp.

Olive rose blushing; Mr. Bloodgood stepped back
bowing.

“I shall rely on you next Sunday, then, Miss Dear-
wester ?” said Amy questioningly.

“Having trampled on Miss Dearwester’s toes,” said
Mr. Bloodgood, “I should like to be presented, so that
I may have a chance to correct the impression I've
made.”

“My brother, Mr. Bloodgood, Miss Dearwester,”
said Amy, “He’s extremely awkward.”

“You made no impression at all—on the toes,” said
Olive, “and it was my fault anyhow, Mr. Bloodgood.”

“Really, it was,” answered Mr. Bloodgood gravely.
“Your voice held me spellbound.”

“That effect gradually wears off,” Olive replied with
equal seriousness. “Yes, Miss Bloodgood, I'll not fail
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you on Sunday, although it will be hard to be ready.
Where is that bank, Mr. Courtright—three blocks
west, one south? I can find my way alone, easily,
thank you, Mr. Bloodgood, and I have some shopping
to do.”

The bank for which Miss Dearwester inquired
was the place of business of young Mr. Dewey,
chairman of the music committee, to whom Mr.
Courtright had given her a letter.

“She’ll do very nicely,” remarked Amy, after Olive
was well gone.

“Do!” exclaimed her brother with unwonted enthus-
iasm. “Do! I should think she would do! -She’s all
sorts of things delectable and saccharine. Where'd
you find her?”

“She’s an old friend and pupil of mine,” replied
Emerson. “I used to carry her through snow-drifts
and hold her on my knee when she was a little girl,
and I was an honest farmer and teacher, away out
in the buffalo-grass beyond the end of your Angus
Falls line. She’s our new soprano. She comes of a
family of good people who were very kind to me.”

“They were,” responded Mr. Bloodgood, “if they
let you hold her on your knee and carry her through
snow-drifts. As a railroad man, I hate blockades;
but if she still has that snow-drift habit, I'm hoping
for a hard winter. Oh, she’s forgotten her handker-
chief; T'll run and return it!”

“Jack Bloodgood,” exclaimed Amy, “you stole that
handkerchief out of her shopping-bag; you know
you did! And we all know why. Now, no nonsense,
Jack; she’s an old friend of Emerson’s.”

“Yes, but Emerson’s got his hands full,” laughed
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Jack. “By-by, I'm off.” And he ran down the steps
with the handkerchief.

As the sound of Mr. Bloodgood’s steps lessened
in the distance, Emerson stood, feasting his eyes upon
the well-bred and dainty figure of Mr. Bloodgood’s
sister. William, the sexton, and William’s wife were
down below in the region of the heating plant, and
they in the study were alone. Emerson took Mr,
Bloodgood’s dainty and well-bred sister in his arms
quite with the air of a man of the world, and kissed
her so many times upon her well-bred and dainty
lips that she buried her face on his shoulder at last,
and then looked at the open door with such a charm-
ing assumption of the clandestine that he repeated the
venial sin.

“Stop!” said she. “I remember, I'm ‘mad’ at you;
and that’s the last one, for punishment!”

The daughter of a hundred Bloodgoods volunteered
the last instalment of veniality. So Emma avouched
her surrender to Eginhard; and never since that time
was there more maddening testimony, more complete
abandonment of the grande dame reserve. Let us pass
on; with the unyouthful reflection that these ecstasies
come seldom, and they last not long, and that society,
from section man to wherever the top is, would all go
daft en masse, if they never cooled. Pshaw! Let us
be frank. All the world loves a lover far less than
all the world envies him.

“Punish me some more, sweetheart,” begged Emer-
son; “and after punishment, condemn me, try me, and
at last tell me the crime, @ la Alice Through the
Looking-glass!”

“It’s all right, dear,” she responded; “but don’t let
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it happen again—finding you perusing the oval feat-
ures of such a violently brunette person as Miss Dear-
wester—or blonde, or medium, or any one!”

To Amy, this was half serious; but to Emerson,
it was a whimsical joke, a charming ebullition of utter
blithesomeness.

“But aren’t you glad she appeared, just as we need
her?” he cried. “How do you like her?”

“Oh, she’s so much better than the others,” re-
sponded Amy, confining the scope of the inquiry to
the matter of the music; “and if she could have had
such training as Mademoiselle St. Cyr gives, she
could have been developed into a fine singer. What
a big voice for a little room like this!”

Emerson wished she might have heard The New
Kingdom, but he had too much tact to say so. It may
throw some light upon the question of the sort of
mind he had, to know that, in spite of his lovesickness,
he was of the opinion that, in fire, in color, and in
power to move, the new soprano’s music would be an
improvement upon that of Mademoiselle St. Cyr’s
star pupil. It would be better, however, to dwell
upon the delicious thought that Amy was leaving the
choir to prepare for the wedding, and to read her the
letter from the great Doctor Bovee, congratulating
him upon his engagement, and offering to come and
officiate at the ceremony.

The Bloodgoods were making the best of it, as we
may see from the behavior of Jack toward his sister’s
fiancé. But Emerson knew that they were not at all
pleased with Amy’s choice. Judge Bloodgood, while
quite unable to define to Amy the reasons of his oppo-
sition, had yielded reluctantly, after a long struggle.
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As a matter of fact, he knew the reason, but he dared
not express it, because the putting of it in words
involved the denial of one of his pet conventional atti-
tudes. He knew that the ascendancy of the church
had ceased long ago, and that his father’s choosing the
law instead of his father’s profession of the ministry
was a recognition by the keenly practical mind of the
Bloodgoods that such was the case. He also saw that
Jack’s choice of the railway as his friend was a bowing
to the fact that the control of the world, in America
at least, had passed from the law to the engineer and
to the lord of the highway. But a Bloodgood, a
United States judge, and a consistent member of a
religious denomination in which his ancestors had
made themselves great as priests, could not say to his
daughter that, in marrying a preacher, she was ally-
ing herself to a supernumerary, a sort of higher club
servant, a survival of the old days of virile priesthoods,
in an age when the pulpit has become the pliant utensil
of the great and forceful men who rule the world
through their control of material things. Yet, this is
what Judge Bloodgood thought : and no one will fail to
see the analogy between his attitude and the unreason-
ing impression of disappointment in Olive Dearwester,
when Emerson said to her, “I am the pastor.”

In fact, Amy herself had not been without a clear,
if unexpressed, understanding of this unmentionable
attitude of contempt toward the clergy (not to use
too strong a term) on the part of her class. It was
a part of the very atmosphere in which she had been
reared, the respect for wealth, the feeling that religion
was, after all, a thing which must not presume to
interfere with wealth, its getting or its spending. But,
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strong as such a social instinct is in a woman, in Amy
there was something stronger still: she wanted Emer-
son Courtright. So she subtly took up the argument for
the commanding importance of the clergyman’s posi-
tion, not because she believed strongly that her posi-
tion was correct, but for the reason that thereby she
took ground on which she had her father at a dis-
advantage. And she won. No doubt she would
have won without this intellectual fencing, for the
days of shutting up recalcitrant daughters of mature
years are over ; but Amy won completely, bringing off
the field as a trophy her parents’ promise to be good
to Emerson. And as they stood in the study, delicious-
ly afraid that some one would come to the door sud-

denly and surprise them, Amy was too happy to doubt
the wisdom of her choice.

“Oh, mommie, mommie!” cried Olive, “we’ve done
it! We've scored! I've got the best church position
anywhere, and who do you think is pastor?”

“Oh, I've found out all about it,” answered Mrs.
Dearwester, a little fleshier than of yore, and white-

haired, but still erect and vivacious. “I've got more
gossip out of our landlady than a week’s board would
come to. I should judge that the service at the First
Church, now, is worship of Emerson Courtright. Did
you see him?”

“M’h’'m, I saw him.”

“Is he as good-looking as ever?”

“Better,” said Olive. “You'll see him to-morrow.
We're going to move; we can afford to, now. And
Emerson—Mr. Courtright—recommended us to his
boarding-house, or it to us, and we’re going there—a
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fine place where we can have a bath-room. Won’t
that be great?”

“Emerson and the bath-room:; cleanliness next to
godliness,” said her mother. “Well, child, you have
done well; and it won’t hurt us any to have things
brighten up a little, How did the vacancy happen?”

“A Miss Bloodgood is resigning for some reason,”
replied Olive. “If she sings as well as she dresses,
they’ll notice a falling off in the music. I think she’s
one of the rich sort, who sing for the sake of the good
act, and can afford to.”

“Oh, I know who she is,” said her mother; “that’s
a part of the gossip. She’s away up in the world, and
Emerson’s going to marry her in a month or so.
What'’s she like ?”

“Well,” said Olive slowly, and suddenly very much
engrossed in the arrangement of her front hair before
the dresser, with her back to her mother, “she’s very
stylish, and has had the best of advantages, I should
say. She dresses perfectly. She is reserved and a
little formal—exclusive, I should suppose, socially.
And, yes, she’s pretty—good form, nice eyes, and not
bad features otherwise—only her nose is a little bit
snippy, you know. Her complexion needs a lot of
care to keep it good. Altogether, I like her very much;;
but, honestly, she is not a bit the girl I should have
imagined such a man—so much of a man—falling
in love with.”

How this sentiment would have puzzled Judge
Bloodgood, could he only have overheard it!
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CHAPTER VI
THE MAN WHO WAS IT

It is not at all strange that during the joyful week
of the wedding of Amy and Emerson there called at
the marvelous boarding-house with the bath-room
which could be afforded, a suave, smily and oily per-
son whose name was Feek, and who said he was agent
for a cottage which would just suit Miss Dearwester,
being large enough for both studio and dwelling, and
“close in”—by which Mr. Feek meant not far from the
business center of the town ; neither is it at all remark-
able that the mother and daughter were in a very short
time domiciled there. Taken in connection with the
episode of the stolen handkerchief, however, these
facts may be not without significance: Mr. Feek was
claim agent for the Halliday System, and Mr. Blood-
good’s confidential man; and the cottage was one of
the Bloodgood properties. Evidently, too, it was a
property dear to Mr. John Bloodgood’s heart; for the
time which he devoted to its improvement and deco-
ration would seem out of proportion to its value.

“I wonder if this railroad of his,” said Mrs. Dear-
wester one day, “has any track or cars or engines?”

Olive was sitting by the piano, the recently vacated
chair of Mr. Bloodgood at her elbow.

“What a question, mommie,” said she; “we came
in on it.”

“Oh, did we?” rejoined Mrs. Dearwester dryly.

53
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“What T was thinkin' is that judgin’ from the time
it takes him to look after one little cottage it wouldn’t
take many miles of real railroad to keep him hoppin’
right lively.”

“Don’t you want him to come, ma?” asked Olive
after a long pause.

The reversion to “ma” from “mommie” warned her
mother that the conversation had become serious. An
acquired manner never becomes adequate to the ex-
pression of earnestness. The appliqué habit disap-
pears on the higher levels of feeling.

“Well, you're both of age,” answered Mrs. Dear-
wester, “and single, I guess; and I don’t know why
he should be shown the door. But his comin’ here
don’t appeal to me a very great deal.”

“You're quite an oracle,” said Olive smilingly, “both
in the wisdom and the mistiness of what you say. TI'll
tell Mr. Bloodgood when he calls again, “You are
not to come again; you don’t appeal to mama.” He'll
see your position in a minute.”

Mrs. Dearwester cleared the matter up by telling
her to wait and see. This was quite in her usual
manner.

Mr. Courtright, who, to her, was still “Emerson”
as of old, came often to see his old friend, after he
and Amy were cozily settled in their new home. She
almost always had a side-light to throw upon his rose-
ate anticipations as to his future, and usually there
was something of the damp and chill in these subacid
observations. Seeing the wheat cut down by hail,
and the corn burned up by hot winds year after year,
may have given her this deep-seated distrust of optim-

ism. One evening Emerson had been telling her that
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now he had nothing left to hope for in the way of
professional advancement except a call to some great
pulpit in New York, Boston or Chicago; and that this
‘Was sure to come sooner or later.

“Well,” answered Mrs. Dearwester, “I s’pose it's
all right to look forward to. I don’t remember that
the Lord ever tried to get Himself nominated for
High Priest to succeed Caiaphas; but times seem to
be different now from what they were when folks were
commanded to take no thought for the morrow.”

Emerson laughed indulgently. She was, perhaps, the
only member of his church who ever took issue with
him, and he liked it.

“You don’t think it any violation of the law of
right living, do you?” he asked.

“I don’t pretend to have any views,” said Mrs.
Dearwester; “but I notice that when folks get their
patchwork life all laid out, along comes something
and jerks the corner of the quilt-frames, an’ away
they go. You're too young to have your life all time-
tabled this way—it ain’t seasonable. If you plant
your corn in April, it rots in the ground or gets frosted
after it sprouts. If you wait till June, it gets nipped
in the roastin’-ear. You can’t bet that it’s corn-plantin’
time until the white oak leaves are out the size of a
squirrel’s foot. I hope it's really spring with you;
but it looks powerful early to me. And you’re no
better to have troubles than other folks.”

“That’s so,” he assented ; “not a bit better.”

“It sort of looks to me,” went on Mrs. Dearwester,
“as if you were on the top of the mountain, looking
over the kingdoms of the earth, a-pickin’ out your
capital city. I don’t see as there’s any devil you're
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asked to worship; but there generally is one, I
notice.”

“Don’t croak, mommie!” cried Olive, busy copying
music. “You are .almost making an argument for
failure—and you and I are interested on the other
side.”

“Oh, I ain’t making any argument,” disclaimed her
mother, “I don’t pretend to have any views; but
sometimes nothing succeeds like failure. And I always
feel some doubtful of these pure-quill successes. Now
you're gettin’ a great name as a revivalist, Emerson.
You and Olive are goin’ up to Angus Falls in a day
or two, to hold meetin’s. Your big city pulpit is on
one line, your evangelistic work on another. Which
track are you goin’ to follow?”

“Oh, that will clear itself up, no doubt,” answered
Emerson after a long silence. “They wouldn’t want
me nearly so badly, if it weren’t for Olive’s singing,
And some one will take her from us one of these
days.”

Mr. Courtright glanced sharply at Olive, but saw
no change in her countenance.

“You must have heard,” said Mrs. Dearwester,
“about that opera man?”

“No,” replied Mr. Courtright. “What do you
mean ?”

“She means Mr. McAndrew of the Athenians,” an-
swered Olive. “His advance man heard me sing one
Sunday, and wrote him about me, after talking to me
about it. He wants to hear me sing when they come
here. Of course I shan’t please him.”

“It looks as if we were all comin’ to the forks of
the road,” observed Mrs, Dearwester,
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It may be as well to say here, that Mr. McAndrew
of the Athenians—that veteran discoverer of singers
—thought well enough of Olive to offer her a place in
the chorus, with the promise of better things as soon
as she should prove herself worthy of them.

“They say a great many things about the stage, my
dear,” said he, “which are all true and all false. I
don’t advise you to accept, but, if you're foreordained
to take the plunge, the Athenians offer you a nice
medium to sink or to swim in.”

“I'll talk it over with my mother,” said Olive
discreetly.

“Good thought,” observed Mr. McAndrew, scrib-
bling “Pass 2 Mc” on a slip of paper. “Bring your
mother to hear Carmen to-night.”

Mrs. Dearwester’s observation of the opera was, no
doubt, more keen and critical this night than ever
before, especially as to the things required of the
chorus. She said nothing until their return home.

“I don’t think I'm quite ready, yet,” said she, “to
see my girl romping up and down behind the foot-
lights without clothes enough on to flag a hand-car
with, and her heels half the time where her head
ought to be—not just yet!”

“I don’t think you get the proper light on it,” said
Olive. “To the pure all things are pure; and all
singers have to begin in the chorus.”

“They acted like they was a-beginning something,”
said her mother. “When the pure sit in the front
rows with the opera-glasses, I'll give in.”

“I should be absorbed in my music,” asserted Olive
disdainfully. “I should never think of them!”

“Well, the oblivion wouldn’t be mutual,” rejoined
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her mother. “We won’t leave Emerson Courtright
and the choir in the lurch just yet, I guess.”

“Mr. Courtright,” answered Olive chillingly, “is
quite able to take care of himself; but, of course, we’ll
do as you say, ma.”

People who knew Mrs. Dearwester were always
looking for the fulfilment of her half-prophecies; and
therefore, Emerson could not dismiss from his mind
her vague forecasts as to his future. It was this
prophecy which started the train of thought relating
to prophecy in general, which led to a vesper sermon
the next Sunday—a prose poem upon the text:
Neither sorrow, nor crying, neither shall there be any
more pain.

On this the young orator founded a discourse, show-
ing how all sorrow and crying and pain come from
sin, and how, when every man shall cleanse himself
from it, the world shall be transfigured into glory.
He told how, in such merely temporal matters as
cleanliness, universal purity can come only from the
purity of each person, there being no such thing as
collective purity; how, if each man clears the walk in
front of his own property, the whole city thereby
is cleared ; how diseases are exterminated by the gen-
eral adoption by individuals of proper modes of life;
how universal good taste makes the City Beautiful;
and, finally, in a burst of poetic description, how by
the universal adoption, by individual souls, of the life
taught by Jesus, the beatitude of the vision of Patmos,
as described in the text, might come to human society,

under its present organization. Then came one of
those rhapsodies which always sent his congregation

away entranced. He grew mystical in his tracing
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of sympathies between even inanimate nature and the
soul of man.

“Day is sometimes born,” said he, “in a glory of
roseate blush and golden gleam ; sometimes in a trav-
ail of groaning, wailing wind behind a pall of sable
or gray, amid weeping of rain and mist. Day some-
times dies to the dirge of storm-blast, the searing
conscience-stab of lightning, the hoarse condemning
of thunder; sometimes pink-tinted swan’s-down of
cloud, rose-and-gold coruscations from beyond the
gates of sunset, gentle requiem of evening breeze, and
the comforting ‘Well done’ of the cooling dew make
sweet its peaceful death.

“The face of nature is sometimes too sad for tears
or groans or sighs; sometimes too glad for smiles. or
laughter or hallelujahs.

“The prophet knew that man makes it so. Every
frown makes clouds and darkness; every word or
deed of anger reappears in lightning, echoes and rever-
berates in thunder ; and mist and cold and snow follow
the evil deeds of man. But every smile reflects in
splendor of sky, glory of fleecy cloudlet; every good
deed bears fruit in sunny shower and cooling dew
and sighing breeze.

“As a man grows better, nature will grow toward
the state in which the river of the water of life flows
beneath the sky in which there is no need of sun or
moon, between the banks on which grows the tree
with the twelve manner of fruit. The earth will grow
more kindly; and when she laughs to feel upon her
long-suffering bosom the tread of perfect, regenerated
man, he shall be found walking among scenes of tran-
scendent beauty, under skies the glory of which is now
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only faintly foreshadowed by painters’ dreams. The
hills shall be clothed in verdure, the waters with rip-
pling smiles, the fields with floral splendor. Morn
shall come forth rosy with blushes, radiant with gold.
And evening, to the quiet music of flocks and herds
and rustling breezes, shall, with lessening glory and
deepening peace, fold her starry robe around the
earth—and man shall not need to ask, in waking or
dreaming, ‘Where is Heaven?'”

When they got home that evening—it had been a
vesper service—Amy put up her lips to be kissed by
this wonderful husband, who could so ravish people
away from the sordid cares of this sublunary life.
Emerson bestowed the caress absently, being in that
state of revulsion which must follow the exaltation
of the finely strung nature. Therefore he kissed her
as one not seeing, and, after a while, when she had
retired with a headache, he walked forth upon the
street alone, and made his way down to see the busi-
ness district in its Sunday night guise.

On one corner after another were little crowds of
people standing before the closed shops, listening to
the fervid exhortations of street preachers, reminding
him that a Booth had given to the world something
new in religious work. He heard the braying of
horns, the clang of cymbals and beat of drums, and
the vociferous singing of hymns. He compared with
the churchly gravity and artistic finish of his own
regular services, the rude style of the singers and
speakers here on the streets. He wondered if his
own revival manner had not something in common
with theirs. He marked the queer unconcern of most
of the auditors, standing with their hats on during
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prayers, puffing at their pipes or cigars, coming and
going at will, while the drums beat, the cymbals rent
the air, the horns blared, the tambourines rattled, and
in song or speech the “soldiers of the cross” shouted
“Come to Jesus! Come to Jesus! Come now!”

“Salvation used to be free, only,” he thought. “But
now it seems to be almost compulsory—forced down
people’s throats at every corner. Well, well, it may
be all right—but here’s something rather different!”

Just around a turning from a Salvation Army meet-
ing was a knot of some score or more of men, closely
crowded about a box on which stood a man who was
talking rapidly and with great intensity. A sentence
uttered by him, in a colloquy with an elderly working-
man, a member of Emerson’s congregation, made
personal and definite his casual and wandering atten-
tion.

“Yes,” was the remark, “I was there. I heard
this great sermon about the redemption of society
by poppycock, this flubdub about golden sunsets and
fleecy cloudlets, preached into the ears of the people
while their pockets are being picked and their livings
made harder to get by the great pew-owners.”

Emerson started, recognizing some of his own po-
ctic phrases. He peered over the heads of the crowd
at the speaker, and tried to catch. his parishioner’s
answer; but heard only a confused jumble of re-
joinder. Neither could he make out the man’s face;
but in the stocky figure, or the set of the head, or in

the ring of the voice, there was something curiously
familiar.

“You say,” he went on, “that the evils of poverty,
now so rapidly on the increase in this country, until
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it is a recognized fact, practically undenied, that we
are surely passing into the same industrial conditions
as those of Europe—that this poverty, about which
so many books are now being written, may be cured
by putting into practice the principles of the gospel.
Would you be so kind as to be more explicit, and
tell us how?”

“lI mean,” said the elderly man, standing by his
guns, “that if folks will be honest, and work at any
job they can get, and stay away from the saloons,
there is a good living for every industrious man,”

“Thank ,\”ll." H'Miml the .\]rk‘;llwl', “l think I see
your point. I won't raise the question of how much
better living a worker is entitled to while producing
with modern machinery over that made in old times
by mere hand-work; but will go right to your point
of making a living—not a mere existence, but a suffi-
ciency of food, clothing and shelter for wife and fam-
ily, education for the children, and a competence for
old age. Industry, sobriety, and thrift, you say, will
give these to all. I think no error can be more com-
plete. I make the statement that if every man in
the world were suddenly to become a total abstainer,
with a mania for work, a miser’s appetite for saving,
and a perfect church record, the masses would be
poorer than now.”

Emerson was astounded at such a statement, and
still more so by cries of “That’s so!” and “You're
right!” from the crowd.

“A good character in a workman,” went on the
speaker, “helps him in his struggle with poverty
only as it makes him better than his fellows—just
as this box I stand on makes me able to see farther
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than you can; if you should all get boxes, mine would
do me no good. We bid against each other for jobs,
and run the price of our own bodies—for we consume
them in our work—down to a mere living, however
mere’it may be. Thrift and industry and temperance
are good things; but they are good from the stand-
point of wages in proportion, only, as they are rare. If
all the tramps in the country were crazy for work,
they couldn’t get it, except by crowding some one
else out. I'll tell you the remedy pretty soon—there
is one; but now I'm answering my friend here. The
masses are flim-flammed by the temperance workers

and the Atkinsons with their ‘economy cookers,’” and

the professional optimists, generally, into putting the
blame anywhere but the right place: but the greatest
bunco game, economically speaking, is the gospel
bunco—a sample of the lingo of which some of us
have heard this afternoon. Your high-priced preach-
ers wear silk gowns or broadcloth, and come into
their rich temples of a new paganism, rubbed down
and groomed like the rest of the animals kept for
the amusement of the wealthy, and preach morphine
into the systems of robbed working-people—and most
of them do it, I suppose, thinking that they’re serving
the Lord. You have them in this town, telling you,
in beautiful language, that this social iniquity may
be cured by individual righteousness without hurting
any one’s interests. You'll find their portrait in the
Book of Jude, where it says: These are spots in your
feasts of charity, when they feast with you, feeding
themselves without fear. Oh, they feed themselves,
all right!

“And then,” went on the speaker, waiting for the
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laughter to subside, “it calls them clouds without
water—iriends, did you ever see it cloud up, as if
for rain, when you just had to have rain or lose
your year’s work, and then see the wind dissipate and
blow the clouds away, while you looked at the hot
sky despairingly with parched eyelids? I have; and,
yes, you, brother, who nod your head there, you've
been there, too. And that’s what the clergy are to-day,
clouds they are without water, carried about of winds;
trees whose fruit withereth, without fruit, twice dead,
plucked up by the roots; raging waves of the sea,
foaming out their own shame; wandering stars, to
whom is reserved the blackness of darkness for ever.

Murmurers, complainers, walking after
their own lusts; and their mouth speaketh great swell-
ing words, having men’s persons in admiration because
of advantage. All this I quote from Jude.

“Great swelling words, friends, now, as of old.
Women walk the streets to-night, here in Lattimore,
looking into men’s faces and saying, ‘Won’t you buy
me? won't you buy me? on account of poverty made
by laws!”

Emerson’s resentment flamed up at this monstrous
attack, and to a blue-coated policeman, who had been
standing for some moments looking upon the scene
with an air of great disfavor, he whispered, “Has
this man a right to stand here and talk such things?”
The officer, as if in obedience to an order from Emer-
son, stepped forward to the speaker’s side.

“Your poverty may rest on particular people,” the
speaker continued, “by reason of their individual char-
acteristics—drunkenness, indolence, wastefulness, if
you please—just as in a shipwreck, where there are not
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life-preservers for all, the slothful and weak and
inactive must drown; but just so many would have to
drown, anyhow, for lack of life-preservers. And the
same mass of poverty would exist anyhow, if we were
all perfect workmen, with our present shipwreck-
making laws, and with all roads to self-employment
fenced up and monopolized. And, in the face of this,
you have a false gospel of patience preached to you,
by your shepherds that without fear feed themselves—
the priesthood of Mammon.”

“Here!” roared the big voice of the officer. “Let
up on that, you!”

The speaker paused, seemingly in no way surprised,
and surveyed the bluecoat calmly.

“Well,” said he, “and what seems to be the matter
with you?”

“Now, don’t you get gay with me,” answered the
policeman, flushing at the quiet contempt of the re-
mark. “Have you got a permit to stand here and
talk ?”

“The streets are free,
obstructing them.”

“Well, you can’t stand on my beat,” responded the
policeman, “and talk anarchy and socialism, and at-
tack the church, and jump on to the city government—

said the speaker. “I'm not

and then dish up any of your lip to me!”

Emerson found himself pressing forward with the
rest of the crowd, his heart beating with the excite-
ment of feeling that he was about to become responsi-
ble for this man’s arrest, possibly. For the first time,
he got a good view of the man’s face—a bronzed and
weather-beaten countenance, covered with a stubble
of beard, and lighted by brown eyes with the glint
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of defiance in them—and again that sense of famil-
iarity in the atmosphere of the man struck his mind.

“I'm saying only what I have a right to say,” said
the stranger, “and I'm going on, unless you stop me
by force.”

“All right!” shouted the officer. “You just try it
on, and you'll see!”

“Is it what I said about the church,” the man asked,
“or the anarchy, or the socialism—I don’t remember
either—or the city government, or what, that makes
you so hot under the collar?”

“You come along with me!” roared the policeman.
“And you’ll go in the wagon, my friend: here, Bill,
turn in a call!”

“I’ll be back here to-morrow evening if I get out
of jail,” said the agitator; “and then I'll finish my
speech. Come one, come all!”

“We will!” cried some one.

“Shut up!” ordered the policeman, seizing the man’s
arm, “and get into this patrol wagon!”

The wagon thundered up, horses galloping, bell
clanging, people running to see; and the weather-
beaten man, with the brown eyes, was loaded up
and carried off, in all the pomp and circumstance of
vindicated law.

Emerson went away, pensive. He had a good deal
the same feeling which had haunted him for days,
as a boy, when a chance cast of a stone into a flock
of blackbirds had sent one of them away with a
broken leg—a sense of having done a cruel thing.
The man was not obstructing the street, he was right
about that. What he had said was cruel and untrue:
but if he believed it to be true, who, in this free land,
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had the right to put him in prison for saying it?
Emerson’s father had often talked to him of the death
of Lovejoy, and the dragging of Garrison through
the streets by a mob, because they had said things
about slavery. This man, with the familiar look
and the brown eyes, seemed to be in earnest, and
had gone to prison for saying something.

Moreover, would the officer have arrested him,
had it not been for Emerson’s outflash of temper, and
his appeal to the policeman? What sort of bed was
he sleeping upon, at the station? Had they really
imprisoned him? Who was it that spoke of visiting
those in prison, as a good man’s duty?

By the time Emerson had turned these things over
so many times in his mind that he felt that he could
endure inaction no longer, it was morning, and the
newsboy was making his rounds with'the morning
paper. Mr. Courtright turned to the police column.

“A single-tax agitator,” it ran, “was arrested by
Patrolman Duggan at the corner of Adams Street
and Missouri Avenue last night. He was violent,
and, on being spoken to by Officer Duggan, became
disrespectful, and was given an illustration of the
comforts of municipally owned transportation facili-
ties, by a ride in the patrol wagon. He says he is
from the short-grass country, and gives the name
of Morgan Yeager. Detective Schlitz is looking up
his record, and thinks he may belong to the Haymar-
ket gang of Chicago, or the Paterson (N. J.) group.
It is thought that Judge Phelan will make an example
of some of these outside agitators before long. Mr.
Yeager may serve his country by being It.”




CHAPTER VII
““A LOOK INTO THE GULF”’

“Good morning, your Reverence,” said the desk
sergeant. He spoke to Emerson, but used the title
his education had laid nearest to hand.

Emerson gave him back the time of day, and then
paused from the sheer embarrassment of the situation:
for he was not a slumming parson.

“Step in behind the railing,” said the sergeant
kindly, “and take a seat, sir.”

Emerson accepted the invitation. The gloomy
fagade of the police station had depressed his spirits
as he surveyed it from the street; and now, though
everything looked clean, he was sickened by an offen-
sive and almost acrid smell which no one else seemed
to notice. Rouged women in bedraggled finery were
coming down the stairway, their rolling eyes darting
glances into those of all comers, their plumed milli-
nery tossed swaggeringly, their faces writhen into
mechanical smiles. They reminded him of something
the street speaker had said last night. And over
all persisted that penetrating and offensive scent which
no one else seemed to notice, a smell then new to
him, but which he afterward came to know so well as
the “prison smell”—the fetor emanating from prisoned
human beings, the horrible and mysterious effluvium

of crime and oppression.
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A captain asked if there was anything he could
do for Mr. Courtright.

“Er—yes,” said he. “The fact is, Captain Comiskey,
I believe—it may be—a man arrested last night is an
old acquaintance of mine—a friend; I should like—"

“To see him?” asked the captain. “Why, certainly,
Mr. Courtright. What is he pinched—er, apprehended
for?”

“For disrespect to Officer Duggan, I think it was,”
answered Emerson doubtfully.

“That may be the crime,

’

laughed the captain.
“But the charge on the blotter will be different, I
presume. I know whom you mean, though. His case
has not been called yet, and if you will come up,
you can see him. Did you say he was a friend of
yours ?”’

Emerson “came up” and for the first time saw
that spot where the suppressed purulence of the lowest
stratum of our social life visibly and noisomely sup-
purates—the police court. He went in at a side door,
where he could look over the room from the front.
About him stood the witnesses for the government,
uniformed officers, mostly, with a sprinkling of ordi-
nary citizens. A lachrymose sniff at his side drew
his attention to a woman in wretched clothing, who
wore a bandage over one eye, carried one baby in
her arms, and led another, hoisted painfully a-tiptoe
by the hand. She was the recipient of meaning
glares from a sodden brute on the front bench—
clearly her husband, from whose violence she had, at
some time in the night, appealed to the police for
protection: wherefore she seemed now keenly regret-
ful—pitifully and remorsefully regarding her oppressor
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whom, spaniel-like, she loved. Half a dozen dirty and
helpless-looking wretches of the tramp variety sat
on the front benches, and interspersed among them
were the victims of drink, ranging all the way from
the plain drunk in woeful collapse, to the drunk and
disorderly with the blood still oozing from the head
broken by the policeman’s club. Two or three negro
women had places among the prisoners—their wool
bleached to a sandy blond in a grotesque and ghastly
effort to imitate the badge of dishonor of the white
members of their ancient sisterhood—the kennel aping
the sewer. One of these was very young and almost
white, and was following with great interest the
questions and answers in the examination of a middle-
aged man, with his gray mustache unskilfully colored
black, who seemed to be testifying that she had stolen
money from him. He was dressed in new, but cheap,
“store-clothes,” wore a flowered waistcoat over a soft-
roll dark flannel shirt in which was screwed a big dia-
mond pin. His watch-chain was a golden bridle-bit,
from which dangled a golden steer. Clearly this was
a back-country villager, a live-stock man—Emerson
remembered the type, from his range-country experi-
ences.

Equally clearly, the sympathies of the crowd were
against him, as that disgusting object the “cheap
skate” and “short sport”; but, at the same time,
they were not exactly with the negress, who, while
fearful of punishment, was evidently not ill-pleased
with her present position in the spot-light of the
only stage she ever hoped to appear upon, as she
greeted the chief points in her accuser’s story with:
“My Gawd, heah that!” “Ah nevah saw his money!”
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“Ask him whah he took the money fum foh the cham-
pagne!” and the like.

Between this woman and a tattered and wild-looking
vagrant, sat Morgan Yeager. Emerson’s conscience
smote him anew, as he thought of the part he sus-
pected himself to have had in placing his good old
friend in this degrading, humiliating, nauseating posi-
tion, this place the stain and smirch of which would
never leave him. But Morgan seemed so calm as to
appear quite at ease, paying no attention to the squalid
drama in the case on trial, which had filled the back
benches with a prurient crowd, but trying to talk in
whispers with the tramp, upon whose flabby and
trembling hand he had laid a firm and warm palm,
and to whom he seemed to be trying to convey some
message of cheer. Patrolman Duggan stood in the
background, somewhat ill at ease with reference to
the testimony required to convict this rather rare sort
of malefactor,

Slightly differentiated in appearance from the com-
mon run of culprits, and conducting the case from
seats by a table on which lay a volume of statutes,
and some law-books brown with age, sat two law-
yers, one of whom took notes and made objections,
while the other roared forth the questions of what
seemed to be a very cross examination; as if noise
alone, could he produce enough of it, would serve
to clear the prisoner, as thunder is supposed to affect
atmosphere. To him Captain Comiskey whispered a
word of apology, at which the roaring Bashan bull
turned and nodded assent, the scowl on his red face
disappearing, approaching to the normal, and giving
piace to a smile, as his countenance was averted from

ey
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the loathsome witness and brought to bear upon the
honored captain; and then repassing through all gra-
dations, from sunny summer morn to midnight
tempest, in pivoting back to envisage the village sport
on the stand—for all the world, Emerson thought,
as if his facial expression depended mechanically upon
the position of his head upon his shoulders.

He paused in his examination, while the captain
spoke in an undertone to the judge, who was leaning
negligently back on the rear legs of his chair, dry-
smoking a black cigar, and making paper boats of
blank commitments and subpcenas, pads of which lay
on the green-topped desk. There was an air of the
casual and matter-of-fact in dealing with these mo-
mentous issues of crimes against society and the
liberty of human beings, which shocked the sensitive
conscience of Mr. Courtright.

The magistrate nodded to the captain, and pointed
with his thumb into the room through which Emerson
had entered. Into this room Emerson went in obedi-
ence to a gesture of the captain’s: and in a moment,
pushed in by Comiskey’s huge hand and followed by
the closing door, with a wondering look in his brown
eyes, came and stood Morgan Yeager—in the begin-
ning, and now once more, Morgan the Waif and the
Outcast.

He was still the short and stocky figure of yore,
as when he fought the Collinses for the doubtful honor
of an unknown mother. Still his eyes had the
smoldering fires in them, and his face looked weath-
ered as of old, with more of the red veinlets. His
heavy hair, however, was now thickly sprinkled with
gray, and his stubby beard dotted with silver; and

BRI oG B e oy
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about his eyes were the fine wrinkles which register
the diary of time spent in the open sunlight in broad
and treeless spaces.

“Morgan, my boy!” cried Emerson. “Don’t you
know me?”

Yeager’s fingers closed upon his with an uncon-
scious pressure like that of a vise.

“No,” said he, looking the other over, from the
enameled shoes to the clerical tie. “No, I don’t .
unless . . . unless you're my old friend Emerson
Courtright ?”

“I am Emerson Courtright! I saw your arrest—I—
said something to the policeman that may have
caused him to do it. I didn’t think of you until I
saw the paper this morning; but I couldn’t sleep for
thinking of it.”

“Were you there last night?”

“Yes, and I was a little put out by what you said
about my sermon, and about—"

“Your sermon!” cried Morgan. “Are you the min-
ister of the First Church?”

“Yes, I am. But that doesn’t make any difference.
You didn’t recognize me, up there in the chancel.
You always were extreme in your views; but I'm sure
you meant to say nothing but the truth; and this
arrest is an outrage, Morgan, an outrage!”

“I didn’t say anything but the truth!” protested
the undaunted prisoner. “And as for my arrest being
an outrage, it’s no more so than the cases of half
those people in there”—indicating the court-room
whence the thunders of the advocate again rolled.
“They’re most of them arrested because they are sim-
ply poor; or poor, and forced to make a living by
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breaking a particular commandment and statute, while
respectable people break them all in their respectable
way; or poor, and trying to get a gross pleasure
from drink, because they can’t buy any other. I'm
arrested both because I'm poor, and am preaching a
remedy for poverty, which the privileged and com-
fortable classes don’t want preached. What’s the dif-
ference in the outrage?”

“But what crime have you committed?” urged Em-
erson, ignoring the obdurate challenge to controversy.
“None at all. I saw the whole thing—I was present
when the officer first spoke—"

“Yes, but wait,” said Morgan. “You don’t know the
resourcefulness of the American police in dealing with
the friendless and defenseless. Half the night they had
a man suspected of crime in what they call the sweat-
box. Do you know what the sweat-box is? It’s the
American torture-chamber. They take people they
want evidence against in there and torture them hour
after hour with fierce questioning and intimidation.
They lie to the person under torture, trying to make
him believe that they know enough to convict him,
and that he may as well confess. They tell him that
his accomplices have turned state’s evidence. The

officers take turns in this inquisition, until the prisoner

is exhausted and prostrated into confession. And
sometimes, when all these expedients fail, they brutally
beat him with their fists and with clubs until he tells
them what they want to know. Sometimes innocent
men, in this modern torture-chamber, as they did in
the ancient ones, confess to avoid torture. Don’t fear
that they won’t find an offense to accuse me of. The
clerk is examining the ordinance’book. On the blotter,
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“A LOOK INTO THE GULF”
'm accused of ‘disturbing the peace’: but the judge
knows that won’t hold.”

“Have you a lawyer?”

“No.”

“Let’s get one, then, at once.”

“No,” said Morgan, “not yet. I'm advertising the
single tax. It will attract more attention for tlie
tramp to conduct his own defense. Besides, I've just
got to town, and am broke. No, thank you,” as Em-
erson’s hand went to his pocket, “I'm all right as
long as I'm in jail; and when I get out I can work.
Just now, I must show up the imprisonment of a man
for telling the truth on the street from a dry-goods box,
while other men, preaching fables—or—or—another
sort of truth, as you may think, are given protection
on the same street, at the same hour.”

An officer opened the door and beckoned Emerson
to an inner room. Here, at a roll-top desk, sat a
man wearing a star on which the words “Chief of
Police” revealed the czar of the submerged tenth.
He was an affable, undersized, smooth-faced, young-
looking man, who courteously offered Emerson a seat.

“Good morning, Mr. Courtright,” said he. “I
wanted to ask what you know of this man Yeager.”

“I know that he was arrested without cause,” re-
sponded Emerson hotly,

“Do you know,” asked the chief, “that Patrolman
Duggan claims that you procured his arrest?”

Emerson grew hot with shame, now.

“I may be to blame,” he admitted ; “but, for all that,
he was doing no more than the Salvation Army or
the Volunteers, or any other street-preaching sect.
And I don’t believe Mr. Duggan meant to arrest him
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until he was angered at Mr. Yeager’s reply to his
order to stop speaking. Is it a crime to speak as
an equal to a policeman?”’

“Well,” said the chief, “I suppose he was obstruct-
ing traffic.”

“Not at all,” answered Emerson—“not half as much
as some of the others.”

“How long have you know him?” asked the chief.

“Many years—since he was a boy. He was my
pupil once.”

“You haven’t seen him since he was—about how
old?”

“About sixteen.”

“A man may do a good many things, and change
a lot,” smiled the chief, “between sixteen and this
man’s age, Mr. Courtright.”

“Yes,” replied Emerson, “and he has. He has been
a teacher, and a member of the Legislature, and a
prominent Populist orator, and—"

“Oh!” exclaimed the chief. “The dev—, er, you
don’t tell me so! This can’t be old Henry George
Yeager, of Blackfoot County?”

“He lived in that county,” replied Emerson, “but
his name—"

“Please excuse me a moment, Mr. Courtright,” said

the chief; and withdrew, coming back in a few mo-
ments, smiling benevolently.

“Well, Mr. Courtright,” said he, “in view of the
fact that you are a friend of Mr. Yeager, Patrolman
Duggan has consented to taking a shade the worst
of it in this deal, and allowing the case to be dismissed.
You may have Mr. Yeager, if you want him.”
Dazed by this oriental manner of dismissing a man
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as if he were a piece of property, but glad to get
Morgan freed, Emerson walked with the chief back
into the room where Yeager, calm and patient, sat
awaiting the next turn of the machinery.

“You may go with Mr. Courtright, Mr. Yeager,”
said the chief. “We are very sorry this took place.”

“Am I to understand,” asked Morgan, “that I am
tied to Mr. Courtright by your ukase, like a can to a
pup?”’

“You are to understand what you please,” said the
chief, stiffening, but confirmed in his impression that
“old Henry George Yeager” was a good man to get

rid of, “from the dismissal of the charge against you.”

“Which is, or was—?" queried Morgan.

“I don’t remember,” answered the chief. “Go down
this way.”

“But how about the violated inajesty of the law?”
persisted Morgan, “and the attack on the church and
the city government, and the high treason generaily?”

The chief took up a pen and a sheet of paper.

“And the ruffled feathers,” Morgan went on, “of
Patrolman Fagin or Brennan or Whalen or Hagan,
or whatever his sacred name may be?”

“Mr. Courtright,” said the chief, pale with anger,
“will you kindly remind your friend that this is a
private office, and that I have my regular work to do?”

Morgan laughed contemptuously, and walked out
with Emerson, leaving the chief full of rage at the
interference, on the part of influential people, with
the regular work of his office, in cases where the
machinery of the force has been set in operation on
the theory that no one of any consequence will care.

“Come up to my house, Morgan,” said Courtright,
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as Morgan halted at the exit from the station. “I
have a thousand things—old and new—to talk to
you about.”

“No,” replied Morgan. “My first movement is to
go to my lodgings and bathe—I'm not fixed to go
to your house, anyhow ; and I can’t.”

“Can I do nothing for you?”

Yes,” answered Morgan. “Lend me a dollar until
Saturday night. I want to go to a barber and feel
clean. To-morrow morning I go to work. Evenings,
I speak on the street.”

“I'll go with you to the mayor,” said Emerson.
“He’s a member of my congregation. I'll ask him
to give you a permit to speak.”

“No,” answered Morgan; “the streets are public
places, and any one has a right to talk upon them,
if he doesn’t interfere with their use as highways.
To ask for a permit is to give up that right. I've
already conceded too much in allowing them to dis-
miss my case without a trial.”

Evidently, here was a man who was hard to deal
with; and yet he was placid and cool, and seemed
thoroughly delighted at meeting Emerson. His ideas
as to the relative importance of things were strange,
that was all. For instance, he did not seem as much
humiliated by the sights and sounds and associations
of the jail, as a respectable person should ; the wrong-

fulness of his own arrest appeared to be no more
important to him than that of the tramp on the bench
with him, in whom he seemed to take a great interest.
“What is your work?” asked Emerson.
“When I can’t get enough to live on,” was the
answer, “by selling reform literature, or from the
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boys of the Propaganda Association, I carry a hod.
It’s the easiest kind of a job to get, usually, but I do
any sort of common labor. I think I'll go back to
the jail, this afternoon. I've thought of something
for that tramp. He’s a mighty good man, if he had
a chance—an electrician—an inventor. And he’s got
a good thing, if he can only make it go.”

Emerson’s heart sank.

Surely, here was a case of
heredity asserting itself. The foundling was gravita-
ting back to the depths from which charity had, for
a time only, lifted him.

He could not allow Morgan to fall without making
a stronger effort toward his salvation than he had
as yet put forth.

“I will not be denied,” he urged. “Come to my
house, and let us have a part of our talk out: you
must !”

“All right; thank you,” answered Morgan. There
was something in his tone which suggested yielding
against judgment, and a denial of blame if things
should turn out badly in this visit.

The two walked into the house, the minister over-
topping the other by half a head; but not even in his
arrowy strength was there a more erect and forth-
looking poise than in the bearing of the man he was
planning to save.

As they entered a little room full of books and
furnished with a library table, a slender woman rose
with a bit of needlework in her hands, as if she

had been waiting for one—and was a little startled
by the entrance of two.

“My dear,” said the minister, “I want you to know
one of my old Blackfoot County friends—and one
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of the dearest ones. This is Morgan Yeager, of whom
I have told you: my wife, Morgan.”

Amy stepped forward—halted, as some undefined
but powerful repulsion, some faint suspicion of a
detestable odor, impressed itself upon her sensitive
nature. Then she resolutely offered her hand. Mor-
gan bestowed upon it the very slightest of touches,
and bowed without a word.

“Sit down, Morgan,” urged Emerson cheerily, as
he closed the door behind Amy. “And tell me all
about yourself. Do you know that I've always thought
of you as the greatest lawyer of your town, and
finally a United States senator? I was sure of my
forecast, after I heard of your having been elected
to the Legislature. Something must have happened
to you, Morgan!”

“Something did,” said Morgan. “I was offered a
place in Gurney’s office, when I had beaten him in the
convention, and if I had taken it, I might by this
time have been well toward the top as a railroad
lawyer out in that county. And you see what I am!”

“Tell me about it,” urged Emerson.

There was in his tone the faintest suggestion of
the “it-will-do-you-good” which we use in inviting
confidences from the grief-stricken, the perplexed un-
fortunate, and the ill. Morgan looked sharply at
Emerson ; but there was nothing of the patronizing in
his kindly, friendly glance,

“There was nothing much to it,” he answered. “I
asked Gurney, when he offered me a chance to study
law and work to make me a living while doing it, if
I should have to give up any of my convictions if I
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became a corporation lawyer. ‘Certainly not!" said
he. ‘Could I go out and make speeches like that I
made in the convention?’ I asked. He hesitated, and
said that on all questions affecting the welfare of the
corporation, the legal department was expected to
cast the influence of its members on the side of the
railroad. ‘It’s the same with all the great interests,’
said Gurney; ‘but when there are so many things
that don’t touch these interests, I don’t see how you
can feel tied up, or held in. I don’t. Come, Morg,’
he added, ‘I like you, because you, a country kid, have
licked me in fair fight. Give up this fool notion of
changing conditions. Accept things as they are, and
in fifteen years you'll be the biggest man in the State!
That was the way he looked at it.”

“Yes,” said Emerson, “that was kind of him, wasn’t
it?”

“Well, of course,” went on Morgan, after a pause
in which he seemed to be analyzing Emerson’s remark
in matter and tone, “then I went on and did my
failing to accomplish anything in the legislature.
There’s where Gurney beat me. He handled those
reformers as he had handled their predecessors. I
didn’t care to see any one living in the old neighbor-
hood after the session was over except the Dear-
westers. I just went back to see them, and found
that they had moved away. Then I began—what you
see me doing now.” :

“The Dearwesters—Olive and her mother—are liv-
ing in Lattimore,” said Emerson, “You know, of
course, of Mr. Dearwester’s death? Olive sings in
my choir. You must see them,”
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Morgan sat motionless; but had Emerson been ob-
serving his visitor, instead of looking abstractedly out
of the window, wondering what he could do for the
curiously baffling nature of his old friend, he would
have wondered at the flush that mounted to Morgan’s
forehead at the mention of the fact that he was in
the town where Olive lived, of the gleam that flashed
into his eyes, of the resolution that set his jaw as he
crushed back some powerful impulse. Emerson noted,
however, a different tone in his next utterance.

“But you haven’t told me,” said Emerson, “what
your misfortune was. Did something occur to turn
Mr. Gurney against you? It seems that he made you
a very good offer ; and of course you would not allow
any mere theories—"

“I was struck by the lightning of truth,” said
Morgan. “That’s all that happened to me. And it
has made me an outcast, and a tramp, as you see, with
the smell of the jail on me, so that a fine-natured
woman shrinks from me as she would from a snake!
It—"

Emerson put a friendly hand on Morgan’s arm—
a slight touch to show that he at least was not re-
pelled.

“My poor boy,” said he persuasively, “let me help
you out of this pit, up to a new career, and a broader
and happier life!”

Morgan shook -the hand off, his eyes glowing with
some mysterious passion. He spoke out of the thought
that had become his familiar spirit.

“A ‘happier life’!” he repeated. “Why, do you think

that I could, after knowing the joy of living for the
poor and disinherited, ever sink to the merely sensual
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ob- ' enjoyments of so-called respectability? A ‘broader
out .' life’! Show me how I may broaden mine, and Il
the : thank you; but don’t say that it can be done by ‘mak-
ould : ing a career’ and marrying, and building up a coffer-

an’s e dam of competence about my own fireside, to keep out
s in the great ocean of human misery, and calling it
shed " ‘home.” ‘Out of these surroundings’! I tell you, Em-
s he erson Courtright, that, sleeping to-night in a bunk in

ted, a ten-cent lodging-house, with the wreckage of society
¥ about me, I shall be on better terms with Morgan
vhat 3 Yeager than I'd be in your softest bed—many thanks
turn 3 to you, for all that. I am not yet too old to make
you : ‘a career,” but I can’t degrade myself to it. I don’t
llow 1 lay any claim to being a Christian, but one text I can
‘ make my own, I will drink no more of the fruit of the

said vine, until that day that I drink it new in the kingdom
d it 4 of God!”

with E The minister looked upon the tramp with a sudden
ired feeling of respect, rebuked and abashed by the power

ike! E | and authority and fervor of the speech, and by the
passionate devotedness which shone from the face.

m— B “What sort of man are you!” he exclaimed. “You
re- have raised some questions with me, both here and
i in your speech last night, that I shall not allow to

help pass unanswered. You have shown me a glimpse
wder into an inferno here in our very midst, of which I
had no conception. You seem to know about it. You

vith 9 must not assault my profession, and attack the founda-
1ight § tions of my life, and then put me in the wrong when

: [ try to come face to face with you. 1 go away from
1nk this town for a month or two to-morrow. When I

the ' get back, I must see you, Morgan, and have it out
sual : with you. Make your own terms, but answer me.”
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“I will, old friend, T will!” answered Morgan,
grasping his hand. “I owe you an accounting for
one overcoat, and a treasure of the intellect, such
as it doesn’t often happen that one man is privileged
to bestow upon another. I'll talk you to death, when
you return—if you’ll take some of my books with you
when you go!”
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CHAPTER VIII
BETWEEN ORMUZD AND AHRIMAN

Emerson Courtright, at two o’clock in the morning,
sat staring straight before him, really at nothing,
but apparently at the pattern of the wall-paper of his
lodgings at Angus Falls. On the table lay notes for
his next day’s discourses, half done; and in his hand
was a cheap, paper-covered book, a copy of one of
the numerous popular editions of George’s Progress
and Poverty. His eyes were wide with sleeplessness,
and under them were the dark stigmata of care.

The sound of a person turning in bed came through
the open door from an adjoining room, but he gave
no sign of having heard it. Neither did he notice
the soft footfalls of one approaching the door, nor
the appearance of his wife in the doorway, rosy from
sleep, her flowing robe gathered by dainty ribbons
about the snowy throat and virginal form. A painter
might use the scene for an allegorical canvas: The
book, the Call to the Apostolate of Humanity; The
woman, the Noose cast by Self in the Guise of Love;
the pale Student, the Devotee Choosing. Lest the
moral should be lost or reversed, the picture should,
of course, carefully conceal the fact that she in the
doorway was the bride of a month or so, and that
he, gazing at vacancy, was most blameworthy thus
to desert the One specially committed to him—because
of his yearning toward All

8
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She returned to her bed: he resumed his reading.
A clock struck the half-hour; Amy again came to
the door, looked pensively upon her husband, and
vanished. Emerson, for a while, went on with his
reading, and then resumed his first position of fixed
regard, his clenched hands resting on the volume,

his lips moving as if in prayer: and, with a thrill of

reverence at this evidence of his consecration, prayer,
as his wife thought it, she returned to look at him
for the third time. “They who fight with Ormuzd,”
was what he whispered, however; “and they who fight
with Ahriman! Somewhere, sometime, will the mus-
ter-roll be called! On which side shall I be found?
Shall be found! Why put it in the future? On
which side am I now?

“‘Into the Valley of the Shadow of Death’” he read,
“‘yet often leads the path of duty; through the streets
of Vanity Fair walk Christian and Faithful, and on
Greatheart’s armor still ring the clanging blows.
Ormuzd still fights with Ahriman—the Prince of
Light with the Powers of Darkness. He who will
hear, to him the clarions of the battle call. How they
call, and call, and call, till the heart swells that hears
them! Strong soul and high endeavor, the world
needs them now. Beauty still lies imprisoned, and
iron wheels go over the good and true and beautiful
that might spring from human lives. And they who
fight with Ormuzd, though they may not know each
other—somewhere, sometime, will the muster-roll be
called!””

As he read the poignant climax of the wonderful
book, he seemed to hear the shrilling clarions, their
call by him denied. In the anguish of spiritual travail,
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he threw himself forward, like one of his own con-
verts at the altar, his face pillowed upon his arms.
The clock struck three. Amy ran quickly forward
and threw her arm about his shoulder.

“Dearie, dearie,” she murmured, as his hand slid
round her waist, “won’t you please lie down? It’s
after three, and you haven’t slept once. Oh, I can’t
have you killing yourself, even for such a great work
as this! Surely, it can’t be required of me to give
up my husband—and it will kill you if you keep on
so!”

“Darling,” said Emerson, seating the slim white
figure on his knee, “it isn’t what you call ‘the work’
that’s doing this.”

“I know,” said she, “that these dreadful books
about poverty and the things we ought to do and
can’t are making it worse. You do the—the Lord’s
work until you are nearly prostrated, and then you
spend your nights on such useless studies as these!”

“Useless!” he ejaculated excitedly. “Amy, the
thing that is burning me up in my brain, that makes
my eyes like flame and my heart like ice, is the ques-
tion sounding in my ears all the time: Is it the
Lord’s work that I'm doing; is it? Last night, as the
people came crowding forward after Olive’s song,
under conviction of sin, this thing kept dinning in
my ears: Had they any notion of their real sins?
Had I done anything except appeal to their sensibili-
ties? I tell you, Amy, my darling, I'm under convic-
tion myself, and unless I can find rest, I shall—I shall

Help me ... to bed ... Amy ... I'm
afraid I shall—"

With this appeal for help, there appeared a deathly
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whiteness about the lips, a shivering which shook
his hands like a spasm of fright, a loosening of the
thews of the powerful limbs. Amy’s face grew still
whiter, and she sprang as if to summon aid.

“No, don’t call,” he murmured, “don’t! It isn’t
necessary. I've been this'. . . way . .. before . .
There, dearest, . . . . thanks . . . . . . Good girl!

. All right in the morning!”

Presently he rallied from his collapse, and assured
his wife that it was only vertigo from overwork and
indigestion, and that he had had one or two attacks
of the same sort before, and knew it would pass off.
Reassured by these familiar words, Amy got the great
athlete into his bed, where, after some spasmodic jerk-
ings and twitchings, he seemed so normal and slept
so soundly, that she grew less acutely anxious. There
were causes in plenty for his indisposition, she rea-
soned. For a month he had been pouring himself
out as an oblation on the altar of the church. Olive
had sung in her divinest way the simple pleading
songs of revivalism, and their joint efforts had borne
fruit in another host of converts. Emerson had
seemed transformed from the polished and fervent
orator of his regular decorous services into something
mystical and prophet-like. He himself did not know
what the power was; but he felt that some com-
pelling cord ran from him to the minds of his hearers,
by which he drew their wills as he chose. The results
were such as, a few months before, he would have
questioned as “sensational.” It seemed as if some
tremendous supernormal power breathed forth in ser-
mons and songs; and the people of the little city,
night after night, surged to the doors of their auditori-
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BETWEEN ORMUZD AND AHRIMAN 89

um—a great rink—stood in aisles as if under a spell,
and rose for prayers in a mass, in a newly awakened
hunger and thirst after righteousness.

Amy felt that such efforts could not last indefinitely,
and was not so much surprised as distressed at Emer-
son’s collapse. Softly she put back the curls from his
pale brow as he slept, softly she kissed his hair, softly
she moved about the room in slippered feet.

She was glad that the meetings were to close the
next night, and she resolved that her influence should
be exerted against his doing any more of this sort
of work. It was aside from his ordinary course of
labor, and was not her style of religious work, anyhow,
with its mob-like troopings forward, its undignified
strivings for forgiveness, altogether lacking in culture
and repose. These things she felt, rather than
thought, knowing that the revival was the traditional
foundation of her church; and she hailed Emerson’s
incoherent questionings of his work as an evidence of
his agreement with her own secret sympathies. If he
would only settle down to the regular ministry, she
thought, and the building up of his reputation as a
pastor—

There was a tap at the door, announcing a mes-
senger with a telegram for her. It was on an “R, R.
B.” telegraph blank, and much like a letter, as her
brother’s messages usually were.

“Dear Amy: Don’t be frightened, but mama has a rather

severe attack of heart trouble, and we think you had better

come home on No. 1. T intended to meet the special pulling

my car, and come down with you and party after services
to-night, but can’t now. Special will be there all the same

with Kittrick and party aboard from Laidlaw. Not necessary

PpS———
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for Emerson to change arrangements. Don’t be frightened,
as Dr. Aylesbury thinks all will be well, but come on No. 1.
“Jack.”

Emerson opened his eyes wearily, and started to
activity at once on seeing Amy standing by his
bedside, looking from this message to him, her face
eloquent of dismay.

“What's the matter, dearest!” he exclaimed. “Bad
news?”

“Oh, Emerson!” she wailed. “Mama is ill—per-
haps dying—and has sent for me. And I can’t leave
you, dearie, I can’t!”

He read the telegram slowly, passing his hand once
or twice over his eyes as if to clear his vision. When
he spoke, it was with his wonted resolution.

“Let us hope,” said he, “that results may justify
Jack’s hopes, and not his fears. But your course is
clear, darling. I am in need of you always, but my
need can wait. My vertigo is gone, and I am quite
recovered from my little illness of last night. Go to
your mother. I shall do my day’s work, and come
home to-night to rest—with you.”

She could not doubt that this big fellow with the
convincing intonation was right; and as for strength,
even his pallor could not deprive him of its very image
and superscription. So she thought and so she felt
as she was borne homeward on “Number One,” her
hands still warm from his parting pressure. Her
mind, drawn to the possibility of a great bereavement,
returned only occasionally to her husband’s illness,
which the terms “vertigo,” “indigestion,” and “over-
work” seemed to make less terrifying in bringing it
within the scope of familiarity,
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His thoughts, on the other hand, went sweeping on,
like the impulse of the blood-horse to the race, toward
the speaking of the day; and the evening of that
memorable night saw him again with the hectic in
his cheeks and the febrile shine in his eyes. His
few and simple words in opening the services vi-
brated and reverberated and thrilled through the vast
audience as if by virtue of some active principle en-
tirely independent of their meaning.

The pastor of the church read the lesson and spoke
of the presence among them of the Holy Spirit, as
of something as real as the room itself. Another
offered a prayer, full of the mystic zealotry of the
time: and then Olive sang Faure’s Crucifix.

The organist paused long before beginning, so that
the first sobbing notes of the noble prelude breathed
forth upon dead stillness. Then the soft, full tones
of the great soprano came as if some diviner instru-
ment had been gently blown into the harmony already
full. It seemed that the people held their breath, as
the song moved on from majesty to majesty, swelling,
soaring, culminating in the poignant “O ye that
mourn!” and rounding into the finale which left them
with fluttering hearts and tearful eyes.

Then Courtright rose. He leaned for a few mo-
ments against the pulpit, and once or twice made
as if to speak, before his voice was heard. He took
no text, as was his custom, and made no formal
exordium, but in a manner quite unlike his usual
one, began rhapsodizing upon the conversion of Saul
of Tarsus. He spoke of the light that shone out of
Heaven round about Saul on the Damascus way, and
of all true conversion as derived from some new light;
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of Saul's three-days’ blindness as symbolic of the
despair which comes from man’s bereavement of his
old self ; of the agony of him who goes about—happy
if it be but for Saul’s three days—sightless, wrestling
with his lower man, groveling in the dust of evil,
straining at the ties which bind him to his synagogue
and his class, wretched in his pride of place and
prejudice, stung by the thought of what men would
say, every evil insect and reptile in his being bur-
rowing into his vitals for shelter from the search-
ing, searing, purifying Light, the light of Truth,
which redeems or kills.

So far he was as lucid, as logical as speaker could
be, and spoke like a man telling some story of his
own soul. Then he paused, hesitated, and with that
gesture of clearing his eyes, he stood for perhaps a
minute, mute and almost motionless. At last the
pause became insupportable in its tension. In the rear
of the room was heard the sound of sobbing—the
deep, strange sobbing of a man, and from another
quarter came a repressed scream, a woman’s cry of
“Oh, oh, ou!” At these, the preacher, as if rousing
himself, stretched forth his hand in seeming abandon-
ment of his theme, and exclaimed:

“Behold He cometh with the clouds! And every
eye shall see Him, and they that pierced Him! His
eyes shall be as flames of fire, and His voice as the
voice of many waters; in His right hand seven stars,
and proceeding out of His mouth a sharp two-edged
sword, and His countenance as the sun shining in its
strength. From His throne beyond the crystal sea,
His throne out of which proceed lightnings and voices
and thunders, He comes with His mighty fan to purge
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BETWEEN ORMUZD AND AHRIMAN o3
the threshing-floor of this world’s iniquity. Let the
chaff beware of the fire of His furnace—and where is
he that can say ‘I am of the Wheat!"”

“Come, Lord, I'm ready!” screamed a woman’s
voice, bursting forth out of the smother of murmur-
ings and inarticulate utterances which followed this
apocalyptic outburst. A shrill tenor responded
“Amen!” while all over the great auditorium ran a
composite hum sharpening to a sort of wail, like a
wind bearing some burden of unuttered woe.

Olive leaned forth from the raised platform on
which sat the choir, and first gazed on the congrega-
tion. Here she found every evidence of religious
ecstasy: some faces were radiant with the strange
smile of frenzy; some convulsed and red with weep-
ing; some laughing with the tears bathing their fea-
tures. Some bowed their faces on their hands or arms;
some groveled on their knees; while here and there
were seen the wondering or disdainful or amused or
cynical or merely impassive faces of those still un-
touched by the tempest which swept the audience.

Then she turned to the man who had evoked the
storm. Something strange in his manner, something
incoherent in his torrent of mystical speech, arrested
her attention and filled her with vague alarm. And
she marveled, that, as his utterances grew more and
more disconnected and meaningless, their effect upon
the congregation waxed greater. His sentences came
now as if forced from him by wrenching spasms,
figures huge and cloud-like and vague, tremendous
imagery, the “Kubla Khan” of oratory. '‘As his pauses
again grew longer, the frenzied people filled them
with their shouts of “Glory to God!” and the like,
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until the service became a weird antiphonal chant,
in which the speaker hurled forth his strange cries, to
be answered by the mass of humanity in front of
him.

At last he began to lean upon the pulpit for support,
and his sentences began returning upon the track of
his discourse, in repetitions and paraphrases. Olive
was now in a fever of anxiety; for she knew that
Mr. Courtright was in some distress, and she felt
relief when, at the end of a pause so long that all

noticed it, she saw him lift his hands and, in abandon-
ment of all prearrangement as to the services, heard
him say, “Let us pray!”

Then followed the strangest scene of all. As his voice
rang out again in a prayer filled with supplications
for light and for mercy, the more demonstrative joined
with their amens and shouts of emotion. Gradually
these responses, each independent of any other, grew
closer together, until, here and there all over the hall,
there came to be culm.inating peaks of sound, where
some fervid soul was pouring itself forth in uninter-
rupted prayer and shouting, heedless of the discourse of
the preacher. By degrees these grew to such a volume
that those who remained and continued to scoff, car-
ried on conversations with one another in ordinary
tones, with no more chance of being overheard than
if they had been talking in a howling gale. So it
was, that no one but Olive noticed when Emerson
Courtright’s voice ceased to mingle with the others;
or that his lips continued to move after his voice
failed, as if he were trying vainly to go on; or that
his head finally dropped forward on his breast.
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CHAPTER IX
TWO FATEFUL DAYS

Mrs. Dearwester was a great favorite with the
gentlemen. They liked her piquancy of speech, so
free from any endeavor to adjust herself to the
change from a frontier farm to a somewhat wide
association with people of prominence in a city of
fifty thousand. Mr. Bloodgood and Mr. Courtright
were sworn friends of hers, in spite of her severity
to the former, as was young Mr. Dewey of the bank.
Mr. Elkins said he regarded a talk with her as an
oasis in a desert of twaddle. Captain Tolliver was
afraid of her: his southern ceremoniousness to women
being ill adapted to conversation with one whose dis-
course was principally satire and irony.

It is to be noted, however, that her callers were
vastly fewer when Olive was from home—a fact
which Mrs. Dearwester accounted for by the obvious
advantage of salting the old sheep to get the lamb.

The mere presence of a man at the door, therefore,
was no surprise, when one day the bell rang, and
she peeped out from a convenient window to scan
the porch before answering the summons. This man,
however, did not look like any of her friends in
Lattimore. He reminded her more of the people
she had known out on the prairie. His soft hat was
yellowed by the sun, and his skin harmonized with
it in tone.
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“I wonder who it can be!” she thought.

He stood squarely before her as she opened the
door, and for a time they looked into each other’s
eyes without a word.

“I thought you wouldn’t know me,” said he. “But
I recognized you half a block away on the street this
morning.”

“For the love of Heaven!” said Mrs. Dearwester
shortly, and as if making a casual remark. “If it
isn't Morgan Yeager! Come in, come in, come in!
Of all people! I supposed you’d be planted out
there in the buffalo-grass for life. Oh, how glad 1
am to see you!”

His appearance of shabbiness did not strike her
as odd, for he looked much as she had been used to
seeing him. He seemed like a return into her life
of something good and wholesome which she had lost,
and she beamed upon him in the old maternal way—
his motherless state appealing to her just as it had
done in Morgan’s boyhood. They talked the incessant
way of old friends new-met. She had so much to
tell of their life in Madison, of Olive and her precious
qualities, that beyond learning from Morgan that he
was doing “all right” and was “traveling,” and had
left Blackfoot County, he had told her very little of
himself when at last he went away in spite of her
warm invitation to stay longer.

“Come and see me,” said she at parting. “I’ve got
a bad habit of keeping on liking my old friends, no
matter how big fools they make of themselves. So
you’re always welcome.”

“I’'m not exactly respectable,” said he.

“Well,” she replied, “you look respectable. And
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if you keep your hand on your pocketbook you won’t
be in any danger from such respectable folks as you
may meet at our house. You can stand respectability
once in a while, can’t you, if we can all the time?”

Morgan always contended that when a man becomes
a missionary or proselytizer he deliberately chooses
to be to most people a perennial nuisance. He must
miss no chance to preach his reform ; and most persons
dislike preaching of the personally directed sort. Mor-
gan carried his rule so far as to repay Mrs. Dear-
wester’s hospitality by talking Georgeism to her, after
he had, much to her disgust, explained his mission
in Lattimore.

“Everything in the world,” he would say, enuncia-
ting a principle for which his philosopher can not be
held responsible, “in the last analysis comes down to
mathematical relations. We never understood astron-
omy until Newton and Kepler put it into figures.
Same with chemistry: we blundered along and cut
and tried with alchemy and the like, until along came
the man who reduced it to figures and quantities
and proportions, and we began to know. Music is
simply quantity-relations in sound waves. Colors are
mathematical values in etheric vibrations. Life itself
would be comprehensible if we could once hit upon
the mathematical basis which it surely has.”

“Well,” said Mrs. Dearwester, “I'll try and give it
a few minutes’ time some day, and figure it out for
you. I'd like to know the arithmetic of why one
man spends his time weeping for his fellow-man and
trying to point out how miserable he is, and another
lies awake nights scheming to cheat him out of his
eye-teeth. It would be interesting.”
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“Henry George,” Morgan went on, smiling, but not
to be drawn from the track of his thought,
the causes of poverty, and did for the subject what

‘studied

Newton did for astronomy—made it an exact science.”

“He can have my share of it to experiment with,”
said she, “any time he wants it.”

“Any one,” went on Morgan, “who understands

the George philosophy, no matter how uneducated
he may be, knows more about sociology than any one
else, no matter how learned, who doesn’t; and can
calculate pretty accurately how the wealth produced
in any community is distributed ; so much to wages, so
much to interest, so much to rent—everything going
into these three shares. Now this Lattimore boom—
everybody lauds the Elkinses and Barslows, the boom-
ers, who, they say, are ‘making the town.” But the
man who knows this philosophy can tell that it means
ruin for all concerned, except the parasites, and for
most of them. Every time you lift the price of
land, it’s at the expense of capital and labor. So
much more for land-owners, so much less for pro-
ducers; up with the landlord, down with the laborer
and accumulator, and vice versa.”
“I don’t notice any laborers breakin’ their necks
to do anything for me,” answered the skeptic. “All
[ get seems to come from the monopolists. There’s
always been the pickerels and the minnows, and I
guess there always will be. You can figure and fig-
ure, but you’ll always see the little fellows tickled to
death if only the big jaws snap together just back
of their tail fins. Most folks that amount to much
manage to get along, I notice.”

“But how?” inquired Morgan. “How do they get
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along? T found injail here a tramp who has a most
important invention, that has beggared him—he’s a
fine electrician. He thinks his motor will revolution-
ize the production of power. Suppose it does: the
benefits of the invention will simply go to men who
own the lands on which it is to be used, and the land-
less—"

“I notice these inventions don’t seem to help me
much,” said she, “any more than your making a tramp
of yourself does. Do you really think it makes you
any more influential as a preacher of what you think
is right?”

Morgan sat long in silence, as if at a loss for an
answer, and rose to go without replying.

“When do you expect Olive back ?” said he.

“To-morrow, in the night sometime,” answered
Mrs. Dearwester. “Come in when she’s here, Morgan.
She’s like me about old friends.”

“Seeing some old friends,” he replied, “won’t do
her much good. T must try to come, though. Good
night.”

His manner of saying this impressed Mrs. Dear-
wester’s sensitive woman’s nature as not being quite

6«

sincere. [ must try to come!”” she repeated to her-

self. “What a funny thing for Morgan Yeager

to say!” Morgan himself was conscious of having

left an unpleasant impression. Yet, he dared not
trust himself with Olive to any extent, even though
he were quite “respectable” in appearance. He might
have given up this teacher’s life, if he had found her
at the old farm that night when he went back after his
failure, as he called it; and if she could have been
brought to— Well, he simply was out of all possible
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consideration by any woman, now; and, as far as
that went, all women were out of his life except as
human beings, merely. The Spartan nature of the
man rose, and he shut out Olive, he thought, as
absolutely as he had shut out preferment from his

life. He felt that his was no nature for platonics,

and he would not seek her friendship, even. And
after he had actually met her, he sat down in his
room and laughed sardonically at himself for pre-
suming to consider any relations with her, even so
far as to give them up.

“You needn’t have bothered yourself, you fool!”
said he.

The special train on which Mrs. Dearwester relied
to bring Olive at the time she mentioned, lost the
Kittrick party at Hammersley, and arrived at Angus
Falls with the private car vacant, save for an evil-
looking porter, a pale mulatto with freckles dotting
his yellow face. The despatcher sent the agent to
hurry the Courtright party if possible, as a storm
was coming, and Number Two, already late, must
be passed at Hazelgrove. Mr. Courtright, rallying
under a strychnia hypodermic, was asking to be sent
home; and the physician saw no danger in the three
hours’ ride, with home and his own medical attendant
at the end of it. Mrs. Courtright having gone, it
was Olive and Mr. Courtright alone who were hustled
into the car, and not until she sought Mrs. Kittrick,
with whom she was acquainted, for suggestions as to
the administration of Emerson’s powders, did she
know that she was alone with the sick man and the
porter. By this time they were speeding across the
open country, in a torrential downpour of rain.

E
lay :
had

i
tlliS |

“B
must

e
nevet
song.

In
his p
thinki
SO gc
much

“Hi
who s
Mrs.

Oliy
er at
Mr. (
could
think
no mo
porter,
board
the on
perfect
retired

he stud

she we
But

phere,




ar as
pt as
f the
it, as
n his
nics,
And
n his
pre-

;n so
ool!”

relied
t the
ngus
ev.l-
tting
1t to
torm
must
lying
sent
three
idant
e, it
stled
irick,
as to

she
| the
j the

S MR oy

s g

iy« DA Ao,
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Emerson’s collar was open, and his coat off. He
lay in a state-room berth, in such a stupor that she
had much to do to awaken him to receive the powder.
“It seems to me—"" said he. “I'm trying to think
this out—"
“But you’re not to think or talk,” said Olive. “You
must lie still until we reach Lattimore.”

“Oh, is that you, Olive?” said he. “Good girl! I
never could have done it. If it hadn’t been for—that
song. Where is Amy? Oh, I remember.”

In a few minutes he slept heavily. She smoothed
his pillow and stroked his brow to cool its fever,
thinking of the blue-eyed young giant who had been
so good to the little prairie girl, and had done so
much for her.

“Here’s a note foh you, ma’am,” said the porter,
who seemed to have been standing at the door. “From
Mrs. Kittrick, foh Mrs. Courtright.”

Olive’s face flushed, as she handed it back—wheth-
er at being seen bestowing those attentions upon
Mr. Courtright, or at the porter’s mistake, she
could hardly have told. What the negro might
think was scarcely of interest to her, and she had
no moral horizon enabling her to know that, to the
porter, the usual explanation of a man’s inability to
board a car without assistance, is inebriety; and that
the only astonishing thing in the episode was the
perfect sobriety of the lady in the case. So when he
retired respectfully, Olive could not understand why
he studied her with his beady, red-black eyes, wherever
she went in the car.

But she felt a sense of wrongness in the atmos-
phere. The most far-seeing of us are blind to the
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mysteriously pregnant quantities in the problem of
fate, to which the exponent of to-morrow may raise
the trivial circumstance of to-day. Olive could not
know that this was a fateful night for her; for while
the danger-signal was displayed to her subconscious-
ness in that sense of the sinister, it was in such cryptic
form as to fail of its warning. She never thought
of her lonely ride as fraught with any peril except
that of being alone with Emerson in case he should
have another seizure; but she trembled at this possi-
bility.

And then, the storm was terrifying, with its rush-
ing wind, its downpour of rain, its incessant lightning,
and its thunders, drowning the noises of the train.
The beady eyes of the porter made her nervous. They
seemed to her—but she dismissed the thought as the
product of unreasoning race-prejudice—like those of
some beast lying in wait for a gazelle, at a drinking-
place in the jungly murk of an equatorial forest.

She sat in one of the chairs and tried to think of
things elsewhere: of John Bloodgood, in whose pri-
vate car she was traveling, aware that its being at
the service of the Courtright party was preponderantly
on her account; of his evident preference for her;
of his failure, nevertheless, to pay her any of those
public attentions which might compromise him with
another; of Mrs. Hess-Alleyne and the London and
Chicago stories; of Mrs. Dearwester’s evident dis-
approval of Mr. Bloodgood ; and of the prospect that,

as usual, Mrs. Dearwester’s mysterious prejudgment
was to be justified by the outcome.

“The thoughts of youth are long, long thoughts,”
and Olive was still engaged with these, when she
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'm of . became conscious that the train had halted. The
raise . porter went out and investigated, came in dripping,
d not and reported that something was wrong with the
while ) track, and that all hands had gone ahead on the engine.
cious- Olive took a peep at Emerson, found him sleeping
ryptic soundly, in spite of the thunder, which now bellowed

ought louder than ever, and returned to her seat, the feeling
xcept - of sinister apprehensiveness more daunting than be-
hould fore. What if he should grow worse? Why had she
possi- : allowed herself to be so unceremoniously hurried into

such a position? Why had she not found out that the
rush- ; car was vacant of passengers, before starting? What
tning, : if he should die!

train. . The old yearning tenderness for the red-cheeked
They 1 boy came back now, as she found herself charged
1s the ‘ with a duty toward him, in a selfless and reverential
se of ' affection more free from any taint of wish or expecta-
iking- » tion of possession, more fit for celestial scrutiny, than
L. 1 the pale flame which launched the funeral barge of the
nk of Lily of Astolat on its voyage down the broad flood to
e pri- that Camelot where Lancelot dwelt.

ng at His spirit was wearing itself out, she thought, beat-
rantly : ing itself to death against some prison; for she had
her; ' seen in him lately a tense and voiceless struggle
those waxing day by day—had felt it in his very presence,

with had heard it between the words of his discourses.
1 and 3 With all the ways of life smoothed and beautified for
t dis- 9 him to grosser eyes, yet to him, she felt assured,
. that, : there stretched out great and strange spiritual wilder-

yment nesses, rough with unutterable asperities. She won-
: dered if any one else knew it as she did. And then
ghts, 3 again, she came back to the question: What if, in

n she spite of his great frame, the blade of the spirit had
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cut the scabbard through, as it seemed in his worst
prostration it had, and to-night, away from wife and
friends, with her alone, his time had come! There
was something tragically sweet in the thought—some-
thing which she drove from her mind by looking
in upon him again, and turning away, half smiling
at her own panic. His breathing was full and strong,
now ; he looked a sleeping gladiator.

Presently the porter informed her that her state-
room was prepared; and that it looked as if they
were out for the night. She walked into the little
apartment, but could not bring herself to the point
of lying down. She wondered why, as she went
back to her chair; and then the truth came to her
overpoweringly, that, why she knew not, wherefore
she could not have said, but of something she was
afraid. The track—there was something amiss with
it; but it was not of that. The storm raged outside
with terrible fury; but it was not of that. Her ap-
prehensions as to Mr. Courtright were over now; it
was not because of them. Yet terror—unreasoning
but strong—knocked at the door of her heart, and she
was sick of fear.

She was wearied by her month’s work, and “in the
dead vast and middle of the night,” sitting as she
was, she grew drowsy. The rush of the waters in the
ditches beside the track gradually progressed into the
drone and hum of the revival, and again she could
hear the shouts and cries of the frenzied ones. Then
came the unconsciousness of sleep, until—until she
felt something offensive pass over her face. She
looked up, and stiffened with horror. Stooping over
her, his eyes fixed upon her face, with more than

eve
and
v
wer
pro
in t
had
llis (

touc
and
fron

cam
Soft

in f
trap
defe
be :
sleef
as 1|
her
fear
Se
beco
of t
step!
aisle
the
swert
gave



TWO FATEFUL DAYS 105

ever of that expression so suggestive of the jungle
and its unspeakable horrors, stood the negro.

With some muttered word of excuse or apology he
went away ; but she could still feel the breath of his ap-
proach or touch, still detect the taint of his presence
in the air, and from the end of the car to which he
had retired, she still, in fact or in fancy, could see
his eyes glaring upon her with that savagely expressive
glow in them.

It seemed as if she would go mad. She wondered
if he had really touched her; and her lips—she grew
to feel a shivering horror in the belief that he had
touched them as she slept. She went to the lavatory
and washed her mouth, as one washes one’s hands
from contact with a snake or toad. Her panic now
came back, She could stay in the car no longer!
Softly she tried the rear door, but it was locked: and
in front was the place of the beastly eyes. She felt
trapped, and—word of immemorial woe to woman—
defenseless. Was she defenseless? Could Emerson
be awakened? Surely, in this extremity, even the
sleep of the opiate would fall from him at such a call
as hers. Even in his stupor, near to him seemed
her only haven of safety, the last citadel to which her
fears had hunted her.

So she sat by him, listening to his breathing, now
becoming more and more natural, listening to sounds
of the storm outside, listening to the stealthy foot-
steps of the negro as he moved up and down the
aisle. Once she spoke to Emerson, in her terror, as
the man stopped outside the state-room; and he an-
swered confusedly and without really awakening. This
gave her some assurance; for the porter went away
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as if at the sound of Mr. Courtright’s voice. Several
times after that the sleeper spoke incoherently, and
Olive answered in conversational tones, driven by
some blind impulse, like the protective deceits of wild
birds, to lead her foe (real or imaginary) to believe
that Emerson was awake and talking with her.

As the gray dawn broadened into day at the win-
dows, he opened his eyes, and she saw with a great
joy that he was quite himself!

“Good morning,” said he, smiling. “What has kept
us out all night?”

“Trouble with the track,” said she. “The engine
has been gone ever so long, and we are left alone
out here on the prairie—and I've been afraid!”

“Poor girl!” said he; and then, as he saw better
the distress in her expression, “Why, you're almost
ill! You must have—"

Jut before he could say more she had fled to her
own state-room, where she lay smothering her foolish
sobbing in pillows; and whence she did not emerge
until Emerson called to her that breakfast was ready,
insisting that she must take a cup of coffee at least.

She was too entirely healthy, in both body and
mind, not to be able to rally from her agitation, espe-
cially in the sunshine of morning, with this strong
friend near her, now apparently recovered from his
illness. The trainmen ate their meals in the special

car, at her invitation. They were stalled the conductor
said in a sea of corn-fields between two washed-out
bridges, one a mile ahead, the other five miles behind.

“They’re putting in some kind of a hickey to carry
us over,” said he; “but I guess we're in for a day on
the farm.”
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The fresh breeze blew from the west, and a sky,
swept clear of every shred of vapor, arched in blue
resplendency over the shimmering deep-green waves
of the rustling corn. The square inserts of rye and
barley and oats quivered in tones of gold and green,
swept from shore to shore by waves of shadow. Olive
had gathered, by the side of the track, an armful of
the prairie sweet-williams, and a few early wild roses;
and after giving to the conductor, a big yellow-bearded
[rishman, a nosegay for his coat, she had used them
for the decoration of the parlor, and their fragrance
filled the car. She, herself, the sweetest blossom
of all, sat in the charming lassitude of weariness, wait
ing patiently for their deliverance. The whole scene,
full, as it was, of the exquisite beauty of June, filled
Emerson with poetic pangs—the grief of the artistic
soul at meeting with that which is beyond expression.
They talked-—of the old days in the farther west; of
the moist and fulsome richness of this land and the
brown aridity of that; of the hot winds, the tornado,
the dust storms, the blizzards; of the old pupils in the
old school; and finally of Morgan Yeager, and his
appearance in Lattimore.

“Mama writes me that she has seen him several
times,” said Olive. “It troubles me to know that he
has become what he is. He never wanted to do any-
thing but what was right. Some one else must be to
blame, when such a boy turns out so.”

“And that brings me,” said Emerson after a long
pause, during which he seemed oblivious of her re-
mark, “to my collapse last night, and the cause of it.”

Olive wondered how Morgan’s case could bring
him to this, of all subjects,
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“TI’m ashamed to break down so,” he continued, “and
then be as well as ever the next day. But in spite
of my hulking strength I'm apt to be a good deal
torn up by my—by my mental strains and moral
crises. Last night I slept almost for the first time
in a fortnight—Doctor Ellis has been warning me
against the very thing that happened, and croaking of
‘autotoxamia,” if any one knows what that is—and
I've been in the greatest trouble of my life.”

“I hope,” said Olive, fluttered at finding herself
called upon to express her feelings as to his personal
welfare—it was so momentous, “I hope it is over.”

“Nearly over, I think,” said he. “I was becoming
convinced from day to day, that what I have been
preaching—what all the churches are preaching—is
not Christianity at all, but a conventional system of
churchianity which is positively non-Christian.”

“Why, Emerson Courtright!” exclaimed Olive in
horror. “How could you ever have thought such a
thing! And how glad I am that it is over!”

“Nearly over,” he corrected ; “and the worst is ended
with these meetings. I've been bringing people to
take vows which they do not understand, and which
society will not let them keep if they do. The mock-
ery of it nearly killed me; yet I was in the grip of
the work, and couldn’t stop. Even when I tried to
get strength to stop and cry out that real Christianity
is a greater thing than this milkless system of half-
beliefs, I was swept away, just as they were. It would
have ended me in another week, Olive.”

“But you don’t want me to think that you mean
that those converts were not bettered—saved ?”

‘Bettered ?” he replied interrogatively. “Yes, some
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of them,
that ?”

I think; but saved—what do you mean by

“From sin,” she replied, after a pause in which
she realized that the answer gave her some difficulty.
“Not one of them,” he answered, “is saved from
that. They will join the church, and maybe get rid

of some of their grosser personal sins and vices. But
they will not become Christians. They were not
converted under Christian auspices and ministrations.
They were converted by a Pharisee to pharisaism.
They will observe forms; but in business, which is
their life, they will act as before. The men with
whom they trade, for whom they work, whom they
employ, will not notice a shade of difference in their :
lives, as far as the essentials of unselfishness and

love are concerned. Unless they are persons who

have been in the habit of swearing or drinking in

public, no one will notice the difference. They will

partake of the sacrament of wine and bread in church,

and every day they will gorge themselves with the '
bodies and blood of their fellow-men—the grist
ground out of the horrible mill of our human society.
A Christian can not live so. He must, at least, pro- ]
test against the operation of the mill, even as he is i\

: forced to go through its terrible burs. They will not
; protest. They will follow blind guides. The very 9
light which is in them is darkness!” L
“You must not talk like this!” she exclaimed, won- {5

dering if his reason had not been unsettled by his
overwork and illness, horrified to hear a minister
calmly saying such sacrilegious things about his own

work, and fearful of a relapse. “You must not talk
at all!”
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“Perhaps I had better wait,” said he after a long air a
questioning look at her, “until I have my own ideas call :
better formulated. But remember, I am at the turn- a swi
ing-point of my life—no, I won't start off again— upon
I believe I'll go up the track and see how things ouk &
‘(H)l\'.“ {U”u\'

She seized his hand convulsively. ing.

“No, no!” she cried. “Don’t leave me here: stay , “Al
in the car, or take me with you!” ‘ “N,

“Why, child,” he replied, as if getting some new

impression from her manner, “you have been almost ‘ watch
frightened to death about something. What—well,
I'll stay. Get something out of the library, won't you, : in the
and read to me? I began Shelley’s Masque of Anarchy. ‘ that 1"’
Please read that.” F
Night came on, and still the gap in the track was ' falling
unfilled—taking less time than the chasm which years ' “T}
had opened between the lives of the two old friends Tha
in the car. Olive noted in Emerson’s glance at the man w
porter a sharp inquiry and a sternness which showed ‘, “Co
that no explanation of her fright was necessary, and . And
betrayed a manlike side to his character very unlike ; pering
the transcendental pulpit orator she had learned to kev tu
know. " bk |
“I shall be awake,” said he, “until we get to Latti- went
more. Please lie down and get the rest you need.” i locked
The trainmen had gone off again with the engine, j bosom,
and the stillness invited . repose. Olive slept luxuri- tive we
ously: yet not so heavily that she did not feel, rather ' end, he
than hear, the soft approach of the negro, closer, breake:
closer, down the aisle, until he stopped at her door As {
and waited. She thought she heard the soft rustle at wha
of the portiére slowly pulled aside, a motion in the the fra

\
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air as if from a gently opened door. She dared not
call; she dared not remain silent. Suddenly she heard
a swift pouncing sound, as if an eagle had swooped
upon his prey, the snarling oath of the negro was
cut off by a hand of iron on his throat, and was
followed by the inarticulate gurglings of a man chok-
ing.

“Ah didn’t mean any hahm, boss—" he whimpered.

“Not a word!” whispered the Reverend Emerson
Courtright, as the gurgling recommenced. “I've been
watching you, you hell-hound! If you come inside this
car from now on, I'll wring your neck, and throw you
in the ditch! Ah! you would, would you? Give me
that!”

A sound followed like the ringing of a knife in
falling, and then a crushing blow.

“There!”

Thank God, it was Emerson’s voice, the voice of a
man who talked to the thing he smote.

“Come along!”

And the sound of hustling, dragging and whim-
pering receded to the smoking-room; a door shut; a
key turned in the lock: and Emerson Courtright came
back panting, listened a moment at her door, and
went into his room, leaving the mishandled porter
locked up with a sense of injury rankling in his
bosom, that, just because he chose to do a little detec-
tive work in the interest of a larger tip at the journey’s
end, he should be treated worse than a midnight house-
breaker.

As for Olive, she was filled with a mixture of terror

at what had occurred, and admiration for the victor in
the fray.

R




CHAPTER X
THE ENLISTMENT OF A RECRUIT

Morgan Yeager was engaged in decorating (or de-
facing) available spaces on dead walls and other con-
spicuous erections with “Blackhall Stamps,” a queer
appliance for propaganda work devised by an ardent
soul named Blackhall, who applied the methods of the
exploiters of root pills and live-stock fairs to force
land reform upon the notice of the wayfaring man.
The “Blackhall Stamp” had an adhesive back, and
a face on which some Georgeite text was printed.
Some simply mentioned the fact that “The Single
Tax Will do It,” or asked the seemingly unsociologi-
cal question, “Have You Seen the Cat?” Others
bore bits of argument like: “Tax dogs to make dogs
scarce. Why tax houses or factories or stocks of
goods or money? To make them scarce? It does.”
The Emersonism, “While another hath no land, my
title to mine, your title to yours, is vitiated;” the
Jeffersonism, “The earth belongs in usufruct to the
living: the dead have no right or power over it,”
were much used; as were also Red Jacket’s exclama-
tion: “Sell land! Why not then sell the sky, the
waters and the air? The land is for all men!” and the
Mosaic text: “The land shall not be sold for ever,
saith the Lord; for the land is mine.”

Good places to put these were to be found on

cars and water-tanks, and about waiting-rooms.
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“Some switchman may see that,” thought he, as
he stuck one on a refrigerator-car, “and ask, at the
meeting of his union, how the single tax will do it.”
On the gate-post of a workman’s cottage he affixed
the legend: “This house is taxed. When houses
escape and vacant lots are taxed, houses will be plenty.
Where vacant lots escape and houses are taxed, va-
cant lots are plenty. Which is best for him who labors
or him who rents? The single tax will do it.”

This

having

nefarious occupation of systematized trespass

brought Morgan to the railway station, he
glanced at the group on the platform, and saw his
friend and fellow-jailbird, Silverthorn, tramp, lineman,
electrician and inventor.

He was conversing with
a medium-sized, well-dressed, middle-aged man in

a slouch hat, whose iron-gray mustache and imperial
looked half military, and whose keen glance swept
the platform observantly between whiles as he scanned
some sketches which Morgan’s friend was making
in an old note-book.

Farther down the platform
were Mrs. Courtright and Mrs. Dearwester, talk-
ing together, and awaiting the coming of the
much delayed train with Emerson and Olive on board.
As the whistle sounded down the yards, the keen-
eyed man gave the other a card.

] Come 'most any time, and I'll look it over,” said
‘ he
B .

: “Who's your friend, Silverthorn?” asked Morgan. !
' “That man,” answered Silverthorn, whispering as
if imparting something, on the secrecy of which his
very life depended, “represents unlimited wealth. He’s
about taking an interest in my Polyvolt Motor. I was
just showing a minor application of it which will
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make railway accidents impossible. Did I tell you
about that? Well, I put a Polyvolt in each engine
at an expense of not to exceed twenty-five dollars. I
cut in a single number forty copper wire along the
track, and with apparatus at stations that won’t cost
anything, hardly, I light a lamp in the cab when one
engine gets within any given distance of another on
the same track, ring a bell to call the engineer’s
attention to it, and if he don’t stop at that, the device
throws on the air automatically, and stops both en-
gines as if they were welded to the rails. And when
he is stopped, each engineer finds himself connected
by telephone with every engine in the block, including
the one that stopped him, and with two stations each
way—all with the Polyvolt Motor and a wire the

size of sewing-silk!” .
“But who is he?” persisted Morgan, to whom the

wonders of the Polyvolt Motor were a familiar
story.

“V. W. Feek,” replied Silverthorn, referring to the
card. “Claim agent of the Halliday Railway System
at Lattimore.”

“Good name for a claim agent!” sneered Morgan.
“Rhymes with squeak and seek and peek and sneak.
A man who does the dirtiest of dirty work, from beat-
ing a farmer out of the value of a pig run over by
the engine to befooling a section hand’s widow out
of the price of her husband’s blood. That’s your
claim agent, your Feek. But where does the unlimited
wealth come in?”

“Oh, you're bitter, Yeager,” protested Silverthorn.
“We've got to be protected against the personal-injury
shysters and ambulance-chasers ; and you know as well
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as anybody that a ten-dollar cow is a thoroughbred
as soon as she’s hit by the pilot!”

Morgan laughed. Silverthorn was in the last stage
of shabbiness, his toes bursting from his shoes, his back
firmly to the wall to keep his only presentable side
outward. But his eye rolled excitedly, and his atti-
tude toward railways had become that of a prospec-
tive owner—all from hopes based on the one-minute’s
talk with Mr. Feck.

“Well,” said Morgan, “we won't argue the matter.
But I'm for the ambulance-chasing shyster as against
the great railway lawyer under whom your Feeks
act, when they bribe jurors in personal-injury cases, or
city councils to get terminals—they all do it, or they
don’t hold their jobs.”

“Hush!” exclaimed Silverthorn. “He might hear
you, and then I'd be queered, maybe: and you know
you're in on this motor deal. What I've said about
that, after all you did for me, goes as it lays; and
we’ll appropriate a million dollars a year for Black-
hall stamps, and single-tax fixings generally.—Here's
that train at last. Look at the coon’s face. Wouldn't
that burn out a coil! Looks as if he'd got it between
the bumpers.”

It was the face of the porter which had called forth
this remark. He was a battered wreck, his head
twisted awry, an eye closed, and one whole side of
his face—jaw, cheek and nose—looking as if crushed
by some ponderous projectile. The claim agent’s
quick eye took in his plight at a glance—how Mr.
Courtright gave him a folded bit of paper; how the
negro slunk off as if to keep from sight—and Mr.
Feek sauntered after him. The alighting of the Rey-
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erend Mr. Courtright, Mr. Feek’s pastor, coming home
with his pretty soprano after a month of wonderfully
successful revival meetings; the embrace in which he
was folded by his wife, who had been rendered trebly
anxious by the many telegrams from Angus Falls,
inquiring after his health; Amy’s expressions of heart-
felt thanks to Miss Dearwester for her care over him;
the laugh at Mrs. Dearwester’s suggestion that she
had not supposed that Ollie had saved him from canni-
bals, or anything like that; the change in Mrs. Court-
right’s expression when she learned that they had been
for a day and two nights in the special car alone—
all these interesting matters have lost their interest for
Mr. Feek, who, following the porter to the office of
Doctor Aylesbury, sees him hand to that physician the
folded slip of paper, and learns that “George” had
run against a milepost in the dark.

“Better look out for your pay, Doctor,” said Feek,
calling the leech aside. “These coons are pretty slip-
pery.”

“Oh, I'm amply guaranteed, sir,” said the doctor,
looking at the paper as if for confirmation of the
statement, “amply guaranteed.”

“Morgan, you've got to go with me on this vaca-
tion. The doctors say I mustn’t work; but I'm going
to put these ideas I've been telling you about into
shape for the first series of sermons, in which I shall

preach actual Christianity.”

The two men had become teacher and pupil again,
only Morgan Yeager was now the instructor. Time
after time they had met in the minister’s study, and
wrestled with the problem for failing to solve which
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every dead and condemned civilization has received
sentence, the problem of the stripping by the few from
the many of the residue of the day’s product, when
life has been sustained—called by economists the ques-
tion of the distribution of wealth. Morgan and Em-
erson, however, attacked the great riddle with new
hope; for they had that new answer to it given by
the pale compositor of San Francisco in his epoch-
making book; and now, a few days after Emerson’s
return from Angus Falls, he was urging Morgan to
go with him on his vacation, so that every doubt and
every fault in statement might be solved and corrected.
But Morgan said no.

“Why,” queried Emerson, “you’re not too proud,
are you, to be my guest and tutor at my expense ?”

“No,” replied Morgan; “but it isn’t necessary.
You’ve mastered the subject—and added to it a lot
of your own peculiar transcendentalism.”

“In other words, I see in it more than your mathe-
matics recognizes ?”’
“Well, in any case, I've done you all the harm I

can, and I may as well attend to other mischief,”
Morgan replied.

“Good, you mean.”

“Harm, I think,” protested Morgan, “as to your
case.”

“Why harm, now?” queried Emerson. “I never
was so happy in my life as I am in the certainty
that there is nothing in nature, nothing in God’s de-
cree, which makes necessary either the debauching
riches of the rich, or the murderous struggle for
riches of the middle class, or the unrewarded toil and
embruting poverty and fear of the great mass of men.

THE ENLISTI\IE.:T OF A RECRUIT 117




118 THE BROKEN LANCE

Why, T never was so happy in my life. It clears God
of the old indictment that I just tried to forget.”

“But you have always preached the power of in-
dividual right-doing to redeem society,” urged Mor-
gan. “Weren't you happy in that?”

“Well, it was this way,” answered Emerson. “Long
ago, I got hold of Adam Smith and the rest of his
tribe, and was taught that poverty, vice, crime, war,
pestilence and famine were necessary factors in human
life, because people increased so fast, and means of
living so slowly.”

“l know,” nodded Morgan; “Malthus, and the
‘wage-fund,” and ‘diminishing returns,’ and finally
‘the survival of the fittest’ as applied to human society.
I know the whole infernal patter.”

“Much better than I ever did, or ever shall,” re-
plied Emerson; “but I knew it well enough to know
that it was a lie. Dimly, I saw that the world isn’t
half peopled, or its lands half occupied.”

“Tilled, you mean,” suggested Morgan; “used.”

“I never made any such distinctions,” answered
Emerson; “and yet I knew that the whole thing was a
lie.”

“Because of—what?” asked Morgan.

“Because of God.”

There was a long silence. Emerson seemed to
think his statement complete. Morgan appeared to
be waiting for its completion.

“I'm a political economist,” said he at last; and

neither seemed to see anything incongruous in this
tramp-lecturer’s making of such a claim. “I'm a
political economist. I don’t take God into the calcu-
lation at all.”
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“But to me,” responded Emerson, “there is no prob-
lem without Him; and your solution is made up of
nothing else. That old political economy was blas-
phemy. I should have cursed God and died, if once
the conviction had fully got hold of me that He had
created man, and put him on this floating raft of a
world without provisions for every soul on board
for ever; so that only the strong might really live, by
making the weak serve them—by compelling the weak
to starve, and to devour one another as they do and al-
ways have done, like wolves. Such a creation would be
a devil’s work, not God’s; and no devil yet thought of
has been accused of such transcendent deviltry as so-
called Christians lay at the door of a God they call all-
wise and all-merciful, in accepting such things as
these. Whatever may be their profession or commun-
ion, such men are atheists!”

Morgan sat mute. Pupil and teacher were changing
places again. When he spoke, it was in one of those
commonplaces with which we Anglo-Saxons cloak
such impulses as may come to us to show our hearts.

“That’s good!” said he. “I must steal that for my
talks.—Well, you had to account for the submerged
tenth—"

“And the other tenths, struggling and strangling
to keep from submersion, with the feet of the few
on their shoulders?”

“Yes,” said Morgan, accepting the words; “how
did you account for this submersion business >—Intem-
perance? That’s the conventional church way.”

“For a while,” responded Emerson, “I accounted for
it as the result of intemperance, and the like. But that
didn’t last long—it wouldn’t do as a reason, when so
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many millions of the temperate and industrious are
‘submerged,’” and so many more are intemperate be-
cause they are poor. No, I had sense enough to see
that there must be some general cause, and so I sought
for a general remedy. I took the optimistic attitude
that individual righteousness would do much, and pro-
gress in science and invention would do the rest. That
old assertion that the state of Texas could support
the population of the world, somehow, seemed to
contain argument.”

Morgan laughed sarcastically.

“Optimistic!” he repeated. “Of all the silly, ostrich-
headed, tran$parent dodges in the world, this modern
stand-pat optiniism is the most idiotic! If your ship
is driving upon the rocks of a lee shore, call it a safe
harbor, and you’re an ‘optimist” Deny evils as plain
as the sun, and you're an ‘optimist.” It’s the happy-
go-lucky fool’s paradise of those who can’t think,
who won’t think, or who do think, and want to quit.
When a man comes along with a remedy, he is a
pessimist, because he has to recognize a disease be-
fore he can treat it. Was there ever such a crazy
contradiction? The man with the hope, the pessi-
mist ; the one who says ‘Let things drift, but deny the
drifting ! the optimist! And yet some people—"

“Yes,” broke in Emerson, “quite right. That fool’s
paradise was mine. I've been much secluded from
the world, Morgan. Mostly, like all ministers, I
have dealt with women and children, and men who
don’t think, or who don’t give me the benefit if they
do.”

“The average church crowd,” said Morgan.

“Yes,” said the minister, withholding the merited
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rebuke, “and my little imitation-work of pastoral calls
——and administering economic morphine as you call it
—has kept me busy. Your speech the night you were
arrested was bitter, but was really the intrusion of
the knowledge of good and evil into my fool’s para-
dise. I had no idea you had heard my sermon, till
I heard your answer.”

“Odd that I heard you, and had no idea who you
were, isn’t it?” remarked Morgan. “I wonder if the
pew ever sees the real man in the pulpit?”

“I'm glad you didn’t know me,” replied Emerson;
“or you might have refrained from attacking me as
you did, and I might never have seen the central truth
of organized human life, or the evils flowing from
our failure to square our collective life with
central truth—the cause of poverty.

this
The thing daz-
zles me, old man—an all-pervading cause, which either
has produced all evil inequalities of wealth, past and
present, or would have produced them in the absence
of all others; a cause which, when other economic evils
are slain, devours their carcasses, absorbs their
strength, and strengthens as they weaken, and because
they weaken. So that reform itself, if directed at other
wrongs, feeds and nourishes this bottom wrong—it’s
the biggest thing T ever comprehended!”

“Sometime,” said Morgan, “you’d have seen that
private earth-owning is all this, if I had never jumped
on you.”

“I don’t believe it,” answered Emerson. “You were
sent to give me light—not only as to the cause, but to
make me see how this evil may be removed, easily,
simply, and without much institutional innovation;
and how the evil of poverty, with its sin and diseases,
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will go with it—how man may be made free to nour-
ish and preserve his body, and to develope his mind.”

“Yes,” assented Morgan, gazing once more upon
his Vision; “and then his goal will be attained!”

“No!” cried Emerson. “Then he will have reached
the beginning of his journey, the place where men like
me may begin their ministries. God could not make
of man a living soul until He had made of him an
earthly body.. We preachers have been trying to save
souls in marred and unmade bodies, so driven by
their necessities that they could not think of their
souls. The body comes first; and men will never think
of their souls so long as we make it so hard for them
to get their livings. Let’s make men’s bodies free, and
their wages just, so that they may struggle up to the
spiritual.”

“Soul and spirit,” said Morgan, “don’t interest me
much. One world at a time.”

“So clear as to some things!” cried Courtright;
“so blind as to others! And yourself the type of the
man who lives the spiritual life, without knowing it—
but you'll see that sometime: I was asking how you
can say that you’ve done me harm?”

“That’s easy,” was the careless reply. “You’ll not
be content with knowing the truth. You'll begin
preaching it to this average American congregation
of yours, and the fat will be in the fire.”

“Do you think,” asked Emerson in amazement,
“that my people will criticize me for preaching any
religious truth I may become possessed of ?”

“I'm speaking,” answered Morgan, “of economic
truths.”

“Why, don’t you see,” cried Emerson, “that the
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religion of Jesus is a system of economics, based on
love? There are two lines of economics in His teach-
ings, to one of theology. Will they criticize me for
teaching the economics of Jesus?”

“Criticize !I” echoed Morgan bitterly. “Oh, no, they
won't criticize! If you proceed on the theory that the
Ten Commandments, the Sermon on the Mount, and
the Golden Rule are things with real economic and
industrial meanings, to be put into institutions, they’ll

fire you bodily. They’ll put you on a ministerial black-
list that will make you a tramp.

And they’ll hound
you to disgrace and death.

These spiritual godchil-
dren of yours will fall away from you. The old ma-
trons, who give such edifying testimony, will show
you that the Apache women who stick burning splin-
ters into the wounded, have sisters right under the
drippings of the sanctuary. What they will do to you
will be plenty!”

“Morgan,” said Emerson with a smile, “if you knew
my people, as I know them, I should say you were
crazy.”

So parted the two friends—Courtright going on
his vacation which he regarded as a retreat, a prepara-
tion, and Yeager to live his strange life, sometimes
in Lattimore, but oftener in some of the surrounding
towns and villages, and all the time wondering if
there were not some truth in Mrs. Dearwester’s sug-
gestion that his cause could scarcely be advanced by
his making a tramp of himself.

Somewhere off in New York or Boston was the
head of a “Propaganda Association” who sent Mor-
gan lists of names of people upon whom it would be
well for him to call, scattered outposts of the army
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of his crusade, far-wandering members of that unor-
ganized Brotherhood which the Prophet of San Fran-
cisco founded, and which has tied together in a union
stronger than that of the flesh, a great family of
the rarest souls the world has seen. Infrequently
he got remittances from the “Propaganda Associa-
tion,” and while these lasted, eked out by the profits
from the sale of books, Morgan taught on street
corners, or in such rooms as opened to him, his doctrine
of emancipated man—a lone fighter assailing a foe
so great as to be unconscious of the blows.

When he got back to Lattimore, he hurried to Mrs.
Dearwester’s to learn if anything had developed in
Emerson’s plan to apply the doctrines of his religion
to the economic conditions of the day, and to discuss
his prospects in making this interesting experiment.

“He will do something,” said Morgan, allowing
his disdain for conventional religious teachings to
carry him, as usual, into indefensible modes of ex-
pression. “He won't preach the rot he had going
when I found him—neither the elegant sort of his
regular sermons, or the sensational kind he developed
under pressure. I don’t know what (o look for. He
won’t take my advice about being diplomatic at all.”

“Well, I should hope not,” answered Mrs. Dear-
wester, “if you preach what you practise.”

“I didn’t, in this case,” confessed Morgan. “I tried
to get him to hold in, except in his private conver-
sations.”

“Told him, I s’pose,” suggested Mrs. Dearwester,
“that you'd got your start suppressing the truth.”

“I’'m different,” replied Morgan. “I had nothing
to lose.”
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“Nothing except everything in the world,” she an-

swered. “You're every bit as smart as Emerson
Courtright, Morgan Yeager, and had just as much
to lose by making yourself an outcast. Both fools,
for that matter. Folks have always been divided into
the pickerels and the minnows, and always will be.”

“No!” cried Morgan. “The change is coming faster
than we can imagine. So is the kingdom of God,
as if a man should cast seed upon the earth: and
should sleep and rise night and day, and the seed l
should spring up and grow, he knoweth not how!”’ '

“Humph!” said Mrs. Dearwester. “A pretty in-
fidel you are—to quote Scripture!”

“Well, maybe I am,” he replied ; “but I read Scrip-
ture well enough to know that the Pharisees are
always in the chief seats in the synagogues, and that
the greatest of all reformers—the one with the central
truth—went against them and the high priests, and
was put out of the way for the good of morality and
in the name of God. I'm afraid I've ruined Emerson.
I didn’t realize how inseparable principle and life are
with him. If he preaches the truth as well as I'm
afraid he knows it, he’s gone!”

Such were the biased views of Morgan Yeager as
to the momentous experiment of his friend—that of

putting the wine of a new application into the old
church-skins of the faith,




CHAPTER XI
THE EMBARRASSMENT OF THE OLD MAN

A man who, at somewhat less than thirty, has risen
to a division superintendency in the Halliday System,
ought to be above the plane in which sentiment—
thrills and pulsations, mere instincts, impulses shared
with the beasts of the field—could sway him from
the pursuit of those achievements in money and power
which alone, to the properly standardized mind, con-
stitute success. His brain should be as coldly direct
in obedience to his will as one of his engines to that

of the engineer. The energy wasted, perhaps inevi-
tably, in thoughts which are recognized as likely to
come with the fuller crimson burning on the robin’s
breast, should be prevented as far as practicable; and

as to the irreducible minimum, should be disposed
of (like the vexatious expansion and contraction in
the metals of machinery) by some well-recognized
technical expedient (like the carrying on of casual
flirtations, harmless “affairs”) which permits the ma-
chine to run on undisturbedly. Such a man should
be able to keep any of these “affairs” well within
the “margin-of-safety” line, and to bring them to a
stop instantly. He should be ashamed to admit the
possibility of any such thing coming between him
and business or diverting him from the pursuit of

anything necessary to his career. So reasoned Super-
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intendent John Bloodgood as he sat in his office, try-
ing to get himself in hand.

To his chief clerk Mr. Bloodgood was quite the
same as usual. We all lead double lives—nay, triple,
quadruple lives. To his wife and family, Mr. A.
is one man; to the down-town world quite another.
To the various people who see him only occasionally,

‘isen or with whom he carries on epistolary correspondence,
tem, commercial, amicable or amatory, he is a third, fourth
nt— and fifth—and so on ad nfinitum. To one he may
ared 4 be a poet; to another, a Shylock. To himself he is a
‘rom person, you may be sure, quite different from any
wer , of these; and to the eye of Omniscience a creature

con- totally unlike the truest of them.
irect Now, to Mrs. Hess-Alleyne, Jack was the first sip
that from the cup she had vowed broken-heartedly never-

1evi- more to taste; and to be prized accordingly. It was
y to so delectable to know that her mature charms could
bin’s awaken love in this young man, and that she herself
and was still capable of giving love for love—that perilous
osed exchange which had been her undoing. True, a Hess
n in 4 might look higher than a Bloodgood—but a Hess
rized . might make a Bloodgood almost anything; and there
1sual : were horrid London stories, and the Alleyne connec-
ma- : tions at New York and Newport and elsewhere—and
ould it's love, it’s love that makes the world go round!

ithin ; It was in this character that Mr, Bloodgood sought
to a to write as he penned a letter to his Lady of the
- the Flaxen Tresses—more flaxen, he remembered, than

him formerly.
t of
iper- “My Dear Mildred,” he wrote: “You may not

remember that once (in those dear days at the Cata-



128 THE BROKEN LANCE

ract House) you said I might call you Mildred.
There is a reason for my suspecting that you may
have withdrawn the permission—your letters say noth-
ing of ‘Jack,” but only mention ‘Mr. Bloodgood'—a
person for whom in this connection, or, in my present
state of mind, in any other, I have very little use.
I shall regard his intrusion between us agein as a
rebuke from you for reminding you of a privilege,
the giving of which you have chosen to forget.

“I never saw anything in Lucile until I read the
passages marked by you in the volume you were so
lovely as to send to me—since which time T have found
a strange new interest in the whole romance. Per-
haps you are giving me an inner experience which
enables me to see new beauties in love-poems, hidden
from me hitherto. Else, why is it that the image
before my eyes when I read of some fair lady’s mani-
fold allurements is, not that of the text, but—"

Mr. Bloodgood leaned back, dropping his pen as
if in weariness or disgust. The photograph of Mrs.
Hess-Alleyne—quite a handsome photograph, too—
he turned face down on the desk, where it stood
day by day, smiling its best Mayfair smile. Un-
locking a little drawer marked “Private,” he drew
out a half-tone picture of a gipsy maiden, which, even
in the inevitable imperfection of newspaper illustra-
tion, showed the great dark eyes, oval features, and
ebon hair which fit the part. At the bottom was
printed: “Miss Olive Dearwester, of the musical
faculty of Tudor College. Her songs from Carmen
in° costume were the feature of the Inter-State Musi-
cal Festival last evening.”
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Mr. Bloodgood put to his lips the bit of paper,
which was worn and rumpled as if from frequent
handling. Then he hastily returned it to its drawer,
which he locked, before answering the buzzer which
announced that his chief clerk wished to talk with
him over the telephone from the next room.

“Who is it?” he asked. “Whitlock? Who’s Whit-
lock? Oh, yes; I remember him now
trols the Grant County delegation? . . . Well, give
him what he wants in the way of passes. . . . . . ..
I'm busy Wants a private interview with

Well, send him in, then; but try
to keep as many of these leg-pullers out as you can,
O’Neill—and, say, O'Neill, see if you can’t send Mr.
Feek to me at once.”

Mr. Whitlock met that one of the numerous John
Bloodgoods known, all over the division, as the Old
Man. An infant in arms would be the Old Man if
he could be made division superintendent. The Old
Man and Mr. Whitlock seemed to join in battle on
some issue, the nature of which was kept from all
ears by carefully closed doors.

“I tell you, Mr. Whitlock,” said the superintendent,
“you’re asking too much. We think a good deal
of Grant County: Mr. Halliday always asks about
you and ‘the loyal Grant County crowd’ as he calls it.
We're anxious to give you what you want. But even
if the delegation went to the Pops, we couldn’t do
it. If the Pendleton System wants ’em bad enough—"

“Oh, well now,” said Whitlock soothingly, “you
know I never’d go over to the Pendleton crowd. I was
just telling you what some of the boys are falking.
What can you do, Mr. Bloodgood ?”




130 THE BROKEN LANCE

Bloodgood made some figures on a piece of paper,
showed them to Whitlock, tore it to strips, and burned
the strips in lighting a fresh cigar.

“Well,” said Whitlock dubiously, “I’ll see if I can
get along on that. Send Feek up to the convention,
and with his help I'll try and make it do.”

Exit Mr. Whitlock: Enter Mr. Feek.

“See here, Feek,” said Bloodgood, still “the Old
Man,” “you know Whitlock, of Grant County ?”
“Yes,” was the reply. “I'm so situated that I have
$0.”

“He called just now—"

“For how much?” asked Mr. Feek.

“Never mind,” Mr. Bloodgood responded laugh-
ingly; “it was plenty—and he doesn’t get it all. Do
you regard that Grant County delegation as impor-
tant?”

“Well,” answered Feek slowly, “with a United
States senatorship at stake, played for on the other
side by an old Pendleton, everything is important.”

Mr. Bloodgood pondered for a moment on the
situation. Senator Hazard, the present incumbent,
represented the Halliday System at Washington. Pen-
dleton, anxious to strengthen his line of senators, so as
to secure favorable action on certain river-bank pro-
tection and harbor-improvement measures, as well as
to make sure of the proper protection to his trans-
continental lines by the killing off of the pestilent
Isthmian Canal bill, had brought out an opposition
candidate. The people? They were asleep, as usual.
They had abdicated in favor of the strongest claimant
for the throne among such men as Halliday and
Pendleton. Who can blame him who sat down in
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the vacant chair of state”—General Hess had cau-
tioned Bloodgood as to the importance of this matter.

“There are a lot of little claims up there,” said
Bloodgood, “growing out of fires set by engines,
aren’t there?”

“Yes,” answered Feek, pulling from his pocket a
bunch of papers. “There are—"

“Never mind! Go up and settle them,” said Mr.
Bloodgood. “Happen up there a few days ahead of
the convention, and stay. Watch Whitlock, and if
I've cut him down too low, draw on me.”

“All right,” answered Feek; “and if that’s all, I'd
like to ask if you'd be willing to look into a scheme
for preventing collisions?”

“No,” answered Mr. Bloodgood, “they’re mostly
fakes, and they’re not business. Been investing ?”

“No,” answered Feek, reddening. “The price of a
suit of clothes to the fellow that got it up, that’s all.”

“I’d advise you to drop it,” replied Mr. Bloodgood.
“Let the mechanical department look out for the
mechanical matters. We’re in the operating line.
Anything more?”

“Only one little matter,” replied Feek. “I was
looking for Speck Toombs, the porter you have had
on your car, and I don’t find him. I may want him
as a witness in—in some matters that are likely to
come up.”

“I didn’t like him,” replied the superintendent.
“T got it into my head that he’s a thief. We don’t
want him on the car; but if he’s needed for anything,
why, find some place for him, and keep him until
we're through with him. What do you want him
for?”
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“Oh, nothing that has materialized yet,” answered
Feek. “When it does, I'll take it up with you. But
I'd like to keep him where we can find him.”

“All right,” was the reply, “find him, and we’ll make
a place for him. Anything more?”

Thoroughly businesslike, one would say, as big busi-
ness is done in big and little offices of big corpora-
tions. Mr. Bloodgood was even so far adjusted to the
normal that he resumed writing, quite with the air of
doing well the thing worth doing at all. He wrote
his sister a note, expressing the hope that she and
Emerson would soon return, and that her husband
would be well, and quite cured of the fad she thought
he was developing for the wild notion of making
the First Church a working-man’s church. “Return-
ing health,” he concluded, “will restore his intellectual
balance, depend upon it, and he will see the impossi-
bility of such a thing.”

“He isn’t such a fool as that,” thought he. “But
my judgment that it was a misstep for Amy to marry
him is being vindicated. He’s mixing up in my af-
fairs too much. He vetoed my plan for a sort of
family trip up to Angus Falls in the car; and I know
well enough that he told Olive’s mother about this.”

The “this” was the letter to the fair Mildred, sent
disrespectfully spinning into the letter basket.

“He'd evidently like to edge himself into a sort of
‘loco parentis’ status. Not if I were Amy, by a long
shot! Confound him, if this affair with Mildred goes
through, young Vance or even the Halliday boy
might have been in his place, instead of an infant
phenomenon of a preacher! I'm having the same
experience with him now that I had at school—we
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split when we get to the cooperating stage. But this
fatherly business with Olive won’t do. No man can
come between me and that girl without getting hurt!
And she’s got more than parents enough now! If
it weren’t for her mother, 1 could win out, I know.
Damn a fool, anyhow! A minute ago I was blaming
Amy for her lovesick folly—I was for giving Olive
up: now I'm laying plans for getting her.—And give
up the only daughter of General Hess, the man who
represents the oil crowd’s money in the Halliday Sys-
tem, and will be the whole thing within ten years,
and can turn it over to his son-in-law in time? I
can’t do that, for a pair of soft lips and unfathomable
eyes, even when they go with such a voice, such a
form, such a face, such a heart! I can’t do it
for anything!'—And yet I can’t give her up: it’s im-
possible! Mildred owns me; Olive controls me. I
must marry the one: but—what was the statement
of his dilemma with Lizzie Hexham that Eugene
Wrayburn gave? ‘Impossible to give her up; impossi-
ble to marry her.’ Surely the time must come, or be
made to come, when Olive will need friends—a friend
who will be entitled to her consideration—and, give
me only a little more chance than I have had, and I
shall have her—and shall give nothing up.”

Could Mr. Feek or Mr. Whitlock have seen the
Old Man now, and have been gifted with some tele-
pathic view of his thoughts, either of those gentlemen
would have been astonished. Mr. Bloodgood was
astonished himself; but scarcely surprised. He knew
that the sudden resolve not to be balked in his de-

signs was one likely to be ruinous to him; but he
recognized in himself one of those men in whom
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intense self-control is met by volcanic forces needing
repression. He had begun his letter to Mildred with
sage reflections as to the “margin of safety.” He
had finished it with the resolve that, giving up noth-
ing, he would conquer all. He looked in the mirror
which was set into the wall back of his coat-rack, and
scanned the face of John Bloodgood to see if his
ruthless purpose showed in his expression.

“You look quite the same,” said he to his double,
“as you did at the committee-meeting last night—
you fool!”

At the committee-meeting, however, his hands had
not trembled, nor his eyes dilated with this strange
intensification of purpose.

“You blame Amy,” said he, continuing his remarks,
“because she went hell-bent into the arms of the man
that won her; and now what is it you've resolved to
do! It’s in the Bloodgood breed. Sane on everything
but the love-problem, and as impulsive as savages
on that. But you’re not going wild, Jack, old man,
if it is in the breed. Lucky that the will to control
goes with the disposition to break over. You’re going
to be as wise as a serpent, and you'll not risk every-
thing as you said you would just now. And, again, I
don’t know but you will!”
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CHAPTER XII
THE FLESHING OF A MAIDEN SWORD

“The average church crowd,” was Morgan Yeager’s
expression—one which may not have been meant dis-
respectfully, but which is scarcely proper for our adop-
tion as we see them trooping into the church that first
Sunday morning after their beloved pastor’s absence.

Perhaps we had better say that it was a typical
congregation of American church-goers, east or west.
There were not so many tall hats as in the east, and
the cutaway coats and business frocks would have
outvoted the ‘Prince Alberts overwhelmingly: but the
two combined would have outnumbered the work-
man’s Sunday suit by fifty to one. However, on the
subject-matter of the minister’s sermon, a composite
representation of the attitudes of these people could
not have been distinguished from that of any of the
congregations then assembling, in either of the Port-
lands, in Denver, in Burlington (Iowa or Vermont),
in Syracuse or Kalamazoo, or, in fact, in Birmingham
or London, whether the city taken be English or
American.

Mr. Courtright, with his orator’s race-horse pulse
singing in his ears as the time approaches to confront
his audience, is in no condition or position to speculate
calmly upon the effect of such a deliverance as he has in
mind, upon such an audience. Morgan Yeager, how-
ever, is under no such disability, as he sits where he can
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see those entering. Morgan’s expressions are always
subject to amendment; but we may well profit by his

powers of observation, his knowledge of character,
his deep study of the effects of new doctrines, and his
thought on this very situation, and, temporarily, we
may look through his eyes.

Mr. Dewey, the banker, father of the fresh young
chairman of the music committee, with his shiny
hat well held up, his black coat buttoned, his mutton-
chop whiskers accurately arranged, his smooth-shaven
lips closed in a prim line under his almost Hebrew
nose, enters, stands very erect as Mrs. Dewey and
the Dewey children arrange themselves in the pew,
and then sits down. They all bow themselves for a
moment in silent prayer.

“It’ll take him three days,” says Mr. Yeager, “to
figure out how Emerson’s ideas, if put into effect,
would act upon down-town property, real-estate mort-
gages and interest rates, Then he’ll smile blandly,
and dig up the hatchet.”

Mrs. Dewey sits beside him in rich attire, her hat
the envy of all feminine onlookers. She is girlish
in manner; and is president of the church organiza-
tion of young people, despite the generosity of her
figure and her growing family, which includes Miss
Dewey, a dashing débutante, and fresh young Mr.
Dewey, an usher, '

“She’ll think it a corking sermon,” says Morgan,
referring to the matron; “but when old hook-nose
there smells out the economic rat, she’ll swing more
influence into line against him than her husband can
command.”

Captain and Mrs. Tolliver come in, she gentle and
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meek-looking, he deep in real-estate schemes, pending
the opening of the services.

“His southern love of oratory will carry him away
while he listens,” says Morgan; “but he’ll have blind-
staggers of rage if he ever stops to figure out what
this reform would do to such men as he and such
schemes as his.”

Mr. Giddings of the Lattimore Herald, ignoring
the ushers, drops into a seat next the aisle at the
extreme rear, and sits as if he expected a fire panic.

“He’ll make all the news he can out of it,” says
Morgan. “He’ll call a socialist an anarchist, or vice
versa, or any reformer who is neither, he will call
either to make a good story of it. And he’ll know
better all the time, and won’t care much how the
preacher comes out.”

Mr. Will Lattimore, legal adviser of all the rail-
ways and the corporations making up the System as
affecting Lattimore, enters briskly with his family—
correctly dressed, smooth-shaven and smiling, and
takes his seat with a precision of movement like that
of some well-oiled machine. He is the son of Gen-
eral Lattimore, and easily the head of the local bar,
now that Judge Bloodgood has been elevated to the
bench.

“He’ll avoid taking sides, if he can,” says Morgan;
“and he will probably never vote on any question. But
he’ll be held responsible by his employers for his
attitude in this church toward any harmful agitation,
and will be fingering the hidden wires accordingly.”

Mr. Kittrick, road-master of one of the railways,
comes down the aisle, red-faced, red-mustached, and
burly from his early life as a track-laborer.
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“They’ll pull the strings,” says Morgan, “and he'll
dance or walk the plank.”

Mrs. Aylesbury, president of the W, C. T. U., and
active in women’s clubs, rustles to her pew, her mind
filled with her various duties—her Sunday-school class
after services, her paper on Early Japanese Art for
Sorosis Monday afternoon, her Mothers’ Child-Study
Club for Tuesday evening, her Associated Charities
and prayer-meeting for Wednesday and Thursday,
her reception to the president and faculty of Tudor
College on Friday, and her discussion of the influence
of the conquest of Constantinople by the Turks upon
the rise of universities in Europe at the church history
circle on Saturday. “A full life,” says she, sighing,
“but so burdensome, sometimes!”

“She’ll fight him like a wildcat from the word go,”
says Morgan.

Enter with her, her husband, Doctor Aylesbury, all
hair and glasses.

“Negligible,” says Morgan—erring greatly, in this
case, if in no other; as Mr. Feek could have told him.

A little stooped, as he follows young Mr. Dewey
to his pew, but tall and commanding, his long hair
falling down over his collar, comes Doctor Jones of
Tudor College. A kindly-looking man, and one to be
selected for hard work.

“He’ll be inclined to stand by the preacher’s right
to say the thing he thinks Jesus would say,” says
Morgan. “But how about the million dollars he hopes
to get from old Halliday for his college? He can’t
be free in such a case, so long as he’s trying to bond
the economic policy of his college for an endowment.”

Mr. V. W. Feek gets as close to the Bloodgood
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pew as he can. He is only a brother-in-law in the
church, carrying his religion in his wife’s name, as
he says. Yet as he sits down, Morgan feels that his
wife’s influence will be his, and that he is not negli-
gible, whoever else may be.

“If there's anything crooked or dirty to do, and
there will be,” says Morgan, “he’ll be in it.”

It is nearly time for the services to begin, and the
Bloodgood pew is still vacant. At last Judge Blood-
good comes in with his wife, his daughter and his
son. His is a tall, elderly figure, with white hair
clustering about the head—a man with the paleness
of the cloister, making his dark eyes look darker
by contrast; one of the men in whom our government
is really vested, the only class set apart from their
fellow-citizens in the United States by the presumption
that the power selecting them for public service makes
no mistakes, and therefore chosen for life. Even
here, as becomes a ruler, Judge Bloodgood seems
to move in an atmosphere of the unapproachable dig-
nity of a United States judge. Yet even he is not
spared by the merciless critic through whose eyes we
are looking.

“When General Hess of the Halliday System, who
made you, sits down on you about this coming fight,”
says Morgan, “for harboring in your church a dan-
gerous agitator, even your own son-in-law, will you
earn your place on the bench, or will you stay by
Emerson? I bet on Hess!”

So many of the great congregation Morgan knew
by sight and fame. The other hundreds he did not
take into consideration. They were the praying wom-
en, the God-fearing men, who followed their leaders
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and served their Maker in the way in which they had
been brought up, and who would not count in any
struggle, but only be counted.

And the government shall be upon his shoulders.

This was Emerson’s first text after his conversion—
or perversion, as some may prefer to call it—the first
of the new series of sermons entitled Qutlines for The
Christian State.

No one was at all startled. It seemed such a con-
ventional text for a beautiful sermon on cologne-
water reform.

“This old text,” said he, “embodies the heart of the
old Jewish Messianic thought—a government of right-
eousness. All the Hebrew prophets sought to reform
their government. They were killed because they
disturbed those who laid field to field until there
was no room for the poor, those who changed money
in the Temple and those who sold doves. 1f a friend-
less man should effectively denounce here and now
the things in our government that Hosea and Amos and
Elijah and Isaiah prophesied against then, he would
be arrested on some trumped-up charge, and either
driven out, or kept in prison—so far is America from
being a country where thought and speech are free.”

Here he looked at the stocky, brown-eyed man over
by the pillar, and paused. One or two men in the few
working-men’s Sunday suits seemed to prick up their
ears as at something unexpected,

“We think of a prophet as of some one able in
some way to foretell the future,” he went on. “This
is the lowest and most barbarous sense of the word.
We must not forget that in the higher, better sense,
it means a man filled with divine illumination, one

met
the:
an
Jen
und
ders

‘“

He

proj
righ
proj
livin
long

Heb



THE FLESHING OF A MAIDEN SWORD 141

who sees deeply into things, and feels truly the secrets
of the mysterious abysses of causation which are too
profound for the brain, but not beyond the plummet of
the rightly attuned soul. Such men exist in all ages.
There is no reason for giving to these fiery old He-
brew reformers the name of prophet, and denying
it to Saint Francis of Assisi, and John Ball, and
Wyclif, and Savonarola, and Shelley, and Whitman,
and Henry George.”

Mr. Dewey leaned forward and put his hand to
his ear, as if not quite sure that he had heard correctly.
Judge Bloodgood started, looked for a moment across
the placid face of Amy into the eyes of his son the
superintendent, flushed to his white hair, and sat
rigid. Morgan Yeager shrank close up to his column,
and looked pityingly at Emerson.

“All the prophets, ancient and modern,” went on
Mr. Courtright, “saw and felt that the heart of the
problem of righteousness is a.question of govern-
ment; and against the governments of their time,
they dashed themselves in pieces. Isaiah saw, not
a mystical realm for disembodied spirits, but a New
Jerusalem in Judea, made up of freed men and women,
under the leadership of the Christ, upon whose shoul-
ders rested the government—the Prince of Peace.

“And Jesus came, with the same political message.
He was a Jew, with the viewpoint of the Jewish
prophets. His Kingdom of God was the fundamentally
righteous, but purely human society of which the
prophets had spoken. He preached a God of the
living, not a God of the dead. He tried for long,
long months to place Himself at the head of the
Hebrew race as its political leader, that He might
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found His kingdom based upon the voluntary disciple-
ship of all His people, whose king should be the servant
of all, in which the supreme tribunal should be love—
love, through the magic and strength of which the
power of Rome, the rule of Herod, the party of the
Pharisees, and the faction of the Sadducees, together
with all the worn-out formalism and ritualism of the
Jews, should be dissolved away in a new and beautiful
realm in which God in every human heart should
be king.”

The “saner” and more “conservative” portions of
the congregation—bankers like Dewey, speculators
like Tolliver, and representatives of “interests” like
Lattimore and Bloodgood, breathed more freely at
this. It sounded so much more harmless and
preacherish and churchy. Some of them even enjoyed
a wonderful piece of description which Emerson gave
them, depicting the strange spectacle of the first
months of the minjstry of Jesus: how the great
Agitator went about preaching good tidings to the
poor, healing the sick, hailed by thousands under
the dear name of “Teacher,” followed by an army
so large as to fill all parties in Jerusalem with fear—
an army of communists who were often shelterless
and sometimes hungry, but who, somehow, never did
violence, and, somehow, were always fed; and who
were strong enough, had they taken the sword,
to overcome the city. Then he returned to that age-
long “death grapple in the darkness ’twixt old systems
and the Word,” and of the life of Jesus as the typical
reformer’s life.

“No man,” said he, “was ever more bitterly dis-
appointed than this gentle Leader of a peaceful

TH

pro
diff
con
hav
not
mor
righ
lievq
wor|
that
the
they
man
pher
expe
with
the |
the r
them
King
ment
cross
spirit
Soi
but }
more
head.
this;
done
‘(Je
produ
Hims
law of



ple-
rant
Io—
the
the
‘her
the
iful
wuld

of
ors
like
at
ind
yed
ave
rst
eat
the
der

THE FLESHING OF A MAIDEN SWORD 143

proletariate. That He expected things to turn out
differently, is no more than He implied in His terrible
complaint, ‘O Jerusalem, Jerusalem, how often would I
have gathered thy children together, and ye would
not!” His doctrine of love, the doctrine of the Ser-
mon on the Mount, was to Him so clearly the only
right and practicable thing for a sane person to be-
lieve, the only remedy for the terrible state of the
world, that its rejection was inconceivable. It seemed
that the nation must adopt it as its law. This is
the tragedy in the lives of all reformers. The truths
they see so plainly: how can it be that every honest
man can not see? The reformer walks in an atmos-
phere of unfaith which is incredible to him until hard
experience brings home its bitter truth: and so it was
with Jesus. When the prominent men of the city,
the priests, the judges, the religious classes and all
the rich, proved blind to the fair prospect held out to
them and all men, and refused to enter into the
Kingdom of Heaven, the dark waters of disappoint-
ment closed over Him, and His great heart broke. The
cross of wood was a symbol of the more agonizing
spiritual crucifixion which He had so long suffered.”

Some of the older members scented heresy in this;
but heresy is not so bad, now, if it assail nothing
more closely connected with business than the God-
head. Put thus baldly, none would have admitted
this; but, with the proper periphrasis, all would have
done so.

“Jesus failed!” Emerson paused for the words to
produce the shock he desired. “Jesus failed to place

Himself at the head of His nation because, under the
law of love, He could not appeal to force as Mohammed
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did. But had He succeeded, how would His govern-
ment have compared with ours? And when He sent
His apostles out upon their mission—which is not yet
ended, and can not end, or well begin, until every
government shall be His—what sort of social condi-
tions did He expect them to bring about as compared
with ours?

“He said to him who asked for the way to eternal
life, ‘Keep the commandments.” And when He was
asked, ‘Which?” He answered first, ‘Thou shalt not
kill.’

“But our government makes a business of killing.
It kills by its armies and navies. And where it kills
one thus, it kills thousands by indirection. It kills an
army of railway men and passengers every year;
because it permits our highways to be operated care-
lessly and cruelly by private capital, instead of op-
erating them carefully and humanely itself.”

John Bloodgood's eyes flashed here, and Amy, see-
ing the bearing of this, glanced at him in a sort of
fright.

“It kills millions,” Emerson went on, “by allowing
those things which belong to all to be grasped by the
few. It kills in slums in which land-monopoly, the
creature, of government, suffocates women and chil-
dren for want of space; it kills in the wilderness,
whither land-monopoly drives men; it kills with cold,
in leaving in some hands the fuel God made for all;
it kills with nakedness and penury by letting some
men crowd off the land those for whose tillage it
was made. It kills in myriads, by allowing the face
of nature to be engrossed, so that men are helpless,
landless, workless, and forced to bid the bread out
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of their own mouths in the auction-shambles of the
labor market. This government which we call Chris-
tian, and governments like it—all governments called
great—are machines for murder. Our governors and
legislators are its agents; our courts are tribunals for
regulating its commission. And every one who fails
to make his protest is accessory to murder, and has
hands red with innocent blood!”

Judge Bloodgood rose partly as if to depart; but
sat down again, his face now set and drawn as if in
some great effort at self-control.

“The next commandment Jesus mentioned,” con-
tinued Emerson, “is “Thou shalt not commit adultery.’
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